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CALENDAR FOR THE YEAR. 



A crystal pavement, by tbe biealli of Heaven cemented firm 

J. Thomson 


0, but she will love bini dearly ; 

He sball have a cheeiful home. — Tennyson 



All in the fi-eshness of the humid air. — J. Thomson. 


The teeming clouds 

Descend in gladsome plenty o’er the world. — J. Thomson. 



The shepherd, on the mountain brow, 

Sits piping to his flocks and gamesome kids 

J. Thomson. 


To pant and sweat beneath the fiery noon. — John Armsteong, 
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Beside tlie idle summer sea. — W. E. Henley. 


Be patieut, 

Foi the v\mrld is broad and udde. — Shakrpeare 



Here from the suitiy harvest fields 

The reapers rest at noon — T. Buoh.vnan Read. 


Measure not the work 

Until the day ’s out and the labour done. — ^Biiownin(j. 



Of all the griefs that harass the distress’d, 

Sure the most bitter is a scornful jest. — ^Dr. Jodnson. 


A steaming bowl, a blazing fire ; ^ 

What greater good can heart desire ? — Wordswo 
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^ It was suggested by one of the scien- 
tific iconoclasts at the last meeting of 
the British Association that the Zodiac 
was played out. Mr, Punch, however, 
as usual knows otherwise. To that 
profound Sage it is given to see farther 
than any through a brick wall, and he 
has discovered that, so far from Aries, 
Taurus, Aquarius & Co. having ceased 
to affect their children, it is impossible 
to escape their dominion, as the fol- 
lowing notes on the months only too 











abundantly prove. A baby coming into 
this world in January, under Aquarius, 
cannot escape aquatic influence in one 
form or another ; to be born in March, 
under Aries, the Ram, is to be aggressive ; 
to be born in July, imder Leo the Lion, 
is to be leonine; and so forth. The 
Zodiac stiU. rules, and M?*. Punch has 
brought together instances both from 
ancient and modem history to prove the 
truth of the assertion 

JANUARY— AQUARIUS. 

Though water is placed last of the four 
elements, January has its revenge by 
leading in the year. This is only as it 
should be, for Biltish greatness is built 
on its control of the water. The English- 
man begins his day with a cold water 
tub, he tempers the rigours of the night 
with a hot-water bottle, and he cousoli- 
' dated his Empire by winning the battle 
of Waterloo. The IJnited Kingdom is 
' surrounded by water. What would Scot- 
! land do without its Bm*ns, or England 
without its Becks? Aquarius fittingly 
dominates the first of the months. 

No one born in January can avoid 
watery influences — either he will make 
a voyage, or abstain from one ; get water 
on the brain or his feet wet; pay the 
water rate or go to prison; mix too 
much wrhisky with his water, or too 
little with his whisky. And it is in this 
month that water-pipes usually burst. 

England has many notable Januarians, 
as they might be called. Dearest to the 


heart of Aquarius is Sir Wilfiid Law’son, 
who is pledged to the service of water 
pure and simple. The world’s record 
for abstinence is, however, held by the 
Ancient Mariner, of whom it is recorded, 
“Water, water everywhere, and not a 
drop to drink.” In spite of Sir Wilfrid’s 
creed it has been proved by Thames 
trippers to be as easy to be drunk on 
water as on land. In this month also 
were born ]\Ir. Water Long and Lord 
Tankerville, Baron Schweppe, Mr. 
Anthony Waterer, Mr. H. G. Wells, author 
of The Liquid of the Godh, and Principal 
Rainy, each of whom in his own way is 
helping to build up the Empire. 




7a> '' 
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Me^joeabilta of the Moxtii. 

Hercules encoiniterecl tlie first Hydro. 
Jan. B.c. 2501 . 

Mixed hatliing permitted in tlie Round 
Pond. Jan. 1905. 

Kingsley’s Water Bahies, published 
18(Jo. 

Umbrellas first called gamps. Jan. 
1844. 

Pnr)VERcs OF the Month. 

An Englishman’s aqnascutiun is liis 
castle. 

When an acoin spionts on a mountain asli, 

Then piepaie for splash, splash, splash, 

But if a u'aliiut huds on the oak, 

' Then piepaie for soak, soak, soak 

Hints to Smokers. 

Distrust cigarettes wliicli are sold at 
more than ten a penny. 

Irish cheroots can be negotiated only 
by persons of an iron constitution. | 

Before lighting a cigar, always hold it 
to your ear. If you hear a roaring like 
that emitted by a sea shell, it is safer to 
ask for a milder brand. 

FEBRUARY— PISCES. . 

To be born under Pisces is a sure 
augury of success as a swimmer. Hardly 
anyone so favoured can fail every 



summer to swim to France — that test of 
the higher natation. Greasley was born 
in February, and so was Haggerty. 
Leander and Byron were both February 
babies, and it is the only month in which 
Holbein and Mr. Swinburne feel really 
well. 

The influence of Pisces is powerful 
also in stimulating thirst, and many of 
our greatest drinkers have confessed to 
February as their natal month. Person, 
for example, so notoriously drank like a 
fish that the French coined from his 
prowess their expressive word poisson. 

Such is the power of Pisces that most 
of the Finns are horn in February, and 
they invariably choose that month in 
which to perform any important action, 
such as taking a new house, buying a 
dog, See., &c. 

Coldness of blood is not unavoidable 
by Februaiy children, but a certain 
frigidity is often noticeable. Mr. Gill, 
K.O., was born in February, and so 



Faxcy Portrait of Mr. Gill, K.C. ! 

were Mr. Richard Whiteing, Sir Rennell 
Rodd, and St. Polycarp. Perhaps 
England’s greatest February son is the 
judicious Hooker. 

Memorabilia of the Month. 

Izaak Walton became Senior Angler. 
February, 1615. 

Mr. Gluckstein met Judge Salmon. 
February, 1893. 

Kedjeree invented. February, 118. 

Ananias related bis first fish story. 
February, 61. 

Proverbs of the Month. 

Spare the rod and spoil the child. 

A fly in the hand is worth two in the 
bush. 

The Etique^ite of Visiting. 

On entering the room a caller advances 
towards the lady of the house before 
addressing anyone else, and shakes 
hands. If your hostess lias only one 
arm, he sure to offer the hand corre- 
sponding to the one she still possesses. 

When a visitor rises to take leave, his 
hostess rings the beU so that the servant 
may be ready to open the hall door. If 
the bell is out of order, the guest, on 
descending to the hall, should hum or 
sing gently to attract attention. Should 
that fail, he must call down the kitchen 
stairs, unless the kitchen is at the top of 
the house. 

MARCH— ARIES. 

March, the month of bluster and 
aggressiveness, owes its character to the 
influence of Aries, whose power is such 
that under it the most timid of creatures, 
the hare, develops an extravagance of 
behaviour which has become a by-word. 
Schemes of aggression almost invariably 
have their origin in March. It was in 
March that Mr. Andrew Carnegie began 
to endow Free Libraries ; spring-cleaning 
commences on the 21st; and demands 
for rent disturb the equanimity of the 
householder in the last week of the 


month. To the domination of Aries we 
must attribute all these phenomena. 

To be born under Aries is inevitably 
to be energetic and assertive. Mr. W^iii- 
ston Churchill was born in March, and 
so was Mr. Lloyd George. Mr. C. Arthur 
Pearson first saw the light of this planet 
in a windy day of the vernal equinox. 
Mr. Chamberlain planned his tariff 
reform in March, and in March Admiral 
Togo rammed the first Russian cruiser. 
Our old friend Mrs. Ram was a Marcli 
child, and Rameses the Second, and 
greatest, was crowned in this month. 

Memorabilia of tee Month. 

Cardinal RampoUa first saw Madame 
Clara Butt. March, 1899. 

Shakspeare murdered by a desperate 
band of noted amateurs. March, 1904. 

Ramadan introduced into London by 
the Omar Khayyam Club. Members go 
on Shorter rations. March, 1905. 

The Poet Laureate, Mr. Alfred Austin, 
received liis first butt. Lady Day, 1895. 

Proverbs of the Month. 

Butt me no butts. 

You can’t make an ivory ruler out of 
a rain’s horn. 

Costumes for Windy Weather. 

To obviate the painfully houffante 
effect caused by rude Boreas and his 
attendant brethren, fragile and airy 
fabrics must now be carefully avoided. 
For esplanade wear, tailor-made gowns 
sliould be lieavily shotted, while an inner 
lining of ferro-concrete will he found to 
give the desired stability to a tur-trimmed 
cloth redingote. Now, liowever, that 
open-air exercise in all weathers has 



become so fasliionable, no one should 
venture out in a tornado without a 
parachute. Embroidered and jewelled 
parachutes of lace and lebe ribbon made 
up over a detachable silk lining, of which 
it is advisable, in the interests of variety, 
to include several in one’s wardrobe, are 
now much in vogue. 
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TOBY, M.P. 

A BiocFJ^EicsL Sketch bi ’the Member foe Sark. 





lioaiy bulldogs, shook the nmd of the 
Isle of Dogs fi’om oif his paws and 
turned his face towards the setting sun. 

“ The star of Empire,” he said, “ rises 
in the West.” 

One morning, taking a walk down 
Fleet Street, whom shoidd he meet but 
Ur. Punch. The keen eye of the Sage 
piercing the shaggy eyebiows trustfully 
turned upwards on him beheld the 
light of honesty and genius that shone 
beneath them. His friendly whistle 
was fearlessly obeyed. Trotting briskly 
at the heels of his new master Toby 
found himself in an office. He was 
promptly arrayed in a white starched 
ruffle, and ‘‘accommodated with a seat,” 
as they say in the police courts, on a 
number of volimies set upon the table 


As in the case of another personage , 
well't^nown in literature, Toby’s birth; 
“is wropt in myst’ry.” There are! 
authorities who claim that he descended j 
in a June thunderstomi from the Dog[ 
star. That, however, need not be taken 
Siriusly. In brief, it is a myth. Toby 
was never nearer the Canis major than 
was Homer, whose birthplace is equally 
a subject of controversy. 

Whilst dismissing legendary lore it; 
is safe to say tliat Toby was born of 
poor but honest parents. He lacked; 
the advantages of education at a public ' 
school, and took a degree neither atj 
Cambridge nor Oxford. But, as Johnj 
Bright used to say, and "^vas able to 1 
personally testify to the truth of the 
aUe^tion, ’Varsity training is not abso- 
lutely essential to achievement of high 
position in public life. ' 

The fact is, reading and waiting came 
to Toby by nature. Thus endowed he 
■was able to pursue his studies at the 
fountain head. His mother, to whom, 
like most great men, he owed much, 
was removed (by water) early from this 
sphere. His father, Tobias by name, 
was the companion of a wooden-legged 
watchman who lived in the vicinity of 
the Isle of Dogs. Bereft of his mother 
the young pup clung more closely to 
his remaining parent. Also on one 






occasion he clung a little viciously to 
his father’s employer. If it had been 
the wooden leg in which he inserted 
his teetli the incident might have been 


overlooked. Toby selected the other 
one. 

On the face of it it was a trifling 
circumstance- It had momentous effect. 
The irate watchman misunderstanding 
his motive, which was simply to investi- 
gate the reasons why one leg should 
be more bulky than the -other, kicked 
hhn off. His father fearing to be de- 
prived of his living disowned him, and 
Toby was cast out upon a cold world. 

Retiring to the Isle of Dogs his capa- 
city and personal predominance quickly 
asserted themselves. Though still young 
in years he drew around him a retinue 
of dog--. Some acquired the habit, 
fastened upon them by rude boys, of 
appealing at Court with sections of a 
tin can attached to their tails. This 
indignity, the handiwork of idle boys, 

I gave birth to deep resentment in the 
I generous breast of the Captain. He 
! resolved to form a Republic in the 
I island. As a preliminary he established 
I six Army Corps with remounts and all 
modern appliances. In due time he 
would lead his army against the tyrants 
of his race, make prisoners of them, and 
I send them to work in the gold mines 
I under native gangers. 

, All went -well for some weeks. At 
:the approach of the dog days sedition 
'was fomented within the camp. The 
Commander-in-Chief — he had now as- 
sumed that rank with extra rations — 
was accused of ratting. Summoned to 
appear before the Council of Ten he 
indignantly denied the charge. As he 
proceeded with his oration the ears and 
tails of his accusers drooped. The Ten 
in Council barked approvingly, honour- 
. able acquittance was certain, when, as 
Willi am Black used to say in his novels, 

I “ Lo, a strange thing happened.” Some 
conunotion was heard at the back of 
the Court. A cry was raised “ A Rat ! 
a Rat!” Instantly ah. the dogs, led 
by the Council of Ten, bolted, leaving 
Toby a free, but lonely dog. 

_ Sickened of statecraft Toby, stiU in 
his teens, though wiser than many 



wiiere sat the Master Spirit of the age, 
pen in hand, contemplating an im- 
promptu. 

That was sixty-three years ago. Dicky 
Doyle happened to look in, drew master 
and dog as they sat in close companion- 
ship, a picture of world-wide renown 
that exists to this day. Forty yeais 
later the electorate of Barks, looking 
round for a representative worthy of 
the historic county, sent Toby to Parlia- 
ment. 

But that is another story. Are not 
the doings and sayings of Toby, M.P. 




of The Kennel, Barks, written in suc- 
cessive volumes of Punch whose a]‘)pear- 
ance has gladdened the world during 
the last quarter of a century V 



Punch’s Almanack for 1905. 


OLD M^THEI^HUBBAF^ ^ 

li Tl ' i ^NTT’THE 


l.;=^i^<;CUPBQRBe , 


I I’, 

BUT WHEN 










/ V 






r%'-’vV 


,i"ni'i^'*> ’'■» ' ', 


cwB°m If 

|4^ WAS 

^ A BFsBl, \.i'; 4 kL 




> Going r 

iiypRornr"? 








>¥- 3 



', V ' 










<*.ur^^ 






'>7! 

1 buntiN 





/'i'/ N 




^-.l 

"m G°iNa 

AMlLKlNaslK'-^ 

SHE! 


DJ\DDT’5 G°NL SHUNTIN’, ‘ 

JV »1 H i . ^1 ^ [^ p^'^OHDEJ^VHKrCT^miWTERjK? 

^ ^ JOHNNY'S S^IPNdPT THE miB; 


HE'lL^LTMTTTll i ift\ 

PJ^IT SKIN 

TO WRJ<P , 

P°°KBP®Y BUNTIN m. 




IfuBI 


TO ' 
TIE UP 


UL%((A n \K my bonny 

b^wnhaM 


G.l_.‘i)S<lM-fH ' 


OLD FRIENDS WITH NEW FACES. 






Punch’s Almanack for 1905. 


THE MODERN JOHN GILPIN. 


JoHX Gilpix was an Aldennaii 
Of credit and renown : 

Ills family was staying at 
A distant conntiy-town. 

Xow Gilpin bought a motor-car. 
And the first time ’twas tried — 
Arranged to fetch his family, 

And take them for a ride. 



The morning came, the chauffeur drove 
The car np to the doors : 

A 16-horse-power, Clincher-tyred 
Mercedes-Napier-Mors. 

And, when it stopped, men sauntered up, 
And little boys as well ; 

And some remarked the wheels went 
round, 

And some observed the smell ; 

And everyone cheered loudly when 
A start was made at last — 

To see that drays and brewers’ vans 
Tl ere easily out-classecl. 

iSiow all went very well at first, 

^ But twenty miles from town 
Something began to squeak. At once 
The chauffeur got him down, 

Alas ! while he was underneath 
To find out what was wrong, 

Gilpin was left alone (which points 
The moral of my songV 

Now Gilpin (though a pleasant wit 
Who loved a timely joke) 

Scarce knew tlie difference between 
Misfiring and a spoke. j 



So, having nothing else to do, 

At length must needs forsake 
His rdle of looker-on, to put 
The clutch in by mistake ! 

So, fair and softly ! ” <John, he cried, 
But J ohn he cried in vain ; 


Tlie car began to move as though 
’Twoidd never stop again. 

And fast and faster grew the pace : 

For, reckless in his fright, 

He oped the tlirottle with his foot, 

[ And eke with all his might ! 

Away went Gilpin, neck or nought, 
Away went mask and hat ; 

At sixty miles an horn* oi more 
He dashed along the fiat. 

And when the rumour spread around — 
“ The Gordoii-Bennett llace ! ” 

There scarcely was a person there 
But backed him for a place. 

While men who in the morning laid 
Seven to one on Edge, 

Looked anxiously at Gilpin’s back 
And tried their best to hedge. 

The dogs did bark, the children screamed, 
And chickens strewed the road ; 

And some cried out “Police, police ! ” 
And some, “Police he blowed!” 



Then Sergeant Jarrett paced a mile, 
And waited watch in hand : 

But, eke to hide his fell intent, 

Covered his boots with sand . . 

But Gilpin vanished in a cloud, 

And yeiy soon he neared 

His family, who wondered much 
To see how well he steered. 

They cried, “John Gilpin! Here we are! 
Stop, stop, for Heaven’s sake ! ” 

Said John, with head between his knees, 
“ Can’t someone find the brake ? ” 

So like a bullet swift he flew— 

Shot from a marksman’s gun — 

Far past his family— for why ? 

It was a Non-stop Him ! 

Away went Gilpin, far away, 

And sore against his will ; 

Till somewhere short of John o’ Groats 
His car at last stood stiU. 

But while he wondered what to do, 

His carelessness (alack !) 

0n(^ more was his undoing, for 
The car began to back ! 


Slowly at first, but faster soon 
It gathered pace amain, 

And all the way it came before 
It hurtled back again. 

And as before the people cried, 

“ The Gordon-Bennett Race ! 

This is the second round. How well 
Gilpin maintains the i^ace 1 ” 



So backward ever Gilpin dashed, 

Until some miles from town 

He met a circus in the road .... 

And then at last got down ! 

But, undesignedly no doubt. 

Got down upon his head — 

Some yards away ; and people thought 
“ Alas ! he must be dead.” 

Not he ! By landing on “ The Man 
With India-rubber Skin ” 

He saved his own 1 (all but a slight, 
Contusion to the shin). 

[The car was not so fortunate — 

And all to pieces went : 

They found a wheel in Dorsetshire, 

A sparking-plug in Kent.] 

That night (returning home by train) 
O’er coffee and cigars. 

Surrounded by his family, 

He cursed aU motor-cars 1 

He cursed the Lanchester with strength, 
The Darracq without pause ; 

But most of all he cursed aloud 
Mercecles-Napier-Mors ,* 


And promised there and then to buy 
A carriage and a pair, 

And when his wife goes forth to shop 
May I be near to stare. 

So let us sing, “ Long live the King ! 

And Gilpin long live he ! ” 

(And Gilpin’s wife, who daily ‘drives 
Down Regent Street at three.) 
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MR. PQNCH’S ZODIACAL ZIG-ZAGS. 

^ ^ I days before the day of England’s patron 

APEIL — TAUliUS. I saint. Taiunis not only provides the 

111 this month was John Bull bom — ! i oast beef of old England, blithe typifies 

her natural solidity of character. In 


on the first, according to some foreign 
publicists, but not so according to 
Cocker. The old gentleman, in spite 
of a few little troubles in some of his 
limbs -a twinge or two of South Afiican 


various liquid forms, again, he ministers 
to one’s internal needs, and (by adver- 
tisement j to the illumination of our 
streets. 



f % / ^ 
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•TJ\URUS 


gout, a suspicion of Russian influenza, 
the possibility of German measles, a 
slight attack of Lhassatude— is still 
hale and untouched at heart. There 
are some who say that he takes too 
much exercise at games — a view in 
which Mr, Punch inclined to agree — 
and is too little disposed to consider 
serious measures to compete with his 
more enterprising Brother Jonathan; 
but doubtless energy in this direction 
win come in time. He remains at any 
rate the finest Bull on earth. 

It is with no ordinaiy appropriateness 
that the sun enters Taurus only a few 


To be born in April is to be infallibly 
associated in some way or other with 
Taurus. Bisley prize winners are born 
in this month, and so was Mr. Jesse 
CoUings. It was in April that the 
first Cowes regatta was held, and in 
that month also Mr. Croker, the Tam- 
many Bos, left Oxon. 

Memoeabxlia of tbe Month. 

St. Patrick introduced bulls into 
Ireland to take the place of snakes 
April, 400. . 

Sir Boyle Roche bom. April 1, 1743. 

bir Loin knighted. April, 1196. 


Baron Liebig first road Elegant 
Extracts. April, 1845. 

BiiU-baiting suppiossed at Worcester 
by Bishop Gore April, 1903. 

PeO VERBS OF TOE MoX'ril 

Where there ’s a Bull there’s a Boar. 
(Afghan Proverb.) 

Never hit a gift bull in tbe eye. 

Common Superstitions. 

To find a mouse in your teacup means 
good luck. 

If a tinlack or a drawing-pin is seen 
on the bathroom fioor and not picked 
up, iiiisfortune will dog your steps. 

It is unlucky to give red pepper to a 
mad bull. 

Walking into a coal-shoot right foot 
foremost brings luck. 

MAY—GEMINI. 

Idle Heavenly Twins, Castor and 
Pollux, affect in various ways the destiny 
of those born in May. Castor is the 
patron of horsemanship and driving, 
Pollux of boxing and wrestling. To be 
born in May is therefore, in addition to 
the chances of being a twin, a sure sign 
that one will be influGneed positively or 
negatively by horses or bruisers. 

The advantages of being a twin are 
obvious only when it cuablos the one 
who has done wrong to bo mistaken lor 
the one who has done right. On the 
other hand, it does not eiilitlci you to the 
Royal Bounty. No rcaRy vc'ry great 
persons have ever been twins, with the 
exception of Csesar and Pom])ey, Beau- 
mont and Fletcher, and tlu^ two Lees, 
Sidney and Nancy. 

It is impossiblo for a May baby to go i 
thi'ough life without either witnessing a 
wrestling competition or relValiilng from 
doing so — such is the powcu* of Pollux. 
Hackenschmidt was a May baby, and so 
were the Terrible Turk and tlic Atrocious 
Bulgarian. All May children are born 
with clenched fists. All May eJiildren 
also are in danger oC becoming horsey, 
whether they take to motor-cui's or not. 
Lord Brampton was a May baby. Mr. 
Rider Haggard, Miss Coblus" Canon 
Mornington and Marechal Ney wore all 
born in May. 

Memorabilia. 

Castor oil first administered to the 
little Pollocks. May, 1 881. 

Scotland Yard first discovere<l that 
Adolf Beck was not John Smith. May, 
1903. 

John Chilcote, M.P., appointed ambas- 
sador to Siam. 

Madame Sarah Grand and Mr. W. 
Baddeley win the mixed doubles. 

Proverbs of the MoN'ni. 

Two of a face seldom agree. 

It is better to have German measles 
than Siamese twins. 




Punch’s Almanack for 1905. 



Cricket Forecasts for 1905. 

The cricket season proper may be said 
to open with May. About this time the 
daily papers will begin to print cricket 
articles. In the Chronicle Mr. Jephson 
win welcome the return of King Willow 
to power and wish him the allegiance of 
Old Sol and as little as possible of the 
company of J apiter Pin. 

On the fields ah over the country 
wickets wih fall, and not a few legs will 
find their way before them. About the 
13th a great batsman wih disappoint 
his admirers. On July 1 Surrey will 
appoint a new captain. 

JUNE— THE CRAP. 

That we cannot always be moving 
forward but must occasionaUy reculer 
'pour mieux sauter, is beautifully indicated 
by the entrance of the Sun on the sign 
of the Grab. For, as the American poet 
sings : 

Thi-ee tilings tkere are in the woild which •when 
they seem coming are going 

When they seem going they come— diploma- 
tists, women, and crabs. 

While a somewhat similar thought has 
occurred to our own Poet Laureate : 

Rash man toils forward, ev’ii in four-wheeled 
cabs, 

Yet surely something may be said for crabs. 

Not merely something but much may 
be said for the wayward crustacean, who 
deeply influences all who see the light 
under his ruddy sign. To be born in 
June is to be reactionary, an apostle of 
retrogression, a Imdator temporis acri, 
and so strong is the spell of their natal 
sign on oarsmen who celebrate then- 


birthday in this month that they can 
never be depended on in an emergency. 

M. Pobedonosteff, the Procurator of 
the Holy Synod, was born in June; so 
was Mr. Henry Chaplin. In this month 
also the days grow to their longest, like 
a crab’s claw in process of deliberate 


extension, and ];egm to shorten again, 
like the feiiine cdaw withdrawn. 

MEilORABILIA. 

]\Ir. Wilfrid Blunt opened Arabian 
Aquarium at Cnibbet Park. June, 1901. 

Great Claus and Little Claus^ vTitten 
by- Hans Andersen. June, 1846. 

The Great American Impresarios, 
Messrs. Ivlaw and Erlanger, projected 
their dramatisation of Crabbe’s Borough 
in this month. 

Lord Roseliery crabbed the Anglo- 
Fiench Agreement. June, 1904. 

Proverbs of the Mokth. 

Even a crab-apple can have the pip. 

It is better to catch a Tartar than a 
Crab. — Togo's Table Talk, 

More G.mDENiKG Notes. 

Tennis lawns should be well swept 
and mown, the com*ts marked out at 
least once a week, and lost balls care- 
fully looked for in the lierbaceous 
borders. Withered fl.owers should be 
removed, dried and pressed, and if 
snow falls it should be at once removed. 
Watering is necessary in dry weather, 
but in the event of a heavy rainfall the 
amount can be substantially reduced. 
Cover fruit trees with green baize, and 
pot newspaper cuttings. 
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A MEMORY OF MAY. 

[Afessienrs tlie reading public are invited to note that many of the statements contained in the following epic aie merely legendary.] 


I OYIFS wi&li tliat I could part 
The hanging folds of drifted haze 
Which so divide me, head and heart, 
Prom tvhat I was in early days : 

I wish that I could take a course 
Of Someone’s ‘^tir.mhi^ir-g lotions 
And vso revive the vanished force 
Of first emotions. 






■'A 






Xot in the elemental stage 

Of marbles, butterscotch and Henty, 
But at the still more guileless age — 
Nineteen to twenty. 

Once more I flash a garish vest, 

A tie of flame, a flawless cuff ; 

Once more my lip (how well caressed !) 

Evolves a kind of downy fluff ; 
i Almost the memory makes me swoon 
j And ere I know it I am playing. 

I 0 (I like the poignant tune) 

I We two were Maying ! ” 

Not that we scoured the nutty grove 
Or ti amped across the ' ‘ sheep-trimmed 
down,” 

; Not that I ever really wove 
I About her crest a floral crown; 

' But May has somehow always struck 
The chord of that third temi at college, 
' When she and I essayed to pluck 
, The Tree of Knowledge • 




r MO 


OW/i 


“ Mentally reconstruct the tlmll of vernal 
passion,” 

I would (in thought) renew delight 
Of every season’s sporting cult : — 
The cursive hoop, the hovering kite, 

The pebble-loaded catapult ; 

I ’d give a lot to taste again 
The joy of going into breeches, 

Or even bear (in mind) the pain 
Of candal switches. 

I simply cannot ! When I Ve seen 
The young about me skip and play 
I Ve felt I never could have been 
So young, so immaturely gay ; 

And though they kindly veil their scorn 
"When I elude their hurly-burly, 

I know they think that I was lorn 
Obese and surly. 

Tet, when upon the evening breeze 
The sighs of lovers haunt my ear, 
When swallows swoop from over seas 
When Spring (to cut it short) is here ; 
I too, who once at Nature’s will 
Followed apace the season’s fashion, 
Mentally reconstruct the thrill 
Of vernal passion. 

0 magic sights and scents of May 1 
Back flow the ebbing sands of Time ; 
The mists are rent that round me cling, 
And I retrieve my boyhood’s prime ! * 




^Ye seldom trenched on higher themes ; 

Soft nothings whiled the hour away. 
And jnst as in a world of dreams, 

Went by that truant term of May; 

I My habits underwent a change ; 

My bowling lost its easy action ; 

I Even to Dons she proved a strange 
I Connter-attraction ! 

gave her, day by day, a rose, 
r \Vann from my chest, l)ut still de- 
j ferred 

' (From modesty, I must suppose) 
j To breathe aloud the crucial word ; 

; And while my doubting lips refrained 
To ask her if she cared to rough it, 
Quite suddenly my hopes sustained 
A knock-out buffet ! 

The facts were these. From my exam 
^ I issued last of all my year, 

Which caused my captious Head to dam 
What would have been a fine career , 

‘ I guessed the shock might well explode 
! That heart (I could not now annex it) 

I To whose seductive snares I owed 
I This shameful exit ! 

j She bore the news with perfect tact ! 
j I even wondered if she had, 

Unknown to me, a nuptial pact 
With some more oofy under grad. 

Base doubt ! She merely meant to hide 
The truth that she was broken-hearted ; 
And so, with many a sob inside, 

We kissed and parted ! 

Two decades fled before I faced 
Those scenes again : the sliop was 
there ; 

But 0, her name was now erased, 

And she had gone 1 know not where ; 




“She lit the match.” 

Her name I will not noise in print ; 

To her address I drop no clue, 

Nor yet betray by half a hint 
What was the local shade of blue'; 
Discretion seals my mouth, and if 
I give (below) her social status 
’Twas thence I drew the primal whiff 
Of love’s afflatus. 

She sold tobacco. Often I, 

Leaning across the sundering bar, 
From sheer virility would buy 
A needlessly robust cigar ; 

She lit the match (ah ! little spark 




“ My captious Head.” 

Yet if her heart (like mine) is true, 


'T'u + X ill r -LCb II iitjr nearr (xuce mine) is l.rue. 

That sets abkze the leagues of hea- I still can picture her as saying 

, . , ^’rom time to time, “ 0 that we two 

U. b. 
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JULY-LEO. 

Witli tlie entry of tlie Sun on Leo, a 
multitude of national attributes are 
revealed in tliose born under this tawny 
sign. The children of Leo are invari- 
ably strong and ferocious, but of a 
magnanimous disposition and a noble 
and benevolent appearance. They w^ear 
their hair long, even in the dog days, 
they like to get the lion’s share of all 
good things, and, if musical, on very 
slight provocation will rend the welkin 
with their roar. If addicted to literature 
they are prone to the composition of 
leonine verses, and attracted by the 
legends of Lyonnesse. If musical, they 
incline to the cult of the lion comique. 

brewing trade they 
e3±ibit a marked preference for the Red 
Lion over ^ other signs. If their bent 
be financial they generally adopt a 
ramping attitude. 

^j^^oice of the lion as typical 
of Brifiiin, in spite of the fact that 
lions were never indigenous in these 
islands, has long been the subject of 
heated controversy, but now, according 
to the Poet Laureate, it probably arose 
confusion on the part of King 
Alfred when, after creating a fleet, he 
wanted by Hs ^teful subjects as 
Lo«^f the Miun. Anyhow. July is the 
I j which honising reaches its 
I grand climacteric. 

lilEnoiUBlLIA OP THE MoNTH. 

Wholesale exodus of young Hons from 
J^y IsTo C!ourt to Carmehte Street. 


Herr Julius Seeth first entered a lion’s 
den. July, 1870. 

Lyons’ Restaurant first opened at the 
Zoo, July, 1901. 

Dr. Chfford first saw tlie Lady oi 
Lyons, July, 1902. 

Proverbs of the Momh. 

A lion in an ass’s skin is more danger- 
ous than a sheep in wolfs clothing. 

It is safer to twist the tail of the lion j 
than the horn of the unicorn. 


A DAiN’rr RATioii-AL Pqnting Costuaie. 

The high temperature prevailing in 
the dog days renders the choice of a 
light fabric indispensable. But as 
immersion is always possible, it is as 
well to have the skirt of waterproof 
quenelle with a cork lino waistbelt 
trimmed ^ wdth aerated 'passementerie. 
The tunic and bodice should be of 
Waterbury ticking with an antique 
aluminium jahot, always a satisfactory 
accessory, while a striped Pompadour 
Zouave with pergola insertions and a 
sash of imitation pampas grass knotted 
loosely on the left side, combine to 
produce an eminently snitable^^whole. 

AUGUST— VIRGO. 

Virgo being the Lady Paramount of 
August, amazonian influences are rife 
throughout the month. All the most 
eminent exponents of emancipated 
womanhood, Semiramis, Queen Eliza- 
beth, George Sand, George Egerton, 
Mrs. Carrie Nation and Madame Sarah 
Grand, were horn in August. It was 
in August that Mrs. Eddy invented 
Christian Science and Mrs. Bloomer 
the bifui-cated skirt. In fact, whenever 
woman has shown herself in the van, it 
has been under the sign oi Virgo. 
Girton and Newnham Colleges were 
founded in August ; it was in August 
that lady cyclists in rational costume 
stormed the Hautl^oy Inn, that Madame 
Sarah Bernhardt played Hamlet, that 
Lucas Malet decided to aniputato Sir 
Bicliard Culmady, and that Mrs. Gallup 












‘VIRGO .-J 
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‘became a ‘‘ whole-liogger.” In August 
the song of the ladybird is at its best, 
and Virginia creeper most luxuriant. 

On the other hand it was also in August 
that the most remarkable tributes to the 
Ewig WeiUiche were paid by the inferior 
half of creation. Thus it was under the 
sign of Virgo that Catherine wheels were 
first manufactured, that Verdi composed 
La donna e mobile, that Ijondon Brighton 
and South Coast “ A ’’ shares were first 
called Berthas, that Mr. Birrell took the 
name of Augustine, and that Mr. Rider 
Haggard published She. 

Memorabilia of the Month. 

Virginian cigarettes first smoked by 
the Amazons in Dahomev, August, 
1859. 

Desdemoiia resolves to take a Moor in 
Cyprus. August 12, 1514. 

Charlotte Russe ennobled by Catherine 
the G-reat. August, 1726. 

Hockey introduced into the Forbidden 
City by the Dowager Empress of China. 
August, 1899. 

Proverbs of the Month. 

In truth she was a lady gent. — Chaucer. 

To be a better half is only to be a 
vulgar fraction. 

Seaside Forecast for 1905. 

This will be a serious month for the 
English coast. Fortifications will be 
erected all along the sands, only to be 
destroyed by an incursion of the tide. 
In many places the tide will rise above 
the children’s ankles. Many trains will 
be late, and at Brighton nigger minstrels 
will be constantly seen on the sea front. 

SEPTEMBER— LIBRA. 

The influence of Libra on the human 
race has been extensive and benignant. 
When the Sun enters this sign a general 
atmosphere of equanimity is diffused 
which renders controversy almost impos- 
sible. Libra being the symbol of j ustice, 
the Law Courts are closed, and litigation 
is reduced to a minimum. 

Under the sign of the Balance all 
experts in the art of equilibrium have 
been born or performed their gi*eotest 
feats. It was in September that Blondin 
crossed Niagara and Mr. Balfour recon- 
ciled his policy with that of Mr. Cham- 
berlain. It was in September of 1904 
that Justice was supplied with new 
scales by Mr. George R. Sims, and the 
Special Beck Commission w^as appointed. 

On certain ill-regulated natures, 
however, the influence of Libra is 
distinctly the opposite. Instead of 
maintaining, they lose their balance. 
Hence the siUy season correspondence 
Under such headings as “ Should girls 
grow into women ? ” “ The Bible — is it 
Biblical?” “Should reading be taught 


in schools ? ” “ Is it Christian to breathe ? ” 
this section of the community exercise 
their foolish pens. It is also Libra who 
drags annually into the arena the sea- 
serpent and his scales. 

There is a better chance of a child 
born in September becoming a man of 
weight than one bom in any other 
month. Mr. Daniel Lambert and Mr. 
Henry Chaplin first savr the light in 
September. 


The Balance of Power is more than 
usually stable in September. The 
Kaiser tlien abstains from pubfic utter- 
ances, the Editor of the Spectator takes 
his holiday, and all the intelHgence of 
the War Office is concentrated on 
the devising of a new cap for our 
gunless army. 

Memorabilia. 

Automatic Try-your-weiglit machine 
first burst on the Underground Railway 
by the Fat Bov of Peckham. September, 
1904. 

Dent du Midi first scaled by a Strand 
dentist. 1880. 


Signor Cinquevalli received a wound 
in his juggular vein. September, 1893. 

Balance sheets superseded by wet 
blankets among Globe Syndicate share- 
holders. September, 1902. 

Pro\hrbs of the Month. 

If you have a beam in your eye, kick 
it. 

An ounce of fiction is worth a pound 
of fact. (Publisher’s maxim.) 


Golf Notes. 

For lady golfers the best dress is 
undoubtedly a Taylor-made costume 
trimmed with White Braid. 

Tom Morris, on being recently asked 
wdiether he was any relation to Sir 
Lewis Morris, replied, “ No, but I could 
write a fair epic of Hades if I tried.” 

The works of Fra Lippo Lippi are 
to be sedulously avoided "by those who 
wish to improve their patting. 

Previous to match play a diet of 
shrimps is to be avoided, as in sym- 
pathetic natures it is apt to put the 
I eye out. 






CEABXVABI^. to a Eailw Ee&esaineat «ooan uu Day. iLnisoli: l.e 

ired that otring to the depres- Cbristnias j^g Jaalit mites, he is a lover of quiet. We have 

•ade.and general tightness o museiSns almys set oWves agauist the growmg 
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tinreUer t^-ho on making his my Home lor their Holidays” is anxious to 

Scorn 


.ion in trade, and general tightness o aU museums always set o^elves against the growin^ 

money, many persons will ho prevented to hat e " fad of suicide, and must refuse to tinswei 

A* ^ rM»Tic5tTVinO T-w- Pfifin.o' too TTGIG cloSGCi on tilclt Claj . “ ll Gl'j (Sre. s 

question. 


It IS feared that oTOig to the depres- v^nnbuua^, ^ 

.ion in trade, and general tightness of was not open, lemai 
money, niaiiy persons will he prevented to 

celeliiuting Christmas by eating too weie closed on that . . 
mncli this year. ^ 

It is uevertlielps | - 

confidently anticl- 1 
pated that, on the ' 
nigiit of Gliristnias , 

Day, not less than ' 
t we n t y tlionsaiid i 
little boys wiU be', 
wishing they had | 
never been born, and , 

the music of the 
weights wall be', 
avsdul to hear. i 

For ladies, loose; 
blouses are to be| 
the rational costume j 
for the Christmas j 
dinner - party this ; 
year. Small boys j 
will, as \isnal, bej 
most sensibly oladj 
in elastic jerseys. | 

“Thick or clep'j 
soup. Sir ? ” said | 
the footman to Mas- ' 
terl'oinniy. “Both,” | 
answered Master 
Tommy, without a j 
moment’s liesita- ' 
tion. 


We trust, by the ' 
by, tliat there \yill 
not be a repetition 
this year of a dis- 
gusting orgie which 
took place last 
Christinas Eve. A 
Barry and a Harriet 
entered one of Lock- 
hart’s establish- 
ments. “ What ’U 
you ’ave?” asked 
Harry. “ Tea, caw- 
fee, or cocoa?” 
“Oh, let’s ’ave aU 
three,” said Harriet. 
“Orlrigbt, as it’s 
Christmas Here,” 
consented Harry. 



DISILIiTJSIONED. 


mnt3PTi+pd Hai-vv Awful predicjlmmt of youno Fitz-Bbown, who, hwing undertaken ' 

consenx ea xia iiy. safely home after a day with the Seaborough Harriers, has lost ms 
. . UP*' what he takes to be a Sign-post. 

The feeling in — — - 

favour of £5 hampers as presents in It is hard when an honest attempt to 
the place of the useless Christmas Card please only succeeds in calhng forth 
is steadily gaining ground among angry actions. The two little lads who, 

recipients. having overheard their papa remark that 

he must get his high hat ironed before 
The most clever of the many clever Christmas Day, in his absence ironed it 
safety money-boxes now on the market quite flat, are feeling very sore about it 

is a poor thing compared with the little to-day. 

girl who swallowed the threepenny-hit 

in the Christmas pudding last year. “ Father of Ten Lusty Boys now 1 


We do not know 
Iiow the eiToiieons 
idea has got abioad 
that Ave are willing 
to solve everyone’s 
difficulties, and to 
“Yonng Cook,” 
who writes to ask us 
what is the best 
method ol removing 
fing er - marks from 
blaiic-maiige, ivo can 
only suggest india- 
rubber. 

By the liy, the 
Cook wdio, on being 
surprised oil Christ- 
mas Eve having 
supper ill the kit- 
chen with a ])( dice- 
man, answered Jut 
mistress’s “ What ’s 
the meaning of 
tliis?” with “Oh, 
please ’m,l thought 
I lieaul burglais,” 
s lion Id have a 
future. 

Dumb Ava iters 
have long been In 
use. The latest iu- 
iiovatiou iwS, a]>])ar- 
cntly, to have cluuib 
diners. We recei ved 
an invitation from 
a Society lady the 
other day, to dine 
with her “absolutely 
quietly.” 


But this, perhaps, 
is not so oiTensive 
as a far more coiu- 
nioii form of invita- 
tion. Wo liave not 
infrequently 1) e e n 
asked to take dinner 
TO SEE A YOUNG LADY acquaintauces 

WAY, AND HAS CLIMBED . * ^ a frioiidly 

wuy.” Seeing that 

we make a point of never quarrelling 
at a dinner-party, the condition is un- 
necessary. 

A well-known cricketer Avas expecting 
an interesting family, event. Suddenly 
the Nurse rushed into his smoking- 
room. “ Well, Nurse? ’ ’ he said, “ what 
is it?” “Two fine byes,” announced 
I the Nurse. 
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B0LES FOB THE NEW Y EAR . ! 

Mns. Spcxder-Mooke’s. | ■ 

Jiulti — To abstain fi’om nmnnig up a ' nu 


big niilliner's bill. responses. 

E,aieiitwn . — Unless I have no ready EytieiJtion — 
money. tbe Curate — 

liule . — To abstain from tale-bearing, liigli sopranos. 

g(jssip and scandal. , 

Exception, — Un- 1 

les^^ discussing! — 

Mrs. Slacker—' ‘ “ > 

whose hair is as ' ' 5 ^' i ^ 


Tin: ELDEST Miss Palsox’s. 

Eulc —To abstain from out-singing 
\’ neighbours in the liviiiiis and 


Betty Blythe’s. 

0 abstain fiom 


allowing 


my neighbours in the liyiiiiis and Edwin to kiss me again, 
responses. " Exception. — Unless my fringe net 

Exception, — Unless in the vicinity of catches on his coat-button— when I’ve 
tbe Curate — ^who has a weakness for no choice. 

high sopranos. Rule. — To abstain from being engaged 

— to more than one 

at a time. 

^ EJxception. — Un- 

. T , ■ -< .^1 V ' ^ less the others 

t 0 * , . i insist. 

' - I' j ^ '' \ Rale. — To abstain 

* ' I from smoking in 

- r „ t 1 ■■ ■■ ■ ' hansoms. 

I Exception, — ,Un- 
si* I - ' ^ if ' kss Mannna is out 

of town. 






f|. I 

Iff fnrr frrr- * 

‘i^sT ■' 

' ^ " 
Sll.ii 


A*' Ur 


fM 


from ^giving ; . 

muscle in a crowd. ’ ^ || ^ fell ' 

I' Exception , — Un- ‘ ' ^ 1 'I 

sale. ■ /'\ ' 

Mrs. Henry 

Slackers’. 

jKit/e.— To abstain ™E CKRISTMAB SUPPLY. 

Mmhwu . “TmjiK Toa, Sib! That jdst comes to one dozen and 
tnan lour hours a nine bottles. Now, what oah I per m to fill up the Case Sir?” 

day on the sofa. Old Pea & traw . “ Sawdust 1 ” 






- : ■ . ' 'r_^ y| I’lIE TOUNGEST MiSH 

W' eating cliocs 

Les- 

. i '}: Exception, — Un- 

,V ^ ‘ behind 

’ drops them down 

' my neck. 

Rule.- ~I\) abstain 
from giggling out 

THE CHRIST110.S SUPPLY. Hester 

Plomemade. 

I Merchant . “Thahk you, Sir! That just comes to one dozen and Exception, - -Uii- 
O^N I POT IN TO nLL OP THE CASE, SlB? ” ^ ^lotlieS HTO 

too weird for wore Is. 

p„7„ m , . , frwfo.— Toabstaiu 

UuU. lo wear an unbecoming hat from losing my temper with Bertie and 
rough Lent. Jack. 

Eaioepiiow,— DUess at Sunday morning Exeepwn.—Unieaa they pull me back 

mces and nussiona^ meetings. by my pigtail— the cowards. 

Kuie , — 10 abstain from showing any 

terest in the opposite sex. Lrirus Suirsnnjna’s. 

i/sBcepJiow.— Unless at Easter decora- BuZe.— To abstain from ViVIfi'ng my 

p®', rr 1. • j. brother. 

tftiie.— io abstain from betraying EaMcptiom.— Unless he takes up too 

unaences. Excevtzon . — iJnlAss T nm mnnH 


ML\ry Perkins’s. 

Rule . — To abstain 
from reading 
Missis’s letters. 

EJxceptlon, — Un- 
less Cook tlimks it 
necessary. 

Rule . — To abstain 
I, r 0111 offering 

Master’s cigarettes 
to a friend. 

Exception, — Un- 
less I’ve run out 
of my own. 

Rale. — To abstain 
from breaking the 
china. 

lijxception,-- Un- 
less the cat ’s in 
the room. 






THE CHRIST110.S SUPPLY. 


day on the sofa. Old Pea&traw. “ Sav 

Exception. — Un- 

less after hearing one of dear Henry’s 
speeches. 

Rule. To abstain from having my 
boudoir refurnished more than twice a 


■n tt 1 1 -r-r — AO aosiain irom 

iirsccepiwn.--Unless dear Henry s posi- interest in the opposite sex. 
tion demands it. — 


—To refrain from mentioning tions. 

I AAV. Vk 1 1 -A. 


our titled connections in general conver 
aation. 


through Lent. 

Exception,— IJnLesB at Sunday morning 
services and missionary meetings. 

Rule , — ^To abstain from showing any 


Exception , — ^Unless at Easter decora- 


Rule . — ^To abstain from betraying 


tion. aav.£^ ^ ^ — unless ne u 

TT 1 nr o 1 connciences. Exception . — Unless I am much room in mv mail-cart 

M™. S,.«d„- 3 mtej,^to,ae 5 «»,atowho«lai B.*.-T“XLrWa; 


them is as trustworthy as myself. 


-To abstain from crying. 
Exception . — ^Unless when washed. 
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Provekbs of the MoN'm. 


•6co5^?}0 


OCTOBER— SCORPIO. 

There are no scorpions in England 
since the publication of God's Good Mail. 
But though the scorpion is no longer 
indigenous in the British Isles persons 
bom under that sign generally manifest 
some of the traits of that spirited reptile. 
October, in short, is the month of 
reprisals, and aU those bom in that 
month are retaliators. It is then that 
the most caustic things are said, the 
most pointed paragraphs written. It 
was in October that Mi*. Qibson Bowles 
called Mr. BaHoui*’s Cabinet the Hotel 
Oecil, and that IMi*. Winston Churchill 
described Sir H. H. Haworth as a 
mammoth Mandarin. Scorpions are stiU 
imported from the tropics every October 
to stimulate the jaded appetites of the 
plutocrats of Park Lane. Persons suffer- 
ing fi*om chronic lethargy cannot do 
better than try a brace swallowed whole 
with a pinch of cayenne pepper. Curried 
scorpion is much in vogue at the Oriental 
Club, and scorpions on toast have com- 
pletely ousted angels on horseback at the 
ordination lunches at Lambeth Palace. 

Memorabilu, 

Handel composed the famous March 
in Scorpio. October, 1748. 

Mr. Winston ChurchOl trod on the 
tail of Sir JT. Crichton-Browne’s Harris 
tweed coat. October, 1902. 

Mr. Tim Healy, M.P., born at Hetley. 
October, 1849. 

Mr. Beit called Scorpio Africanus by 
the Daily Neics. October, 1900. 


It is lietter to stand on a swelled head 
than to sit on a scorpion’s tail. 

The bark of the cockatoo is worse than 
the bite of the cockatrice. 

Hints in E^rERGENOiES. 

To Burglars. — If discovered in the 
pantry, say that you stepped in to get 
out of the way of a motor car. 

Wasp-stings. — The sting must be 
I extracted if the insect has left it in, 
otherwise it is useless to searcli for it. 
In the event of medical advice not being 
obtainable, it is as well to write to Lord 
Avebury without delay. 

Cold — ^when overcome by tlie effects 
of. In the case of extreme gelidity the 
application of a red-hot poker to the 
affected part often causes the patient to 
recover by leaps and bounds. 

NOVEMBER— SAGITTARIUS. 

Dandies are born in November, for 
what would Sagittarius be without his 
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Beaux ? Li November tbe infant George 
Alexander was first put into trousers, and 
Mr. Bobby Spencer first donned a high 
collar. Ml*. George Wyiidbam’s mous- 
taclie dates from a November not too 
long ago, and it was in November that 
Mr. Max Beerbolnn first bought a three- 
folfl iniiror and, like Cortes upon a peak 
in Darien, knew the joy of gazing upon 
the back of his distinguished head. It 
was also in November a few years ago 
that Mr. Tree appeared as the beau of 
Ulysses. 

It is a curious fact that more persons 
are born within sound of Bow Bells 
ill November than in any other month. 
They have generally a tendency to be 
bow-legged, their favourite reading is 
the Quiver, varied by Beaumont and 
Fletcher, and they cannot say Bo ! to a 
goose. AIL this is due to the malign 
influence of Sagittarius, who, as every- 
body knows, is the patron saint of ’Arrow 
School. 


It may be asked by earnest meteorolo- 
gists, Why should the month controlled 
by Sagittarius be so confoundedly foggy? 
The answer leaps to the pen. ‘‘ A. was 
an Archer and shot out a fog,” which, 
as Professor Kuno Meyer, in his fainous 
monograph on cunofomi inscriptions 
has conclusively established, is the true 
reading of the old line. When frog crept 
into the text we can only conjecture, 
probably with the advent of William the 
Conqueror. 

The greatest of all the Archers, not 
even excepting the Worldly William, is 
Cupid. Hence the amatory history of j 
the month. It was in November that i 
Henry the Eighth tottered for the sixth | 
time to the altar. It was in November . 
that Sir Francis Jeune and Brigham 
Young were bom. 


]\Ml0nU3ILIA OF THE MoNTH. 

Arrowroot puddings introduced into 
England. November, 1541. 

Motor Arquebuses first used in the 
’Arrow Road. November, 1904. 

M r Alfred Austin first rhymed 
“ quiver ” to “ river,” and “ Margate ” to 
“target.” November, 1855. 

Bulls’ Eyes invented by Mi*. William 
Archer. November, 1861. 


Proveubs of the Month. 

It is better to bury the hatchet than to 
draw the long bow. 

Shun Bow Street and you will escape 
the Broad Arrow. 


The Etiquetie of Mourning. 

A widower should not wear mourning 
on the occasion of his re-marriage unless 
he espouses his deceased wife’s sister. 


DECEMBER— CAPEICORNUS. 

It is due to the fact that the year 
closes beneath the influence of Capri- 
cornus that all classes become skittish at 
Clrristmas. Many responsible public 
men date their first deviations from 
decorum to the perturbing influence of 
Christmas capers. It was in the foiu*th 
week of December some sixty years ago 
that Dr. Clifford ate his first mince pie. 
At the same season Mr. Frederic Harrison 
determined some day to become a 
novelist, and to plunge into the verti- 


seen on Clmstmas Eve on the sammit of 
Cleopatra’s Needle. Under the inebri- 
ating influence of Yule Tide, Mr. Hah 
Caine on Decem]3er 25, 1888, sent Miss 
Corelli the present of a Manx kitten, 
with the inscription on the label, From 
her first Reader.” 

]MEiroE.iBiLiA OF imi Month. 

Captain Kidd began to subscribe to 
the Almanach de Gotha. December, 
1684. 

Death of the PiccadiUy Goat. Decem- 
ber, 1893. 



The CiUPERY-coRNUR, or Giddy Goat 


ginous revels of the Byzantine smart set. 
December was also too much for the 
ordinarily cool head of the Leader of the 
Opposition, In a moment of expansion 
he added the suffix Bannerman to his 
name, and has never been the same man 
since. It is only in December that 
Mr. Alfred Austin ever indulges in two 
helpings of turkey, and it was in that 
month in 1904 that Mr. Stead visited 
his first circus. 

In fact the history of December is the 
liistory of desipience. Mr. Watts-Dunton, 
for the rest of the year a prisoner at his 
desk, visits the W^andswortli Swinmiing 
Bath every Boxing-Day. Mr. James 
Bryce, always a fearless climber, may be 


Caper sauce invented by Mr, Benjamin 
Kidd. December, 1880. 

Mr. Chamberlain visits Capri • and 
grows a goatee. December, 1904. 

Proverbs of the Month. 

It would be awfid if Christmas came 
twice a year. 

Rich living and high-jinking. 

SojiiE Winter Drinks. 

A very pleasing cordial is that known 
as Liquid Sunburn. To a tablespoonful 
of boiling strawberry jam add a claret- 
glass ^of methylated spirits. Light the 
mixture with a fusee, and sip it through 
a penny whistle. 




Punch’s AlmanacR for 1905. 




1 . Am ill , con snlt my medical man . A’ei diet — “ N exves, 
my dear Sir. nerves ” vSentence — Go abi oad, i est, quiet, 
change, cheerful society, and in four or say five years or 
so you will probably be better ; above all don’t Avorry.” 
Appeal to Specialist. Verdict and sentence confirmed. 
So we have packed and gone to Sunny South — my wife 
Dorothea and I — Dorothea 
as nurse, bankei and courier 
in charge. 



2. Hoirified to find sentence suid- 
jplemented by order, Freeh egg to 
he taken raw at mtei'valeJ’^ 
in any form my pet aversion; find 
Doioihea has brought a dozen or 
two to begin with — and proffers 
sample in mid Channel. Decline 
wdth thanks. Forlorn hope that 
Customs at Calais will detain le- 
mainder. 





3 Arrived Paiis; also, I regret to say, eggs. 
Calm of stay disturbed by eaily adA^ent of post- 
man. Must sign for letter myself. Excellent, 
but at times embarrassing, regulation. 






4. Dreadmg further dis- 
turbance dress hurriedly, 
nrhen another knock at door 
— make dash for it, and upset 
my “little breakfast,” also 
the garqon. 




5. Leave Paiis by wagon-lit for Hykes. Dorothea as courier not peifect yet 
hence muddle about berths, and are separated. Rest and quiet en routes doubtful • 
but lots of cheerful society and change. Can’t have everything, and safe from raAv 


_ 6. Wretched night. Ar- 
rived Avignon G.30 a.m. Still 
fearful of egg, — so order 
Dorothea’s coffee, and hav(i 
mine on platform. 



! 4 (/ 

'^‘^9 [jil Li 


7. A^ive Hyeres. Rest and quiet at last, but judging by 
tis-^-vis at table d'hote, cheerful society not arrived — or 
gone on. 






8 ^ Hotel clientele know all about me in few hours. I 
leceive much gratuitous advice. Evidently no difficulty in 
getting well — only difficultA to select cure. 
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9. Had eiiougli of quiet. Try Nice. Capital 
Hotel, cheerful society, and as Proprietor lias it, 
“No sicks.” Induced by cheerful society to try 
Carnival ; dress up and jog about in correct fashion. 
Meet Dorothea, who objects. 



10. Objection upheld, Nice adjudged too exciting. Swallow ra,w egg m 
penance— no good. Dorothea asserts authority, so try Cannes. Find happy 
f-.' medium, also old yachting friend. Never tried yachting— do so. Yacht 
7 , seems a size or so too small. However, endeavour to be useful and fail ; 
also '’get wet and catch cold. 


11. Cash getting 
low, Dolly getting 
desperate — leave for 
Italy. Stay Monte 
Carlo en route— just 
pop into rooms, iisk 
5 francs, win and go 
on; can’t lose, win 
a lot, too exciting. 
Play again ; closing 
time saves situation. 
Nerves unstning, but 
purse full. 





































Ikil 1 




12. Fly over frontier. See plenty of Italian customs. 
Ditto Swiss and German, and little else for next few vreeks. 





;,‘S 





home. Wonder why .V fc; 

health much the ‘ E ^ 

Absurd ! fact rather , sorry to be back — 

only ashamed to say so. So is Dorothea. 

p.S^—Regret to find Dorothea has been systeTriat’’cally smuggling. She 
admits it, — with glow of honest pride ai nci j.av.ng ueen detected. 
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PROPOSED GRAND INDIAN CHRISTMAS 
PANTOMIME. 

By H. B. E&q., B.A., &c , Ac 

N my foimer ca- 


1 cause audience to split their sides with. Gandha (capital parts ^for Hon^hles 


uncontroUahle cachinnations ! 


\Kenry Randle and Danvers^ are dis- 


Kext comes the Sceneiy of “An Open cussing Marriage of Princess. 


I Space in a Grove of Ganibu-Trees.” 


comical duet, ''Three are jolly 


Th.e Hem, Shang-yasha, comeB in m\d\fine company I and perform some 


pacity of British i has a fine soMoqny, He says Ms name rather droUisli antics. Then the Great 

TT i T\ r_ 1 • ' n 1 -r\ f»nn .*1 


Resident in Me- ' signifies Renowned Possessor of Trea- 


tropolitan 


areas , sure 


I of course he- cunious as a churched mouse ! His Suitor ! Show him in, and send for 
quently attended deceased Father had promised him that. Princess!” This is done. Shang appears, 
various ^ London if he sliould only inter his bones in this arrayed in shockingly seedy garbages. 
Pantomime - per- spot (formerly the site of Rich Ancestor’s Trio by King, Queen, and Princess, 
formances. And family residence), he will infallibly “ Yer ^at don't fit yer very icell, And 


-instead of which he is as impe- 


Princely Tiumpet is heard blowing out- 
side! “This must be some Princety 
Suitor! Show him in, and send for 


Pantomime - per- spot (formerly the site of Rich Ancestor’s Trio by King, Queen, and Princess, 
formances. And family residence), he will infallibly "Yer 'at don't fit yer very icell, And 
fo myself it was a become mighty as a King’s Son. Bones ?/er trousers, ain't they baggy I " 

" wonderment that have been cemetered as per instructions Shang demands hand of Princess, who 

srich enter ^but unfortunate Son is still tormented exhibits superciliousness at his clieek. 

tainnmnts should repeat ad nauseam a by the Pinch of Poverty. He longs for Song by Shang, " What is the use of 
lew obsolete niirseiy fictions that must death, and sings, "Give one a ticket to loving a girl, if the girl won't love you?" 
burely be stale as the hills to every Heaven, For that's where Dad's gone, Queen Gandha pleads that he may be 
( ultiY ated English Plaviroer! ' they say I" 


cultivated English Playgoer! “Why 

I could not help ejaculating, “ do Impromptu there enters a Magnificent replies, “ Pooh ! he is merely a Beggar.” 
London Managers p^seY^ere in Sisyphean Procession of Elephants, Camels, Ac. Then Princess Givihd says she is only 
stiuggles to uTing fresh changes out of {these can either be genuhie oo' bniiation to wed a Prince so rich that he can 
such trite and effete legends as Whitting- articles), conducting Princess GiriM, afford priceless underclothing. At this 
ton and Ins Booted Foiss, Jack the Beaoi- the beauteous and only hrat of Vasu, Shang sings, "Well, what's the, what's 
*Jalkeo% Goody Glass-shoes aoid the B the King of Magatiha, home from a the, tidiat's the, what's the, ivJuit's the 
wiUi the Blue heard, et hoc geoiiLsomne 9 '' jonmey in a gorgeously-gilded palan- matter with " and pulls out of his 


decapitated for such presuiuption. King 


Are they then ignorant that 
there are innumerable stories •’ "" 

infinitely fresher and more 
suitable for Pantomimical pur- ^ 

]joses in certain notorious . 
Indian literarj’ hors d'mm*es 9 ' 

Why not dig for such pearls ^ 
in the inexhaustible mines of 
our Mahd Bhdvata, Bhogapi^a- 
bandha, or even oui' Ganame- j©® 

gaja Edgansdvali f 

On this I suddenly recol- o' 
lected a veiy fine saga which, 
wKen that I was a tiny little ^ 

boy, was frequently recited w 

to me by some aunt or other, ‘ 
and YvMch might be plotted 
out into a rather splendid 
Pantomime. Being aware of 
the proclmties of British Pubhc for 
thoroughly up-to-date treatment, I took 



X' 








“ Yer ’at don’t fit yer very well, 

And yer tronseis, ain’t they baggy ! ” 


tt/iMs?” and pulls out of his 
trousers ah the stuffs 
he lias stolen from Garuda 
Bird. King is about to relent 
— but Queen (who is inimical 
to Shang) says, “ Not so. First 
he is to achieve some mighty 
deed or other ! ” S., although 
constitutionally by no uicaiis 
a Y^alorous, consents to pei- 
form any moderate lieroism. 
It appears a Prince of Unbe- 
lieYm’s is making war on King. 
Shang is to have an Army, a 
fine YYmhorse, and bow and 
aiTOYvs. If he drives off Un- 
believers, he is to be treated 
as one of the Royal Family. 

So Shang-gasha, in severe 
slate of funkiiiess, gets up on 


Ik! E ngland to tender passion. Procrasion goes out : 


07 1 • eLiiLfcj uj iuiiKiiiess, gets up on 

quin. Niang bo-peeping from behind top of horse, and rides off with Arinv 
a garnbu-ti-uni, instantly falls a victim to fight Unbelievers, 
to tender passion. Pr^ession goes out : Song by Queen GamVta, after his 


T^q^est haSd of Prineei. SonJ®“S ^ dance. ... 


I haY e noYv the honour to submit the request 
result, which I shah entitle is my or 

SHANG-GASBA; 

Oa, The Lucky Hero who became Kikg’s whicli^r 
Sox-ik-L.\.w. » 


is my only ghi, ony only giol! " 
Change of Sceneries to “A Hill 


^ S." the wr ^8? oi" 

Celestial and stuffs in honour of Sinc!S.*^^Hem! 



^e^T^winliavf a “f perhaps, might be a Cake^waU^gCom- 

<3 ^ u h ^rnposing petition by some Ddkinis (or gliouUsb. 

of "nSf feiS “ni' afd beginning-und there 

\\ bile they pirouette and hover on aeriai PrinceS’s*^ return Wli^^tlil^ much finer episodes to follow !— but, 

enters, fie is so SentS 



Tliis is only the beginning— and there 


‘Ah the little ducks 




^ ■ f K 1 1 P^s the silks, &c i 

n befouled by a lengthy argument conceals same in interior recesses of 
Tf/iJe^ a Umi (or Sky-Ueity) and a ragged trouserings — ^Ne^t is “A Gar 
5 aftscha«a(OT-eOTZ daemon) as to whether Apartment in King Vasu’s Palace 
S/ian^as 5 a is to expenenee best of luck City of VidanMiananura.” 
or e peck of tioublcs. This is to Kina Va^u AiTrl In.Q T"to++iii* /Y/i. 


to conclude my Pantomime in a subse- 


Sch leX off'Telilif M 

wmen ne pulls off the silks, Ac., and Imng, or Beerbhoom Tree deciVle fmm 

si ^ •'x™ “spi". to ppod,™ ,™iu, 

I over from Calcutta 

in (oi rather Korea!) to impersonate the 


ting Va.u anffi'^iter haff (laee J VatSfws 
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’INTS ON ’UNTING. BY ’ARRY. 


























A Dance Round the World on a Motor. 






January 4 , 1905 .] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


Hi 


^!i:Si!isliii»iiiis 


siiii; 




lii(! 


■“Jii 


pilii 


'll 




'^ 1 1 :? 




if 


: IS!!' 


l!'j 


ii!!!!' 




ft'!!!? 






,, 1 'h !' ifi'-;-;;;: 


ir;:!:;;!: 


iiliiliili te,;:''' 

•; IK. i.h'i 


IM.ill'' 


.'';:iiil 


pii' I'iiiiiii'Mi''' ® 

S ' ' I '< ' I ^ ' I ' .' * ! I M « * ‘ ^ ^ ' M 0 M ' ' i f'- ' iM ^ I i ' ' ^ M ‘ 


dill'll 




Vv’i*'*'**^ 'I ^VIW { { • r' < 

lii'i' i 


^1; 


!' 0 , 




:A 

m 




iS 




■'I' ! 


A 


fUl 


'.'M'i 








\ \ 


•V///., 


^'Illh '-yw' 




VOlW 


1 1 >.. 


'■y 






sy: 


Alien Cheap Labour. 

i TJ nderhiddhyj our Native Clcnjij. 

We learn Iroiu tlie San lUe disq[uipt- 
ing news tluit the Macedoman gipsies 
recently put in an appeai-ance at West 
Ham, “taking up a spot near the parish 
chxurch, ■wliicli had been hired in the 
morning by a foreigner spcaWng some 
English at Gd. a week ” 


Taking it Sitting Down. 

Tins following notice appears at various 
stations on the District Bailway : 

CEYSTAL PALACE. 

THE ASPHALTB RINK . 
SESSIONS DAILY. 

Corrective after a Quick Lunch. — 
Take Sloe Gin. 


Greek at the Universities. 

The division of opinion on this ques- 
tion has abeady had a far-reaching and 
disastrous effect. At Athens, the Govern- 
ment has resigned. 

The Origin of Eural Decadence. — 
Through communications corrupt good 
manners. 
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IN PRAISE OF FOG. 

MysTEPJOUS instrument of ui‘ban woe, 

0 Fog, 

Weigliing on palsied Loudon like a log, 

Tliere must be sometliing good in you, I know, 

Or why does everyone abuse you so ? 

You veil the cheeks of beauty, that is true. 

But then 

You also veil some very ugly men, 

And these are legion, whie the fair are few, 

And therefore I am much obhged to you. 

Wrapt in your cloak of comfortable dark 
Ninefold, 

The Albert Effigy, all spruce with gold, 

And poor Achilles, shivering in the Park, 

Even at ten a.m. escape remark. 

’Tis yours to pluck the mighty from his seat. 

Yon god, 

Whose car is wont to treat me Hke a clod. 

Alights on earth to trace his bus’s beat. 

Not knowing Charing Cross from Regent Street. 

Over the motor-fiend you cast your grim 
Grey spell. 

Claiming your equal right of raising heU, 

Till on his own account there dawns on him 
A sense of sanctity in life and limb. 

Your trend is democratic. I have seen 
A lord, 

Driven (by you) to courses he abhorred, 

Stand on the Underground, first class, between 
Two seated segments of the Great Unclean. 

Your vogue revives our Strephons’ drooping lyres ; 
The skies 

Ring loud to Rider Haggard’s happy cries ; 

You come to town, and lo ! the race retires 
“ Back to the land” that reared its rustic sires. 

At Christmas-tide I could not wish you hence, 

Not I, 

Who gave, in lieu of gifts I hiiled to buy, 
Thislfair excuse, “ The Fog was too, too dense ! ” 
Tha^ you for that. It saved me much expense. 

And, eating more than I could well digest, 

1 pled 

Good cause for spending Boxing Day in bed, 
Saying, “ My constitution needs a rest ; 

That fetid Fog has choked me in the chest 1 ” 

ErgOy I cannot let my feelings chime, 

0 F9g, 

With theirs who paint you black as Golliwog ; 
But I shall be most pleased at any time 
(When matter Mis) to mention you in rhyme. 

0. S. 


‘^Two Japanese men-of-war, apparently converted cruisers, 
are cruising off Singapore.” — Lloyd's. We are asked to state 
that these “converted cimisers/’ have nothing to do with 
Mr. Hall Caine’s Prodigal Son. " 


QUEEN SYLVIA. 

Chap™ VH. 

How Sylvia made a Diihe. 

It is almost uunecessaiy’’ that I should tell you the real 
name and rank of the able-bodied mariner who so un- 
ceremoniously forced himself into Sylvia’s Christmas party. 
You know, of course, that it was Hildebrand, Sylvia’s father. 
Why he could not reveal himself I have already told you. 
Dui*ing the weeks that had elapsed since she was proclaimed 
Queen he had been brooding in retirement over his unfor- 
tunate position, and, without having any definite plan, he 
had made up his mind that he must see her again by hook 
or by crook. The Christmas party offered him a splendid 
opportunity, and he had seized it with the lucky result 
described in the last chapter. The Queen, moreover, without 
knowing why, had been strangely attracted to him. Before 
the party finally broke up she had asked him to call again 
on the following day, and to bring with him any testimonials 
to good character that he might possess. He had only 
two, one from the captain of a ship in which he had formerly 
sailed, the other from the hereditary Grand Butler to tlie 
King of the Windwabd Islands, in whose service a year of his 
adventurous life had been passed. These were, however, on 
inspection, judged to be sufficient to recommend him for the 
position of Naval Blue-Stick-in-Waiting, which happened at 
that moment to be vacant. To this he had promptly been 
appointed, and, as his office brought him into daily contact 
with her Majesty, it may be supposed that he became a fairly 
happy man. One thing alone troubled him : he foresaw that 
sooner or later he would have to meet his wife (who was, as I 
need hardly add, Sylvia’s mother), and, though for many 
obvious reasons such a meeting could not fail to give him 
pleasure- indeed, he ardently desired it — ^yet on the other 
hand^ it v^as evident that if she recognised him, as she was 
practically certain to do, he would have to confess Ills 
identity, and thus open the floodgates of a constitutional 
crisis the results of which he shuddered to contemplate. At 
present the Queen’s mother was laid up with a severe 
bronchial attack, but she might recover any day, and then, 
as he said to himself, farewell to peace and happiness for 
Hildebrand, the rightful but most unwilling King of 
Hinterland. Meanwhile we will leave him enjoying the 
emoluments of his office and the society of his daughter, but 
haunted by the terrible possibilities that might at any 
moment overwhelm him and the kingdom. 

Scarcely had the Christmas and New Year festivities been 
brought to a conclusion ‘when a most severe Ministerial crisis 
broke^ out in Hinterland. The party at this time in pow( 3 r 
had, if we may trust the authorised historians, exhausted 
their mandate. Their supporters declared them to have 
conferred absolutely unparalleled benefits on the people; 
their opponents mth equal assurance denounced them as a 
set of rogues and impostors who had dragged the honour of 
the country in the dirt and had reduced’ its foimer prosperity 
to the verge of bankruptcy. Be that as it may, they Lad 
been defeated on a vote of confidence, and the Prime 
Minister, having with his colleagues resigned office, was 
compeUed to advise the Queen to send for the leader of the 
Opposition, and to entrust to him the formation of a new 
Miiiistr}L 

‘‘ Your Majesty wiU beHeve me,” he said at the interview 
which had been granted to him for this purpose, “when I 
say that I shall always consider it my proudest privilege to 
j Jmve held office when your Majesty graciously came to the 
I throne.” 

“Oh,” said Sylvia, “I couldn’t help coming to it, could 
I? At any rate you were very kind about it, and I shall 
never forget it. I’ve wanted to know for some time what it 










THINGS WE CAN HARDLY HOPE TO SEE IN THE NEW YEAR. 

Me. Chamberlain presenting the Freedom of Birmingham to Sib Henet Campbeu-Bannebman on behalf of an admiring popdlation. ^ 

r“ And mav I Sir in presentinir to you this handsome casket on hehalf of m people, venture to reiterate the hope that, inspM hy this 
toki in approximating more nearly to the Birmingham standard of gentlemanly behaviour-one which is as 

exacting as it is peculiar.”— Saimofc from Im’grolalle Be'portll 


felt like to make somebody a Duke, and^ I’m going to do it 
now. One, two, three— are you ready? ” 

“ Your Majesty is too good,” murmured the statesman in 
some natural confusion. „ ^ n 

“ Not a bit of it,” said the Queen. I hke domg it awfuUy. 
Bang ! Now you ’re a Duke,” and she laughed very hearMy. 

“ Your Majesty will no doubt give directions to the officials 
to out the patent,” said the ex-Minister, who was not 

sure that this playfully confeiued Dukedom might not, after 
all, escape him through some informality. , , , , ^ 

“It shall be done,” said the Queen. “And what have I 

got to do now?” , , . , 

The new Duke informed her mat in accordance with 
constitutional usage slie would do well to send for tie leader | 
of the Opposition. 

“ But,” said Silvia, “ I don’t like him. . ^ ^ ^ 

“I own,” said the Duke with a smile, ‘ that I 
myself passionately attached to him ; hut imy I ask, with aU 
deference, what are the reasons of your Majesty s dislike i 
“I’ll tell you,” said Sylvia. “He has bandy legs and a 
very large wart right in the middle of his nose. His legs I 
could forgive, hut the wart simply drives me mad. I dways 
think,” she added, settling herself comfortably m her throne, 
“that a man with a wart on his nose might do anything. 
How do you know he doesn’t flog his dog or his wife, or puU 
wings off flies? That would never do in a Prime Mimster, 

^^“The^ooks of the Constitution,” replied the Duke, not 
without embarrassment, “ are silent on the subject of "warts. 
It is true that the leader of the Opposition is afflicted with a 


large one, but, bitterly as I am opposed to his political princi- 
ples, I am forced to own that in his private hfe he behaves 
not otherwise than becomes a gentleman. I fear. Madam, I 
cannot give you any advice except to send for him and direct 
him to form a Ministry.” 

“ Oh dear, oh dear,” sighed the Queen, “ is there no way 

out of it?” _ . .1 

“None, your Majesty,” said the Duke impressively. 

“ Oh, very well then,” said the Queen, “ if I must I must. 
But it ’s no good thinking I shah get any pleasure from it, 

because I shan’t.” . . , „ . , , i i 

“ Your Majesty is much to be pitied, said the Duke, as he 

bowed himself to the door, 

“Now I wonder if he meant to be sarcastic, thought 
Sylvia when she was left alone. “If he did it wasn t nice of 
bb-n directly after he got made a Duke.” 

However, she resigned herseK to the wart, and shortly 
afterwards sent for the gentleman who OTOed it. 


A Ducal Atavism. | 

In Part HI. of Mr. Percy Macquoid’s Eistory of English 
Ftimiture is an illustration of an old “ Day Bed, Property o£ 
the Duke of Devonshire.” This discovery goes far to explain 
a certain phase of the present Duke s character j he is un- 
doubtedly a victim of the awful forces of heredity. 


Recent Game in Northumbeklani).— Unhmited hup. 
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i LIFE’S LITTLE DIFFICULTIES. 

i vm.— T he Wedding Present. 

I. 

From the Fer, Wilso7i Large to several 

of Ills yjarhhionerSj including Lady 

Fern, Mrs, Harrison Foot, Miss 

Callou\ Mrs. Follard, Sir Anthony 

huv, Mr. Horace Sparrow and Mi'. 

Jack Pyhe-Luntin. 

Devr , — As you no doubt are 

aware, our friend and neigbbour. Lord 
Clumrer, after a period of lonely widower- 
hood IS a])Out to enter a‘;aiii into the bonds 
of wedlock witli Miss Birdie B.VNGLE,and 
it has been thought that, in addition to 
any little gift which we may individually 
be sending to him, some general token of 
our esteem and our desire as a com- 
munity for his happiness would be timely 
and welcome. I write to you, as to several 
others of the leading residents in the 
neighbourhood, to ask for your co- 
operation in this little scheme, and for 
your views as to the shape which the 
testimonial should take. My ovm idea 
is a timepiece, with a suitable inscrip- 
tion on a silver plate beneath the dial. 
Believe me, Yours cordially, 

Wilson Large. 

ir. 

Mr. Jack Pyhe-Luntin to the Rev. 

Wilson Large. 

Dear Large,— If by timepiece you 
mean clock, I’m on. Of course old 
Glum has clocks to burn, but wedding 
presents don’t count. It ’s the thought 
behind them. Put me down for a 
sovereign, and if I can help you by 
buying the clock when I go to town next, 
I wiU do so gladly. But you must give 
me all instructions very clearly. 

Y'ours, J. Pyke-Lurttin. 

III. 

Miss Calloic to the Rev. Wilso7i Large. 

Dear Mr. Large, — Your news has 
made me a new woman. I have been 
so ill with rheumatism and general 
depression for so long, but the thought 
that dear Lord Clumber is again to be 
made happy has brightened every 
minute since your letter came. I hke 
the idea of the clock — how very clever 
of you! Such unsuitable presents are 
often given on these, to me, sacred occa- 
sions, such even as spirit flasks and 
other unpleasantly material tilings. But 
of course you, with your views on tem- 
perance, would not have permitted any- 
thing like that, I enclose a cheque for 
two guineas. 

Yours sincerely and gratefully, 
Ellen Callow. 

IV. 

Lady Fern to the Rev. Wilson Large. 

Dear Mr. Large, — am both pained 
and shocked by ( the [interest you are 


taking in this unfortunate marriage. 
When English noblemen marrj^ dancing- 
girls it is the duty of the clergy to weep 
rather than organise weddiug presents. 
Your scheme will receive no countenance 
from me, I remember poor Lady Clumber 
far too vividly. Any present that I 
may feel disposed to make wUl take an 
admonitory form, or I may possibly send 
a copy of Lord A\iebury’s Pleasures of 
Life. Yours sincerely, 

Angela Pern. 

v. 

The Rev. Wilson Large to Lady Feni. 

DiIy mxR Lady Pern,— -I was greatly 
distressed to find that youi* attitude to 
Lord ClujHBEe’s engagement is so hostile. 

I fear, in your perhaps natural dishke 
to see a stranger in the late Lady 
Clumber’s place, you have been betrayed 
into a slight error. You say a “dancing- 
girl,” hut I understand that Miss Bangle 
spoke quite a number of words in the 
last play at (I think) the Gaiety Theatre, 
and was very warmly praised for her 
imaginative treatment of the part by 
some of the leading critics. In any case 
I doubt if we ought to condemn dancing 
qua dancing. We have all danced a 
little in our time— 1 used, I remember, 
to be singularly happy in Sir Roger— 
and Miss Bangle may be a very worthy 
person in spite of her calling. It is 
enough for me that Lord Clumber has 
chosen her. 

I am, dear Lady Pern, 

Yours cordially, 

Wilson Large. 

VI. 

Sir Anthony Dix to the Rev. Wilson 
Large. 

Dear Large, — ^It ’s a very good notion, 
but a clock is too dull. Birdie won’t 
care for a clock at all ; not unless she ’s 
very different from what she used to be. 
A motor coat would be much more in 
her hne, or a tasty fan. I saw some 
beauties the other day in Bond Street. 
It’s rather a joke for her to catch 
Cluaiber ; and a good deal of a change 
for him after the late Lady C. I enclose 
a cheque for two pounds any way. 

Yours truly, Anthony Dix. 

VII. 

Mrs. Harrison Root to the Rev. Wilson 
Large. 

Dear Mr. Large, — ^I cannot find that 
anyone staying in this Pension knows 
Miss Bangle’s name, although there are 
several ladies who seem to he ardent 
playgoers. But perhaps she has only 
just appeared in London. Mr. Benson, 
whom I know slightly, is always pro- 
ducing wonderful new Shakspearian 
actresses, and I imagine Miss Bangle to be 
one of these. But what an odd name ! 
Yours sincerely, Grace Harrison Root. 


VIII. 

Mr*. Horace Spar7*ow to the Rev. Wilson 
Large. 

Dear Large, — ^I think your idea a good 
one, and I shall be glad to join. But is 
not a clock a rather unimaginative 
present? It always seems to me that 
insufficient thought is given to such 
matters. I have put down a few articles 
which my wife and I consider more 
suitable and original. Beheve me, 

Yours sincerely, 

Horace Sparrow. 

Reading Lamp. 

Revolving Book-case. 

Complete set of Ruskin. 

After-dinner Coffee Set. 

P.S. — ^Mrs. Sparrow and myself have 
derived more comfort from a breakfast 
heater than any other of our very 
numerous wedding presents. — H. S. 

IX. 

Miss Effie Polla^^d to the Rev. Wilson 
Large. 

Dear Mr. Large, — We think it such a 
charming idea of yours, and shall be 
delighted to assist. My mother is in 
favour of a butter-dish, but the clock 
seems to me an admirable thought. 
Wh-^t could be prettier than a reminder 
such as this that another hour of happi- 
ness has passed, and that so many friends 
have good wishes for the new life 1 As I 
tell mother, she can give the butter-dish 
independently, if you think that our one 
visit to Clumber Towers, on the occasion 
of the Missionary Helpers’ Union annual 
f^.te, a sufficient ground. Meanwhile I 
enclose a postal order for a pound, and 
remain yours sincerely, Effie Pollard. 

X. 

The Rev. Wilson Large to Mrs. Hannson 
Root. 

Dear Mrs. Root,— I am happy to be 
able to tell you that everything is in 
train for the wedding present for Lord 
Clumber. Mr. Pyke-Lunfin has very 
kindly arranged to buy the dock in 
London, in a shop m Bond Street where 
I saw them, and to arrange for a suit- 
able inscription. The Tatler which you 
send me is very interesting. Miss 
Bangle has certainly a very charming 
face, but it seems to me to border too 
much on familiarity to call her plain 
“ Birdie ” underneath. Lord Clumber 
can hardly like that. StiU, it is not for 
me to sit in j udgmont. Believe me, dear 
Mrs. Root, Yours cordially, 

Wilson Large. 

xr. 

Mr. J ack Pyke-Luniin to the 
Rev. Wilson Large. 

Dear Large, — I am sorry to say that 
the fog yesterday was too much for me 
altogether, and made it impossible to 
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Old Farmer Worsell (who is experimenting with unemployed 
WITH THAT ’EEE MILK?” 

Yomg Feller. “I gaunt ’elp it, Guv’nob. 1 bin watohin* 


from London). ‘*Now then, young fellee, ’ow long 
’er ’arf an hour, and she ain’t laid any yit ! ” 


are you goin’ to be 


get to Boad Street. But I managed to 
struggle as fax as lie Stores, and I 
think you will be delighted with what 
I managed to secure— a real bargain. 
They had no clocks worth anything, and 
so I hopped on to this a first"class 
Tantalus. It is being engraved to-day, 
and should reach you to-morrow. 1 
know old Clum will appreciate that, and 
he’s got clocks enough already to tick 
his head off. Yours sincerely, 

J. PraE-LOTTDr. 


THE PINCH OF GENTTLITY. 

[Dedicated to Mrs. Peaqa, who has written a 
ho^ showing how to keep an elegant house on 
£200 a year.] 

Okce upon a time my M^el 
Cooked me plain and homely fare ; 
Simple beef adorned my table, 

Simple cabbage too was there ; 

Here was salt and here was mustard, 
Here a glass or two of custard 


Round the roasted apples clustered— 
Otherwise the board was bare. 

But the ancient order ended 
When by melancholy chance 
On a little tome descended 
Mistress Mabel’s eager glance. 
Straightway dawned another aeon : 
Mabel vowed that she would see an 
End of ever^hing plebeian — 

Now we aim at elegance. 

Knives and forks and glasses glitter 
Round a centre of sateen, 

And, instead of vulgar bitter, 

Claret (name unknown) is seen. 
Lizzie then, the porter’s daughter, 
Brings the Mabel ’s taught her 

So to call the cabbage-water 
Ladled from the soup-tureen. 

After this, in silver dishes, 

Enter bits of skin and bone, 

Mixed with heads and tails of fishes 
With a flavour aR their own. 


Patent jellies, round and hohow, 
Eihed with custard powder, follow 
Jellies which are hard to swallow, 
Though they lend the feast a tone. 

Pinger-bowls then Lizzie places 
On their doylies fringed with dirt, 
Manufactured out of laces 

Which were once an evening skirt. 
Coffee essence— so the label 
Calls the mixture — decks the table ; 
Thus does providential Mabel 
Strive to give us our dessert. 

When the pinch of hunger wakes me 
Just as I begin to snore, 

When a longing overtakes me 
For the vulgar meals of yore ; 
When I he there, faint and dizzy, 
Still 1 hear the luckless Lizzy 
Toihng in the kitchen, busy 
Washing up for evermore. 
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“EXPRESSLY FOR CHILDREN.” 

1 ‘U/tjK here!’' cried the Genius of Modern Pantomime, 

' bursting excitedly into Mr. Punch's private sanctum, and 
' looking, if possible, bigger and longer and more glittering 
and gorgeous than ever, you ’re supposed to be an authority 
about children, aren’t you? ” 

‘‘Am I?” said Mr. Punch. ‘‘I’m fond of them, if that’s 
anything to do with it. Why do you ask? ” 

‘‘ Because I want your opinion,” said the Genius. “ A most 
unfounded anti tmfair attack has been made upon Me 1 ^ What 
do you think the critic of a certain London morning journal 
has been writing about the latest production at Drurj- 
Lane ? Calls it ‘ imsiiitable for children ’ and ‘ vulgar,’ Sir ! 
Vulgar ! — witli the amount of money that ’s been lavished on 
it!” 

“After all,” said Mr. Punch, taking refuge in platitude, 

“ \nilgarity is very much a matter of taste, isn’t it ? ”^ 

“ He’s quite alone in his opinions, Sir,” said the Genius.^ “All 
the other papers have been unanimous in a chorus of praises.” 

“They invariably are,” said M7\ Punch. “You see. 
Pantomime has become one of those fine old British institu- 
tions which it is considered almost impious to criticise.” 

“Almost? It’s quite impious, Sir! Why, The White Cat 
has been written expressly for children, is in every partic^r 
fit for them, and there ’s nothing whatever in it — especially 
now that all the passages objected to have been cut out — to 
injure them, mentally or morally 1 ” 

“That,” said Mr. Punch, “in a piece written expressly for 
children, may surely be taken for granted.” . 

“ Perhaps you Ve seen it for yourself ? ” the Genius inquired. 
“You liave? Then I’ll just ask you this question — ^is it fit 
for cliildren, or is it not ? ” 

‘‘In my opinion,” was the judicial answer, “it is every 
bit as suitable for them as any of its predecessors for some 
years past, if that ’s any comfort to you.” 

“I knew you would be on my side!” said the Genius. 
“And I suppose you had some children with you? . . . 

I thought as much. Well, did any of them see anything at ! 
all objectionable in it ? ” 

“ I ’ve never yet met the child who did see anything objec- 
tionable in a Pantomime,” said Mr. Pujieh, “and I’m not at 
all sure that I want to. Still, — I gather that you wish me to 
be quite candid? ” 

“ Of course, of course ! ” said the Genius. 

“ Well,” Mr. Punch continued, “ it’s a mere detail, I know, 
but I don’t altogether see why —in a piece written expressly for 
children, you know — it should be essential to represent the 
Good Fairy as not only elderly, but partially bald.” 

“Partial baldness in female characters is always considered 
a highly humorous make-up, in the Halls,” said the Genius. 
“ And, as the part of a Fem^e Fairy is naturally allotted to a 
leading music-haU comedian ” 

“ That accounts for it, of course,” said Mr. Punch. “ But 
why I’eduee the Fairy to earn her living as a Barmaid, or a 
lodging-house keeper? Kot a particularly brilliant flight 
of fancy, is it ? ” 

“You must give a Pro a chance to work in his usual 
wheezes somehow,” said the Genius, “ or how are you going 
to get in any humour ? ” 

“I see,” said Mr. Punch. “And your theory is that the 
sort of humour that most appeals to the average child mind 
consists in allusions to fish-stalls, having the brokers in, 
tripe puddings, and quarterns of gin ? ” 

“There’s no real harm in it, anyhow,” said the Genius; 
“ and whether the , kiddies understand it or not they laugh 
just the same as the grown-ups do. We’ve always had that 
sort of jokes in Pantomimes, and no one’s ever called them 
unsuitable for children before. Why begin making a fuss 
at this time o’ day ? ” 


“It may be a little late now, certainly,” agreed Mr. Punch. 
“Still, you know, songs and jokes which are inoffensive 
enough in a music-haU mayn’t alwa 3 "s be just the thing 
for the nursery, eh? But, to come to another subject, 
you’ve brought in a good' many characters that aren’t in 
the original story, haven’t you? The Missing Link, for 
example ? ” 

“Of course,” said the Genius, “you’ve got to do that in 
every Pantomime. And the character of Simeon is not only 
comic but instructive —there you have him, gradually evolving, 
according to the Darwinian theory, from an ape right up to a 
man of the world. Didn’t it strike yon as a screamingly 
funny scene where he ’d got to the stage of an idiot just able 
to stutter out his passion for his elderly landlady, the 
ex-Fairy ? ” 

“I can’t say that it did,” replied Mr. Punch; “ but of coui'se, 
so long as it amuses the children ” 

“Well, there’s Cupid — ^he’s brought in too. You can’t 
deny that he ’s a pretty character ! ” 

“ It is very prettily played, at all events. But perhaps — 
in a piece expressly written for children — it was not absolutely 
necessary to give Cupid such cynical lines about the durability 
of love after marriage.” 

“ Oh, if you’re going to be so particular as all that 1 ” said 
the Genius huffily. “But go on. Anything else that struck 
you as amiss ? I shall be really obliged if you ’H mention it.” 

“ Well, as to the Princess Aurora, now,” began Mr. Punch, 
“ the White Cat of the story ” 

“ Come, you can’t have any fault to find with her, I should 
hope 1 ” said the Genius. 

“Not with the lady who played the part, certainly,” said 
Mr. Punch. “ She did the little she had to do most charm- 
ingly. But why isn’t she turned into a White Cat in the 
Pantomime ? ” 

“She is, Sir,” said the Genius; “you can’t have been 
attending ! ” 

“I beg your pardon,” said Mr. Punch, “ she merely wears 
a sort of toque in the shape of a White Gat^s head — ^most 
becoming, I admit — but it entirely destroys the point of the 
story.” 

“What does that matter — in a Pantomime?” said the 
Genius. “You can't ask a principal lady to go through a 
whole scene with her face hidden under a great mask, just 
for the sake of sticking to the story, can you now ? ” 

“I should have thought you might — in a piece written 
expressly for children,” said Mr. Punch, “ because, you see, 
the great scene in the original story is where the Prince 
has to cut off the White Cat's head before she can become 
a Princess again. But, of course, aU that had to be left 
out.” 

“You must leave out a good deal of the story,” said the 
Genius, “or how would you find time for all the magnificent 
spectacles and processions and ballets? Why, the piece 
plays well over four hours as it is ! ” 

“Perhaps the children mightn’t mind a little less magni- 
ficence if they were given a little more of the story,” 
suggested Mr. Punch. 

''They mightn’t,” said the Genius, “but the grown-ups 
would 1 ” 

And that, as Mr. Punch recognised at once, would! have 
been quite fatal to the fortunes of any piece written expressly 
for the children. A. 


More Commercial Candour. 

From a trade prospectus : — 

“ 1 beiug a Practical Cutler, invites Customers to liave the 

benefit of his experience, and they will find that the prices charged will 
bear favourable comparison with those usually charged for l^rthless 
Rubbish.” 
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OF AlOLET, PLAYING. 

Dainfy and light the touch of Violet 

On the familiar keys, 

The keys, responsive to her every 
mood, 

Elated, when she feels that life is 
good. 

And yet depressed — for notice, if yon 
please, 

Until depressed, no mnsic shall you get. 

So light, so light the touch, her fingers 
thriU 

The deep, still pool of sound, 

As ’twere the fleeting breath of 
summer breeze ; 

Yet firm as some prehensile chim- 
panzee’s 

Grasp of the branch on which his tail 
is wound. 

And pliant, too, like Mr. B-lf-r’s will. 

Often by crescendential chords she 
chmbs. 

Or mates the spinet sing 
Of bygone youth, dead hopes, and 
last year’s rose ; 

Tears dim the spectacles upon my 
nose, 

For, when she plays, A Little Bit of 
String” 

Sounds sweetly solemn as cathedral 
chimes. 

Methinks, if he were sitting by my side — 

The elephant, who gave 
These tusks that sing and laugh, or 
moan and wail, 

As she commands — that his expres- 
sive tail 

And vocal trunk would warrant him 
her slave. 

Thrice happy for her service to have died. | 




LAY HELPERS. 








[The Bishop of London has jast published his 
balance sheet, and Mr. Punch has great pleasure 
in publishing a little correspondence on the 
subject.] 

Sir, — I have been much interested by 
the dear Bishop’s balance sheet, and 
cannot help thinking that he may like a 
few hints from an old’ housekeeper. 

I see that more than £1,000 a year is 
spent on food, fruit, &c. Now this 
seems a great deal. If the Bishop were 
to do his marketing himself and carry 
home his purchases, he would, I am 
sure, reduce his expenditure by more 
than haK. 1 know this to be so. Also, 
he should not have books at any of the 
shops. Let everything be paid for 
when it is ordered. If his Lordship will 
take care of the pence in this way the 
pounds wiU take care of themselves. 

I should 1)6 very pleased to show the 
Bishop my housekeeping system any 
afternoon. I am generally in at tea- 
time. Y^ours, &c., 

Mother of a Family. 




WANT OF CONFIDENCE. 


Little Girl (to Curate, who is %Daiting for his hostess), “ Don’t touch anything tole I’m 
GONE, WILL YOU, MR. JoNES?” 


Sir, — After reading through the 
Elishop’s balance sheet it struck me that 
much more might be done to make 
Fulham Palace and London House 
centres of the home life of Londoners. 

It seems a pity that more is not done 
in the way of entertaining ^ by the 
Bishop. For instance, the busiest man 
has a spare hour sometimes, wuen a 
chat with his Bishop or a game of 
skittles with him would be a great 
pleasure and something to look forward 
to in business hours. Again, our wives 
and daughters would find it very useful 
to have some quiet place where they 
might rest after their shopping expedi- 
tions, and leave parcels, umbrellas, &c., 
to be picked up on the way home. In 
tins way the Bishop would learn infi- 
nitely more of the personal tastes and 


views of the people in his charge than is 
possible under the present system. 

I am quite sure that if these sugges- 
tions were adopted we should hear no 
more of Disestablishment. 

Yours, &c., Practical. 

Sir, — ^I noticed with deep pain one 
item in the balance sheet recently pub- 
lished by the Bishop of London. 

The eighteenth entry is as follows ; 

“ Hire of four horses in constant 

use £210.” 

Will his Lordship teU us when these 
poor dumb creatures have any rest ? I I 
am sending a copy of this letter to the 
R.S.P.C.A., who I know, take the 
matter up immediately. 

Yours, &c., 

Lover of Animals. 
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A LITTLE HORTICULTURE IS A DANGEROUS THING. 

5 giure ’8 Daughter (to Gardener’s Wife, who suffers from elironie rheumatism). “Hate tod etee tried Swedish Massaoe, Mes. Brown ? ” 
Mrs. Brown. “I have heard sat it be tery good foe the EiiEiBfATios, Miss; but we don’t grow it in these parts.” 

SWEETS OF FAME! 


[.•Uier reading Mr. Herbert Viviah’s “study” of Mr. Austen 
C FAMbEBiAlN 111 a popular Magazine ] 

^\'OLSEv, in a celebrated speech, 

Bade Thomas Cromtoll “ fling away ambition,” 

I take it his intention was to teach 
The disadvantages of high position : 

And that in fact we tend to overrate 
The splendours of a Minister of State. 

My own^ impression is, in Wolsey’s day, 

In spile of block and headsman and the rest of it, 
Exalted personages had a way 

managing to get the best of it, 

Wiule the poor scribe who dealt with men of note 
Had to be very careful what he wrote. 

BiU now that pleasant state of things is changed 
The “ insolence of office ” veils its face. 

And things are very differently arranged 
Eor statesmen in the present year of grace — 

A thing which public men should not forget 
When offered places in the Cabinet. 

Soon as yonr risen star has left behind 
The cold obscurity which masked* it lately, 

JJiCK, ToaM and Harry promptly call to mind 
"Tl'at in your youth they knew yon intimately. 


This touching fact they hasten to confess 
In a communication to the Press. 

Jones in a playful paragraph retails 
The likeness that his infant features bore to yon, 
Brown- says be met yon years ago in Wales, 

Tompkins declares his uncle lived next door to you, 
Smith tells h9w once he asked yon so and so, 

And how you answered that yon didn’t know. 

Each chance acquaintance rises like a ghoul 
Determined to exploit tfiis kind of knowledge ; 

The duffer whom you used to kick at school, 

The bore you resolutely cut at college, 

A hundred people whom you never knew 
Proclaim that they have not forgotten you I 

Such are the dire concomitants of Fame 
At this depressing period of our history, 

But why we print such trash or read the same 
Jo read it) is to me a mystery. 

Meantime, if this is what the Great endure, 

I shall contentedly remain obscure. 


The Tariff Beformer’s Catechism. 

Q. Hewins ?~-A. He-wins. 
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“WELCOME, LITTLE STRANGER!” 

{First of January) 

“ Look at this lovely present you have had sent you. Isn’t it just a darling, Jacky, eh? ” 
"Well—I must say I don’t think much of it, Auntie. Can’t you put it away in a 

PARCEL TILL NEST NeAV YeAR, AND THEN MAKE A PRESENT' OF IT TO SOMEBODY ELSE''”’ 


CHARIVARIA. 

The Czar has issued a Decree insisting 
on autocracy, and consenting to only a 
few minor reforms. He is said to be 
acting on the advice of his infant son. 


The Russian Government is so often 
accused of lacking a sense of justice, 
that it is only fair to point out that, as 
soon as proof of the escape of M. de 
Plehve’s murderer was satisfactorily 
established, the sentences on the two 
men found guilty of the crime were 
reduced to ll and 10 years’ imprison- 
ment respectively. 


For a wager of £2 a Lambeth labourer 
ate twenty mince-pies in ten minutes in 
a local public-house. This is likely to 
lead to trouble, as it is quicker work 
than the Trades Union regulations allow. 


A gentleman has written to the Daily 
Mail to complain that two letters which 
he posted on the Saturday before Christ- 
mas, and which “obviously contained 
Christmas cards,” were not delivered at 
Streatham till after the event. It is 
rumoured that thePostmaster-Generalhas 
apologised, explaining that, owing to the 
rush of work at that time, he mistook 
the letters for business communications. 


After appearing as Santa Claus to 
2,000 children in Zion City, Dr. Dowie 
removed his disguise, and pointed out 
that there was no such person as Santa 
Claus. A more welcome announcement 
would have been that there is no such 
person as Dr. Dowie. 


It is credibly reported from the 
Carmelite Quarter that owing to the 
distractions of Cliristmas no newspapers 
changed hands during the last week of 
December. 


An interesting letter, written almost 
entirely in unintelligible slang by one 
prisoner to another, has been published. 
Is this the beginning of the much-talked- 
of revival of Gaelic ? 


In an interesting, eulogistic article on 
the work of Mr. Arthur Collins (from 
the pen of Mi\ Arthur Collins) pub- 
lished in the Express last week, there 
is a paragraph which confirms a sus- 
picion we had long entertained. “ Next 
to the spectacular portion of the panto- 
mime,” says the writer, “comes the 
aU-important one of fun, and, if any- 
thing, this is more diffiexdb to provide 
than the story ^ 

The recent fogs are said to have 
cost London shippers and merchants 
£10,000,000. Many people question 
whether they were worth the money. 


The chief War news of any importance 
is that the Japanese have determined to 
help Admiral Rojdestvensky in his search 
for their ships. 


Professor Seward, of Stanford Univer- 
sity, questions the value to Americans of 
the Rhodes scholarships. His country- 
men, he declares, have nothing to learn 
from England. Four hundred under- 
graduates of Columbia University, in a 
hunt after a Freshman last week, broke 
innumerable windows in New York, and 
destroyed the railings of a subway station. 


India is described by an enthusiastic 
road-hog as “A Paradise for Motorists.” 
Nothing is said about the natives, but it 
is understood that, if need arise, no 
difficulty wiU be put in the way of their 
translation to a Paradise of their own. 


The great “h” difficulty which has 
for so long troubled civic orators has 
apparently been solved. At a recent 
City dinner the experiment of printed 
speeches was tried with success. 

A gendeman has written to the Press 
to say that the question in algebra set at 
a recent examination for cavalry officers 
and quoted as absurdly difficult is in no 
way unreasonable, for it has been solved 
at the first attempt by a six-year-old 
schoolgirl. But our recollection is that 
aU that was said was that it was 
absurdly difficult for cavalry candidates. 


War against Waistcoats having been 
declared by the headmaster of Kingston 
Grammar School, a strong committee of 
defence is to be formed at once, with the 
Marquis of Anglesey at its head. 
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POLICE INTELLIGENCE. 

[A London policeman, in a letter to the Express, says that “one 
of the reasons why the police cannot he found when they are wanted, 
particularly during the night, is that a large immber of men are allowed 
time off duty to play football matches ” — St. Jameses Gazette ] 

Darlng BuRGL.iRY. — 21, Parsifal Avenue, West Ken'^inq- 
ton, was last night the scene of a burglary of a peculiarly 
impudent nature. Ever}" article of any value was appro- 
priated by the thieves, who had apparently made themselves 
quite at home, as was evidenced ])y the remains of a sump- 
tuous repast on the kitchen table. A piece of paper was 
found protruding from the neck of an empty whisky bottle 
bearing the words, '^Play up, Wanderers 1 Here’s luck.” 
This, no doubt, has reference to the fact that the members 
of tbe Z Division (in whose district the burglary took place! 
were at the time playing their retuim match against the 
Willesden Wanderers at the Wonnwood Scrubs Athletic 
Ground. The police believe they have a clue, but are very 
reticent about tbe matter. The result of the match was a 
draw in favour of the Wanderers —2 goals all. 

Smart Capture. — ^Joseph Spink and Joshua Buownrigg have 
reason to regret this morning that they did not consult an 
up-to-date “Fixture Card” before they decided to enter the 
premises of Messrs. Gilling and Warow last night. As it 
turned out, the X Dmsion had no match on Thursday this 
week, and P.C.s Adams and Clarke (the latter perhaps die 
finest centre-forward in the Metropolitan Police) were enabled 
to effect an easy capture. Brownrigg, we believe, used to 
play in goal for Barry Dock United, and it is hoped at 
Scotland Yard that when he has served his sentence he will 
join the Force, to wliich he should be a great acquisition. 

Hoxton Shooting Astray. — At a late hour last night, as 
James Wilson, a railway porter, was returning home, he 
heard six revolver shots in rapid succession, followed by a 
woman’s despairing cry of “Mimder! Police!” With 
admirable presence of mind, Wilson, after consulting a 
Football Star (which fortunately he was carrying), ran to the 
Hoxton Casuals’ Football Ground, where the First and the 
“ A ” teams of the Y Division were engaged in a friendly 
match. In less than an hour’s time two men from each 
team had changed into uniform, and with commendable 
promptitude proceeded at once to the scene of the outrage. 
No signs of the murderer or his unhappy victim could he 
discovered, but fuUer details and a sketch of the plucky 
porter will be found in our late edition. 


MUSICAL HOIMORIFICS. 

A correspondent of a morning paper complains that he 
never heard’ the next line of “ For He ’s a Jolly Good Fellow,” 
and asks if there is a second. “ Under what circmnstances,” 
comments a contemporary, “may a dean, a headmaster, an 
undertaker or an archbishop be termed a jolly good fellow? 
What we really want is a sHght tempering of our national 
habit of familiarity with some slight education in the 
Japanese system of honorifics.” We subjoin a list ol 
variations of our national personal-anthem to be selected in 
accordance with the standing and antecedents of the subject 
of this musical compliment. 

A Peer or County Magnate (at a Tenants’ Dinner) — “ For 
He’s a middlin’ good Landlord.” 

The Heir of Ditto (non-conimittal, on his coming of age) — 
“ For He ’s the Son of Lis Father ” {or, more friendly) — “ For 
He’s a Chip of the Old' Block.” 

A Lord Chancellor or Legal Luminary (at a Benchers’ 
Dinner) — “ For He ’s a Bit of a Bigwig.” 

A Company Promoter or Director (at a Meeting of Share- 
holders, with exceptions)—'* For He ’s an Eye to the Main 
Chance/’ 


j A Headmaster (at a Breaking-up Supper) — “For He’s a 
: Beast, but a Just Beast.” 

A Member of Parliament or Cabinet Minister (on accepting 
the Ghiltern Hundi*eds) — “For He ’s a JoUy Good Riddance.” 

A Popular Novelist (at a Literary Gathering) — “For We 
are as Clever as He is.” 

A Lady (at a New Vagabonds’ Banquet) — “For She ’s as 
Good (Smart, Bright, Neat — or any other appropriate mono- 
syllable) as they Make ’em.” 

Ail Undertaker (at a Local Wayzgoose) — “ For He ’s a 
Cheerful Reminder.” 

We have to confess that the rest of the encomium, before 
the finale “Which nobody can deny,” remains yet to he 
written. 


HOUSEHOLD HINTS. 

{With acknowledgments to that entertaining volume^ The Homewife^s 
What'ti What 

Sweet ladies, when life with its worry appears 
To be but a valley of trouble and tears, 

When the sun is a shadow and day is as night, 

When everything ’s wrong and when nothing is right — 
Don’t sit down and weep at your pitiful lot, 

But send off at once for The Housewife's What's What! 
And thus may you end, just as soon as you care to, 

The infinite natural shocks flesh is heir to, 

For here you will And! all the woes that exist, 

With their cures, in a long alphabetical list — 

Deep wrinkles, which hasten — mirahile dictu — 

To smootli from your brow all those lines which afflict you. 

If an Accident happens, as happen it may, 

You have nothing to do but to look under A ; 

Is Butterscotch wanted or Black-currant tea ? 

For excellent recipes look under B ; 

Under 0 you will find in this wonderful book 
How to blow out a Candle or blow up a Cook ; 

Under D there are hints for the feminine sex 
On the checking of Draughts and the Drafting of_cheques, 
While Eating one scarce is astonished to see 
Included with Everything Else under E. 

Next follow remarks about Feathers and Fares, 

And how to behave when a Gentleman Glares, 

With much information on Halibut, Hams, 

Ionian Islands, Jute, Jellies and Jams, 

Kale, Ketchup and Kidneys, Kid-gloves, Keys and Knives, 
Lamps, Lollipops, Lard and insurance of Lives. 

Under Medicine you ’ll find mythological lore 
You probably never have heard of before, 

For though it would doLibtless occur to most men 
That Nerves and Neuralgia should come under N, 

I think it unlikely that many will know 
That the Father of Medicine, who lived long ago, 

Was called “ Ossenlapius ’’—(see under 0). 

Next we learn about Painters, Pots, Parrots and Pails, 
Quinine, Quinquagesima Sunday and Quails, 

What to do when a Runaway tiain leaves the Rails, 

How to hrander a Steak, cut a Skirt, Shop at Sales, 

Make a Tart, wear a Train, or concoct little Tales, 

How to hang up^ the kitchen Utensils on nails, 

The nature of Vinegar, Vermin and Veils, 

Warts, Waterproofs, Whisky, Welsh-rabbits and Whales. 

Domestic economists, don’t let it trouble you 
If you find that the hst ends abruptly at W, 

For really hut little remains to he said 
By the time you are landed at X, Y and Z. 




OUR ORCHESTRAL SOCIETY. 

The Bector, ** Oh, Piano, Mr. Browh ! Pi-an-o ! ” 

Mr. Brown^ Piano be bhowed ! I *ve come here to enjoy myself ! 
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QU) m°dim IN^TOTCES . 
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A PROPHETIO NOVEL. 

[It has been announced that the Times Ttill 
shortly publish the fragment of an unpublished, 
novel by the late Earl of Beaoonsfield Thanks 
to the exercise of that intelligent anticipation 
for 'which he has long been famed, Mr. Punch 
IS able to ^ present his readers with some 
characteristic extracts from this intensely 
interes^g work, entitled The Gi^eat Cham, 
which fully bear out Lord Bbaoonsfield's repu- 
tation for political prescience.] 

“St. Joseph, though still young and 
naturally of a gay and joyous tempera- 
ment, had a high sense of duty and 
strong domestic ^ feelings. Every day 
when he looked into the glass and gave 
last touch to his consummate toilette 
he offered his gsateful thanks to Pro^ 


vidence that his family was not unworthy 
of him.” 

^ 

“It was an hour past dawn when 
WiNOHUROH strolled home. London is 
often beautiful in summer at that hour, 
the arclntectural outlines clear and 
defined in the smokeless atmosphere, 
and ever and anon a fragrant gale from 
gardened balconies is wafted through the 
blue air. Nothing is stirring except 
wagons of strawberries and asparagus. 

^kas its spell of calmness and con- 
solation, but Dawn brings hope and joy. 
But not to WiKOHUROH, Young, sanguine 
s*’^®®®ptible, he had for the moment 
gelded to the speh of the recent scene ; 
but with his senses stilled by the morn- 


ing air and free from the influence of 
Hugo Hatfield’s exhilarating sophistries 
and all the wild and amusing caprice 
and daring wilfulness and grand affecta- 
tion that distinguish and inspire a circle 
of patrician youth, there came over him 
the consciousness of frustrated hopes 
and baffled ambitions. It was the dawn 
of his birthday ; he was twenty-eight 
years of age and he had not yet been 
asked to join the Cabinet.” 

O C «• 

“ ‘ Motor - cars have elevated and 
softened the lot of man,’ said Lady 
Maegoliouth, ‘and my husband views 
them with almost a religious sentiment. 
But you cannot play Bridge in a motor- 
car, and the human voice is distressing 
to me amid the squealing and panting 
of the loosened megatheria who drag us, 
so I have no resource but my own 
thoughts.’ 

“ ‘ Surely that is sufficient,’ politely 
murmured the Duke. 

“‘Not when the past is expelled,’ 
replied Lady Maegoliouth, ‘for every 
woman has a past nowadays.’ 

“ ‘ But the future ? ’ said the Duke. 

“‘Yes, that is ever interesting, but 
so vague that it sometimes induces 
slumber.’ 

“‘I shall remember that,’ remarked 
the Duke, ‘ when next I am troubled 
with insomnia.’ ” 

O «!:- ?,i 

“ Mr. Alkane was a young man, though 
more than ten years older than Lord Hugo. 
His appearance was striking. Somewhat 
below the middle height, his spare yet 
sinewy form was crowned by a counten- 
ance aquiline but delicate, surmounted 
by a dome-shaped forehead of extra- 
ordinary altitude. A thick but small 
moustache did not conceal his curved 
lip or the scornful pride of his distended 
nostril, and his Vandyke beard did not 
veil the exquisite tenderness of his 
mouth. He wore a simple costume of 
tweed knickerbockers, with a black 
velvet jacket, a scarlet cummerbund, 
Byron collar, and a soft sombrero with 
a peacock’s feather daintily stuck into 
the band. 

O 5!:- 

“ ‘ I cannot enter into such contro- 
versies,’ said the King. ‘Every day I 
feel, more and more, that I am extremely 
unfamiliar with modern fiction.’ 

‘‘ ‘Do not regret it,’ said Mr. Alkaitb. 
‘Nine tenths of existing books and nine 
hundred and ninety-nine ihousandtlis 
of modern novels are nonsense.’ 

“ What you say I foel very encourag- 
ing,’ said the King, repressing a smife, 
‘for I myself have little leisure for novel 
reading.’ 

“‘No doubt every man should com- 
bine an intellectual with a physical 
training,’ replied Mr. Alkane, ‘especially 
if he happen to be a constitutional 




SPORT IIM THE OLDEN TIME. 

The Boar Hunt, From an Old Print. 


sovereign. But the popular conception “ If there were anything or any person 
of the means is radically wrong. Kings in the world that Sir Ha rry Bosworth 
should learn to talk : it is a rare accoin- hated more than another it was the 
plishment and' extremely healthy. The Duke of Eastbourne. Why Bosworth 
theatre, entirely remodelled and re- hated him was not very clear, for the 
formed, and devoted to sacred melo- Duke had never answered him in the 
drama, should be an important element Times, nor were the reasons for his 
of Royal education, I should not object detestation which he occasionally gave 
to the recitation of certain sonnets. That to his special crony, Mr. Molary Bebb, 
is enough. I would not have a book in entirely satisfactory. Sometimes it was 
the house, except a few selected novels because the Duke snored in St. Paul’s ; 
published by Heinemann’.’ sometimes because of the shape of his 

“ ‘ Those are the maxims of Manx- lower lip ; sometimes because he wore a 
land ? ’ said the King. white hat. But whatever might be the 

“ ‘ They are,’ said Mr. Alkane ; ‘ and cause Bosworth generally wound up, 
of such principles I believe a great ‘ I tell you what, Molary, if that fellow 
revival is at hand. Your Majesty, we becomes Premier I have made up my 
shall both live to see another Renais- mind to go to Nova Zembla andkunt 
sance.’ ” for the remains of the mammoth.’ ” 

iS o a o 

“ It was a balmy day. They sat down ‘‘It was a brilliant gathering. All 
by the great trees and the servants the ‘ nice ’ people in London were there 
opened the luncheon baskets, which out of respect to the high character 
were a present from Potsdam. Mr. of Lord Sr. Joseph. Leo Minim, his 
Jessico was seldom seen to such advan- topaz eyes flashing -with the lambent 
tage as when distributing the viands on effulgence of genius, was seated on a sofa 
such an occasion. Never was such gay eating a Mandarin orange and conversing 
and peaceful hospitahty. The professor with a lady of distinguished mien, and 
of economics was quite ffiscinated as with the countenance of a Roman 
Mr. Jessioo thrust a paper nf lobster empress. Hard by stood Mr. Moiart 
sandwiches into his hand and enjoined Bebb, a man of extraordinary beauty, 
Mr. Pearsworth to fill his tumbler with with one of those faces one encounters 
Auetralian champagne.” in Asia Minor, rich, glowing, with dark 

fringed eyes of tremulous lustre; his 



figure was scarcely less striking, and of 
[voluptuous symmetry. Lord Vincent 
Howard, delighted with himself and 
everybody else, looked more like a 
benevolent walrus than ever, and in an 
ecstasy of urbanity ejaculated “Hear! 
Hear 1 ” from time to time. Mr. Jessico 
sat on a small stool at the foot of Lord 
St. Joseph, and was practically invisible, 
hke an ortolan smothered in vineleaves, 
but whenever Lord St. Joseph said any- 
thing he broke] into a frightful shout, 
and Sir Henry] Chinlap tittered im- 
mensely.” 

Episcopal Exercise. 

Sib, — ^As a straightforward, healthily 
sporting Englishman and thorough-going 
churchman, few things dehght me more 
than to know that some of our leading 
Right Reverends take a pleasure in 
British sports and pastimes. Imagine 
my joy then, on reading in the Times 
for December 27, under the heading ‘of 
“Association Rules” (which I beheve 
means a particular sort of Football), how 
Bishop Auckland heat Ilford, at Ilford, 
hy two goals to oneT Bravo, Bishop I 
May his episcopal gaiters never be less 1 
Of course he brought his own team, as 
did Mr. Ilford of Ilford. Honour to victor 
and vanquished. Let clergymen follow 
this excellent example^ says 

Yours ever, A Muscular Christian. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

i WANT to see Burma — ^Burma tliat I annexed.” Over a 

1 space of ten years my Baronite remembers tbe rarely moved 
tones with wbicli Lord Eandolph Churchill uttered this aspira- 
tion. It was in conversation at a farewell dinner he gave to 
some old friends on the eve of his setting forth on that journey 
round the world whose closing scene was his death-bed in his 

1 mother’s house in Grosvenor Square. Burma, annexed and 
prosperous, finds glowing testimony to its interest, beauty, and 
fertility in two volumes issued by Messrs. Hutchinson. Mr. 
Scott O’Connor, Comptroller of Assam, spent two years travel- 
ling through the length and breadth of the land, a journey 
supplemented by a subsequent visit. The result is this sump- 
tuous record of Tiie Silken East. As he modestly claims, the 
true character of a once mystic country was disclosed to him, 
and he has set it forth in an admirably written narrative. The 
volumes are illustrated by innumerable photographs taken 
on the spot, their perfection testifying to the purity of the 
air. In addition there are twenty coloured plates copied 
from paintings made by Mr. James MiddIuETON during pro- 
longed residence. Thus nothing is lacking to the rare 
perfection of a work interesting from first to last. Mr. 
O’Connor significantly discovers a strong resemblance between 
Burma and Japan, and expresses the hope that “ one of the 
fairest and most attractive provinces of the Empire ” may, 
under happy auspices, foUow Japan’s lead along the prosperous 
pathway of civilisation. 

The essential fault of The Tiger of Muscovy^ a cleverly con- 
ceived story by Fred Whishaw (Longmans & Co.), is that the 
author has made the heroine of his story so irritatingly 
whimsical as to weary the patience of the most hopeful 
reader who had begun by admiring her light-hearted and 
somewhat light-headed audacity. Her treatment of her 
stupidly devoted lover becomes tedious, while her Eliza- 
bethan manner of speech only serves to give a kind of 
imitation Shakspearian tone to her shrewish and witless 
impertinence. Yet there are some good scenes and strong 
situations when the heroine is at the Court of Ivan tlie 
Terrible, and when hero and heroine are making their 
escape from it. But their stay at the Russian Court is too 
prolonged, and the incidents are somewhat monotonous. The 
accomplished Skipper wiU. find his work cut out for him, but 
he and his mates, judiciously skipping, wiU enjoy the story. 

Mrs. Evans-Gordon, who inherits literary tastes from her 
mother, Mrs. Sartoris Author of A Week in a French Country 
House), has published with Messrs. Simpkin, Marshaix a leasli 
of stories, of which the first, Amanda Penfold, lends its title to 
the book. Her work is marked by a very engaging naturalness, 
and both in ‘‘The Story of Amanda Penfold” and “Dame 
Margaret’s Chamber ” she betrays a gift of imagination which 
unites the qualities of gentleness and strength. In “Juliet 
Hepbume” she has handled with perhaps less felicity one of 
those themes for which the laws of nature provide no issue, and 
melodrama has to be called in to redress the balance of things. 
When Mrs. Evans-Gordon is more instructed in the tricks 
of the writer’s trade, she will easily remedy certain obvious 
defects of style ; but my Nautical Retainer hopes that she will 
never become professional enough to lose the sincerity and 
unseHconsciousness which go to make her present charm. 

Lady Broome’s gipsy, whom as a child she encotmteied “ on 
Cannock Chase, long, long ago,” in one paiticxdar jnstified her 
claim to prophetic instinct. She told the child that she would 
wander up and down the earth. In the range and variety of her 
travels Lady Broome excels the record of IJlysses. R)m in 
Jamaica, she crossed the seas before she was two years old. 
She saw Lidia just after the Mutiny; went out to New 
Zealand with her second husband to work on his sheep farm ; 

in course of time accompanied him in his successive 
governorships of Western Australia, Trinidad and Mauritius. 
She has written the stoiy of her wanderings in Colonial 
Memories (Smith, Eider), Very pleasant reading they make, 
being imbued with the unaffected art of a traveller’s letters 
home. Perhaps the best, because the earliest impression in 
least conventional circumstances, tells of roughing it in the 
wilds of New Zealand forty years ago. Another delightful 
chapter, through which glimmers the pleasing hght of quiet 
humour, is devoted to “Colonial SerA^ants.” Its reading 
should make ladies, who live at home at ease, more content 
with their domestic lot. In a couple of chapters on Trinidad 
the traveller tells some fearsome tales about ants. My 
Baronite, a couple of years ago a guest at Government House, 

“ the tropical palace ” which sometime earlier was graced by 
Lady Broome’s chatelaineship, can testify to the moderation of 
her story. He well remembers the busy, interminable pro- 
cession of gigantic black ants that, never resting, never ending, 
always on the same track, some going one way some the 
other, every morning and through the sultry day, patroUed 
the ceiling of the spacious bathroom. 

The contents of the volume entitled Great Englishmen of 
the Sixteenth Centm^ (Constable) are essays based, as Mr. 
Sidney Lee explains, on a series of eight Lectures delivered 
by him at the Lowell Institute, Boston. There is in the book 
no echo of the lecture room. They are literary essays 
of the pui-est kind', the most skilful workmanship. His 
subjects are Sir Thomas More, Sir Philip Sidney, Sir 
Walter Ralegh, Edmund Spenser, Francis Bacon and Shak- 
SPEARE— -a galaxy snfiEcing to iUmninate a century. The 
erudition displayed’ by the Editor of the Dictionary of 
National Biography almost takes my Baronite’s breath awav. 
He has read everj^thing written by and about each of lus 
subjects. The result is a rare combination of biography and 
Eterary criticism, the latter marked by refreshing absence ot 
servility. Apparently without effort, with no indication of 
deliberate design, he manages to invest these classical — to 
most of us, shadowy—persons with flesh and blood. They 
glow upon his canvas as living men, with some of the 
infirmities, much of the sublimity, of human nature. In 
undertaking to introduce these giants of the sixteenth 
century to their countrymen of the twentieth, Mr. Lee under- 
took a stupendous task. He has accomplished it in a manner 
befitting his theme. 

The Liberal Year Book, issued from the Liberal Publication 
Department in anticipation of the New Year, is a marvel of 
condensation. Published at the price of one shilling, containing 
over three hmdred pages, it AViU he found an indispensable 
adjunct to the writing-table of aU concerned in Imperial 
politics. Among its contents is a fuU list of Members of 
Lord§ and Commons ; a poll book showing how elections 
have gone in town and county during the last twenty years ■ 
a similar record of Parliamentary Election Petitions : a stato- 
ment of the pohtical composition of the House of Commons • 
useful information about Par- ^ * 

Bam^entary procedure and elec- THE BAHON 

ter devoted to exposition and! 
iUustratmn of the fiscal contro- 

^ering on its first year, will 

in^e dubieties of street life. 

Baronite, “about anything 
lajbmg to Parliament or poEtics, 

Qsk The lAheral Year Book :' B.-W. 
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THE TICKET SEASON. 

I YENTDEE, reader mine, to ask of thee 

Thy sympathy to be my soul’s solace, 

Because I feel a moral certainty 

That thou art in the seH-same parlous 
case; 

And I may gather comfort, more or less, 

That I am not alone in my distress. 

Alack, the ticket season ’s at its height, 

And daily am I now besought to buy. 

With some I may have waged successful 
fight, 

Others, avoided with averted eye ; 

And yet have they already wrung from 
me 

The sum of one pound seventeen and 
three. 

The Rector’s daughter captured half-a- 
crown 

For village teas — ^which I did "not 
attend. 

I bought a football-concert seat from 
Brown — ' . 

Henceforth I cannot count him as a 
friend. 

Our Photographic Club arranged a show, 

Admission skpence — I was bound to go. 

Our Workmen’s Social Evening — some- 
one thought 

“ I ’d like to buy a few to give away.” 
i I didn’t like — but yes, oh yes, I bought 

(That made the extra threepence, I 
may say). 

An “ entertainment” by the C.L.B. 

Squeezed a reluctant florin out of me. 

Our Amateur Dramatic Club have played 

Some antiquated piece, the last few 
nights. 

For two “ reserved-and-numbered ” I 
had paid, 

But^ did not taste their dubious 
delights. 

It cosfa bob to^hear the Curate’s views 

On Missionary Work among the Jews. 

Oh wicked custom! most pernicious 
trade I 

Oh enmity concealed ’neath friend- 
ship’s mask I 

How many a bitter quarrel hast thou 
made ! 

And — Jove, old chap, I quite forgot to 
ask — 

Our Smoker’s Monday evening, at the 
_ “Boar,” 

How many would you like — say three or 
four? 






THE GREAT WAISTCOAT 
QUESTION. 

Dear Mr. Punch,— I think it would 
be an’ awfully good idea to do away 
with waistcoats. You’ve no idea how 
they check the development of the chest. 
I know that after dinner on the 25th 
of last month I could hardly breathe 





LANGUAGE QUAINT AND OLDEN.” 

Scene — Wales, Tike— E nd of a day*a hunting. 

Broion {who is on a visit to a friend). Good thing old Jones jotted down a new names 
OF PLACES, AND DISTANCES, SO THAT 1 CAN ASX THE WAT HOME.” 

[What J ones wrote down : — Llanadhaiamf 3 miles. Slioyny-mafon-uehaf, 7. Ynysewm- 
haiam, 8. Llanystymeavy, 5, <fcc., &o. 


because my waistcoat was so tight. 
That cannot be good for a chap, can it ? 
I often get the same feeling at school on 
Sundays, and I wish you would write to 
that Kingston chap and get him to 
agitate for the removal of the top button 
on Sunday trousers as well. It fairly 
digs into your chest sometimes, doesn’t 
it ? Yours expansively, 

T. Tucker, Minor* 

Dear Mr. Punch, — The headmaster of 
Kingston Grammy School has -very 
rightly pointed 'out* that waistcoats are 
no protection to the back, the most 


vulnerable part of the body.” -They 
certainly are not, as they do not come 
anything like low enough. I am looking 
forward to this term with considerable 
apprehension, owing to a rag on 
breaking-up day. Couldn’t you suggest 
in your widely-read organ that “ the 
most vulnerable part of the body ” should 
be protected by a leather lining ? 

Yours gloomily,' W^'illte Biroh. 

(Card enclosed.) 

“The Catch of the Season ”— Influ - i 
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ROZHDESTVENSKY, LOTUS-EATER. 

[The Admiral delivers an address ofE Madagascar ] 

Courage ! "' he said, and pointed toward the land; 

“ Here is our haven after many days 1 
Ijet loose the anchor ; call upon the hand 
l'’o tootle forth the lively Marseillaise ; 

And bid our leading bugler, should he know it, 

'Jo take the Malagasy Iljmin and blow it. 

For we have come, pursuing desperate tracks, 

Under the lee of that well-favoured isle 
Where our beloved allies instruct the blacks 
In French ideas and pure Parisian style ; 

And hence the niggers in this cultured part are 
Disposed affectionately toward the Tartar. 

I would we might escape, a few brief weeks, 

From Ocean’s indefatigable roll, 

And kiss the garrison on both their cheeks, 

And help ourselves at ease to neutral coal, 

And soothe our ner\’es, just now a little weedy. 

Here where the hour is always apres-mldi. 

“For what a lotus-land invites the eye ! 

A land of ripe bananas, very cheap, 

"Where we might rest our bodies, high and dry, 

And disregard the nauseating deep, 

And, couched on beds of amaranth and moly, 

Keep saying ‘ Hence 1 ’ to horrid Melancholy. 

“ Alas ! we must forego this fair delight, 

For Duty calls us onward’, stern and stark, 

And we shall be in places still more tight 
Than when we met the trawlers after dark, 

Or tentatively stole, with shivering maz’rows, 

Up ancient Elsinore’s insidious narrows. 

“ Sunda, Malacca, Torres (see the maps), — 

Out of a hundred straits who is to know 
Where EAmimura means to set his traps ? 

I do so hate an Archipelago ! 

The open seas are often very lumpy, 

But ^Archipelagos are much more jumpy. 

“ Oho ! A cable ? What is this we read', 

What sacred mandate from our Lord, the Czar ?- 
Till further notice you icill not proceed, 

But on the other hand stay where you are ; 

Meanwhile, awaiting our august decisions, 

Lay in some yams and other fresh provisiom.''^ 

“ Gentlemen, you have heard our Master’s voice ; 

And who are we to doubt that he knows best ? 

He might have urged us forward, but his choice 
Is that we give the sea a well-earned rest ; 

It feels the constant strain (and little wonder !) 

Of keeping all these crocks from going under. 

“ Then let us pluck the pleasant tropic day 
^ Ere yet our useless toils again begin ; 

Since, go we back or forward, either way 
I fail to see what glory ’s left to win ; 

Out with the pinnace, then, my hearties ! 

Who ’s for a jaunt to Antananarivo ? ” 

* The report that Admiral Rozhdestvenskt’s fleet has been recalled 
may, for the purposes of this poem, be ignored. 


Heave-ho ? 
0. S. 


“Ask me no more ! ’’—According to the West Surrey 
Gazette there has been a curious epidemic at Ohiddingfold. 
The Christmas tree and Sunday School treat has had to be 
postponed “owing to the prevalence of meals.” 


‘‘A CHILDREN'S PANTOMIME”; 

Or, The White Cat without a Tale. 

Since Boxing Night, when the Drury Lane Pantomime was 
first presented to the public, much has happened. ^ It has 
undergone some severe operations, and is now considerably 
relieved. On the seventh night, which was its thirteenth 
appearance in public, Mr. Punch's Commissioner, being a 
i credited expert in such matters, went to see The White Gat. 

I “Punctually at 7.30” (so he reports) “I was in my place, and 
’heard the capital pantomime overture. And here let me 
p say that Mr. Glover’s running accompaniments, his medleys, 
and his adaptations of all sorts of well-known airs and 
popular tunes to burlesque and pantomimic purposes, are 
excellent.” 

The pantomime is announced as “Written and invented 
by J. Hickory Wood and Arthur Collins,” and' it is emphati- 
cally described as “A Children’s Pantomime.” Does it tally 
with this description? That, at first, some portions of it 
were decidedly unsatisfactoiy is evident from the extensive 
deletion that, as I am informed, has taken place. I have to 
I deal only with what I saw and heard. The spectacle is 
' throughout magnificent, the combinations of colour thoroughly 
I artistic, and the costumes are designed with rare good taste. 

I Had the story of The \Yhite Cat been clearly told’ and well 
j dramatised, had its two collaborating writers given their best 
attention to rendering intelligible the action of the plot, and 
to the development of all the fun and humour of which the 
legitimate situations might be capable, and had they left a 
margin of time for a genuine old-fashioned harlequinade, 
then, with such a company of eccentric comedians and 
pantomimists as “ The Lane ” now possesses, and with all the 
accessories at the command of the management, this panto- 
mime, if played between 7.30 and 11 p.m., might indeed have 
eamed^ for itself the title of “A Children’s Pantomime,” 
and might have ranked among the best on the long list of 
Drury ikne successes. 

As a test I selected a small party of bright-looking children, 
evidently brought out at night for a “ grown-up treat.” At 
the gorgeous spectacle they were “ in amazement lost ” ; they 
did not know what to make of the repulsively prominent 
Oorilla (until he was associated in business with the comic 
fairy), and the presence of a larrikin coster at Court was 
as unintelligible to the children as it was to myself. Why 
the Gorilla (most cleverly enacted by Mr. Hugh J. Ward) and 
the Coster (sdso good, by Mr. Tom Woottwell) were introduced 
at all, I totally fail to understand. Sincerely d'o I wish they 
had been omitted. The first hearty laugh for the children 
was when clever Mr. James Welch, quite out of place as 
Prijice Patter (he has since been compelled to retire, I 
regret to say, on account of ill-health), and Mr. Fred Eastman, 
amusing as Prince Plump, tried to climb the perpetually 
rising wall ; and this laughter swelled into a roar when the 
unfortunate Prince Patter's shirt was pulled clean over his 
head and proved to be about thirty feet long, a most incon- 
venient length for either a day or night chemise. This was 
decidedly funny, and scored the first real good laugh. 

Then was presented “an interior,” a sort of kitchen, or 
room-of-ah-work. Here the old pantomime knock-ahout 
yoUeiy of washing the baby-doll, of playing at eating and 
drinking, of magic glasses, mice running out of the cheese, 
a giant policeman going up in the air, kept my represen- 
tative children, and, for the matter of that, every one in the 
house, in bursts of the heartiest merriment. They laughed 
too at the curious crockery-ware plate, bottle and iug-elinff 
of Mr. Tom Hearn: but this character, caUed Snale, no more 
belonged to the story (that is, the story as it ought to have 
been) than did the Gorilla and the Coster. 

When at last, at 10.40, Princess Aurora (Miss Jeajsnie 
Macdonald) was commanded by the vindictive witch Eecate 








NEW YEAR’S F^TE AND GALA. 

“ Well, Jaije, did you have a. good time at home ? Was the Yiilage very gat ? ” 

“Yes, thastk you, Mum. But we was rather disappointed, as the Policemen’s Feet didn’t come oef!” 


(who, as I think, was Mrs. LiVNE-JoYOTr) to hei.ineta.TBprplK)s«ji 
into tlie long-e:xpected white cat, I am sure my little friends 
in front were as disappointed as were all of ns 'oh finding 
that the wicked fairy’s spell hkd not been half effective 
enough, and that the Piincess,^ except for a little white fluff 
suddenly appearing about hier legs, and a cat’s mask on the 
top of her head, leaving her pretty face as open a countenance 
as ever, remained in statu quo, looking very much as she did 
before these additions were made to her costume. 

’ How the children enjoyed such topical songs as the one by 
Miss Makie George as Cupid (Qu'allait’-il faire dans cette 
qaleref),^ with a chorus and dance (encored), and the one 
.written in defiance of a certain newspaper, sung by handsome 
I Miss Queenie LEiGHTOK,a capable artist for this turn, also some 
'others about County Councils and prominent Parliamentary 
j persons, I am unable to decide. I obseiwed that on these 
; occasions they kept their eyes on their elders, and if they 
'saw tAem applaud, “their little hands,” which “were never 
made,” as Dr. Watts has it, for this sort of exercise, went to 
work with a will. 

I did not stop for the third part, which, presumably, was 
■followed by the condensed Harlequinade, as it is quite possible 
’to have too much of a very showy thing, . Anyway this is my 


Import of “the amended edition of the Drury Lane Pantomime, 
which far more appropriately might have been entitled, after 
the monarch amusingly represented by Mr. Johnny Danvers, 
King Ivortj and His Thf'e"^ Sons, or Harlequin The Golden 
Net, and the Pretty Princess ulw couldn't 'become a Gat 
No pantomime hands need be deprived of their employ- 
ment were the “Drury Lane Co., Limited,” to produce a 
pantomime of which the opening, as it used to be termed, 
should play from, saj’’, 7.30 to 10, when the scene of the show, 
“ the transformation scene,” should be given, followed by the 
Harlequinade, with Harlequin, Columbine, Pantaloon and 
Clown as principals, assisted by sprite, policeman, all the super- 
numeraries, tricks, dances and quick changes, and the old- 
fashioned bustle of the “ spill and pelt ” that hasn’t been seen 
for many a year, perhaps not since the Yokes’ time, when Peed 
Yokes was “ Mr. Spangles,” and Eosina Yokes the Columhine. 
I should be inclined to quote Aladdin, with the Yokes Pamily, 
and Blue Beard, with the inimitable Paynes, as model panto- 
mimes. Now, Mr. Aethur Collins, in your next, let there be 
a well-known story so deftly dramatised that it could bo 
intelligibly told in “ deeds without words,” full of laughable 
“ situations,” songs set to catchy music, and plenty of grace- 
ful and eccentric dancing. 
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“SOYEZ LE BIENVEIMU!” 


Mr, Punch 'welcomes “Le Figaro” on his arrival in London. In the matter of 

COSTUME THEY HAVE EXCHANGED COMPLIMENTS LIKE ANY OTHER POTENTATES. 

[The Paris Figaro is about to open a London office under the direction of an Englisliman ] 


tlOW TO BEFBIEND THE GILDED BABES. 

By Edic-rd E. C-p-r, the xcorld’ famous editor 
of ^'‘Eans EarmsivortFa Fairy Maih” 
and other favourite hooks for children 
whose titles tee cannot recall. 

The problem What to do to enter- 
tain one’s dear young friends at Christ- 
mas ” is one that recurs every year, and 
every year has to be answered. Speaking 
as the accepted judge of what is good 
for children I say, Take them to the 
theatre. Spare no pains or expense to 
make them conversant with all that is 
going on on the stage. I say expense, 
but as a matter of fact it is the cheapest 
form of entertaining. The children’s 
theatre parties, which had a vogue 
during the Christmas holidays of 1902-3, 


and were the height of the nursery 
fashion last Christmas, owed their popu- 
larity chiefly to financial considerations. 
As every hostess knows who has given a 
party worth the name to children worth 
the name, it is a very expensive business. 
But the theatre? A mere “phleebite,” 
to use the expressive orthography of a 
little four-year-old maidie of my ac- 
quaintance. 

^ Let us look at the matter in a prac- 
tical manner, as men and women of the 
world. On the one hand are so many 
spoiled patrician children lolling in their 
nursery palaces, surfeited with cake and 
sweets, half-smothered beneath toys and 
books ; on the o’ther hand are yon, dear 
reader, with but one ambition in Hfe—to 
add to the artificiality and complexity of 


these young flaneurs by taking them to 
this play and that in a series of vast 
parties. 

Very well. Yon come to me, an old 
hand, to know how to do it ; and 1 will 
tell you with as little digression as possi- 
ble. In the first place it is necessary 
to know the parents. No one, how- 
ever thorough a child-lover, has the 
eiitree to a nursery without first having 
secured the entree to the drawing-room. 
This must be remembered. Many ex- 
perimentalists in this new game of 
Toddle-worship, as it has been called, 
have thought it sufficient to make ac- 
quaintance with the nursemaid on the 
Broadstairs promenade. But no : there 
is a wide gidf, as the French say, 
between the hord de la mer and the 
salon. There is but one road to the 
aristocratic nursery, and that is the 
aristocratic drawing-room. Here I must 
leave you to find your way for yourself. 
Such secrets cannot be communicated. 

Let us assume that your circle of blue- 
blooded children (for none other are 
interesting) is complete. The next 
question is, What theatre shall be 
patronised? This is a difficult nut to 
crack ; but let us omit the steps by 
which the decision is arrived at, and 
settle, for purposes of argument, upon 
T^e Taming of the Shrew, since it is so 
rich in the conditions for an excellent 
youthful Christmas amusement. What, 
for example, could be better for children 
than to see Petruchio^s behaviour to 
Katharina? Here indeed is a ground- 
ing in chivalry that should be of use to 
every boy and girl. One sees the 
children in the theatre literally shouting 
with laughter, and it is unnecessary 
in any theatre but Drury Lane to inquire 
whether laughter is rightly based. At 
any rate the laughter caused by 
Petruchio throwing chairs at his lady 
is a better thing than the deplorable 
merriment resulting from the insipid 
and brainless fun, so-called, in the 
nauseously popular adaptations of Lewis 
Carroll’s over-rated stories. Lewis 
Carroll had none of the qualities or 
attributes of a successful playwright, 
unless some iU-natured critic may like 
to believe that his inordinate vanity 
was such an attribute. His books had a 
certain vogue in days when writers for 
the young might be counted on the 
fingers of one hand ; though I am, and 
shall always remain, profoundly sceptical 
about the children having liked them. 
There rests always in my mind the 
inspired answer of that adorably saga- 
cious little maid who was asked by the 
^thor which she liked best, Alice in 
Wonderland or Alice through the Looking 
Glass, and who answered, after deep 
mought: “I think Alice through the 
Glass is stupider than Alice in 
Wonderland^ But to suppose that 
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' modem children are so stupid as to 
bother their heads about Alice, is equiva- 
lent to believing that modern women 
, have the doings of Clarissa at their 
! fingers’ ends. And when such songs as 
I the “ Walrus and the Carpenter ” are 
j sxmg on a stage, where their old-fashioned 
! pointlessness is trebly apparent, nine 
' children out of ten turn to you with 
' sighs of boredom to ask what the deuce 
it aU means. 

It is assumed, then, that we go to 
The Taming of the Shrew, The first 
thing for you to do is to make arrange- 
ments to get your guests together. The 
best means is the electric coupe, which 
costs but a guinea for the aft^.rnoon and 
will hold two children. Fifty coupes will 
thus convey a hundred children, which 
is a fair number. The nurses can follow 
in a dray. 

At the theatre itself, once the children 
are seated and have been made ac- 
quainted with their host (although for 
gaining an intimate acquaintance the tea 
afterwards gives the better opportunity), 
the duties of entertainer are taken out 
of your hands by the spirited Mr. Oscar 
Asche and his companions : except, of 
course, between the Acts, when it will 
be your privilege to listen to the com- 
ments and hand round chocolate. How 
delicious these comments are ! I recall an 
Honorable of three and a-half who hushed 
the whole theatre to startled and inquisi- 
tive silence by remarking, after one of 
Petruchio^ 8 more brutal sallies — That ’s 
just what daddy does to mummy ! 

Another of my young friends, heir to 
I know not how many thousand square 
miles of Scottish deer forest, insisted on 
showing me his natural-wool vest during 
the whole of one interval. During an- 
other interval fifteen or twenty children 
win be waiting to be greeted ; and if you 
check the speakers abruptly, or show any 
lack of interest, they will be miserable 
for an hour and suspect your friendship 
for a week. 

The performance over, and the nurses 
rescued from the pit and gallery and 
other low places and’ carefully disinfected, 
you then drive in procession to the 
Carlton, where tea or supper is spread, 
and indulge in chicken and champagne, 
dance the cotillion, and exchange that 
conversation which to the true child- 
lover is inestimably precious. I remem- 
ber with rapture a little lady of ten 
informing me in a confidential under- 
tone, secure of sympathy, that she had 
just left off baby-stays, and that the new 
ones hurt: a confession of intimacy 
which I felt amply recouped me for the 
money she and her companions^ had 
cost me. But the inner friendship of 
children cannot be computed in pounds, 
shillings, and pence. 

Tea or supper done, the last cracker 
pulled, the last present distributed, the 



Be {alarmed hy the erratic steering), “Er — xnd have you driven much?” 

She {quite pleased toith herself), “ Oh, NO— this is only my second attempt. But then, you 
SEE, I HAVE BEEN USED TO A BiCYCLB FOR YE.A.RS ! ” 


last quenelle eaten, there is nothing left 
but to summon the nurses from the coal- 
hole, and send your little guests hack to 
their homes and schools — ^to Marlborough 
House and Berkeley Square, Eton and 
Sandhurst. 

I subjoin a good working estimate of 
the cost of this delightful afternoon or 
evening : 

Printing and postage of invita- £ s. d, 

tions, &c I 5 0 

Fifty coupes at a guinea 52 10 0 

Four drays for nurses 4 0 0 

Seats in tke theatre for guests and 

kost . 35 0 6 

Seats for nurses 2 30 0 

Meal and crackers at tke Carlton .. 100 0 0 

Cotillion presents oO 0 0 

Extras 5 0 0 

£250 5 5 


For just £2 10^. a head, then, one can 
give 100 children of the rich yet another 


pleasure. Is not this worth doing ? On 
all sides I see foolish busybodies wear- 
ing themselves in idle quixotry. How 
much better to devote one’s energies 
and spare cash to bringing wonder and 
laughter to the eyes and lips of a little 
titled che-dd ! 


We notice that the Russian Admiral 
to command the Third Baltic Squadron 
bears the ominous name of FTebogatoff. 
Let us hope, for his sake, that he won’t. 


From the Daily Chronicle : — 
IDEAL CONDITIONS FOR SPORT 
AT CHATSWORTH 
EXOnrSTG OOLP 

The Queen’s Drive to Welbeck. 
Surely this is a record stroke. 
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A BOHEMIAN BAG. 

1 In appearance it is quite an ordinar}’ 'Gladstone — ^but 
j either the cow from which it derived its being was 
j exceptionally erratic in her habits, or else the bag is 

1 possessed by some inferior order of demon with an ele- 
mentary sense of humour. 

The salesman at the portmanteau shop where I bought it 
assured me that I should find it a very good Httle bag 
indeed — ^for the price — ^but I do him the justice of believing 
! that, like myself, he was imposed upon by its extremely 
inoffensive appearance. 

I had not been on many journeys with it before I became 
indignantly aware of the gross carelessness with which 
porters on every line I travelled by seemed to treat luggage 
committed to their charge. 

I tried taking it in the carriage with me — but it refused' to 
go under the seat, while it was too bulky to remain long in 
a rack intended for light articles only, so I entrusted it to a 
porter, saw it labelled myself, and thought no more about it 
until I arrived at my destined station — ^which the bag never 
by any chance did until hours afterwards. 

It is trying at first — especially on a visit to comparative 
strangers— to enter a country-house drawing-room, and join 
a large and formal dinner-party in the clothes one has tra- 
velled down in — but I became fairly accustomed to it in 
time. Some of my fellow guests — ^particularly when I met 
them again under precisely similar conditions— no doubt con- 
cluded that I had some conscientious objection to dress for 
dinner. Those who knew wondered at my lack of even 
sufficient intehigenee to look after my own luggage like other 
people. They didn’t lose their bags. Which was aU very 
well — ^but I would defy them not to lose mme. 

Yet, although I see now of course how blind I was, I went 
on blaming porters, traffic-superintendents, station-masters, 
even myseK, for months before it ever occurred to me to 
suspect the bag. How could I imagine that, under its sleek 
and stolidly respectable surface, it was seething with sup- 
pressed revolt, that a passion for liberty and independence 
had permeated every fibre of its leather ? 

Perhaps my eyes were not even partly opened till one 
autumn, when I had been staying with some friends in 
Ayrshire. ^ My bag had rejoined me there in a day or two, 
after running up as far as Inverness. So, on my way south 
from Edinburgh to York, I saw the bag with other luggage 
into a composite luggage van, and took a compartment imme- 
diately adjoining it, expressly to keep an eye upon it. 

At York an elderly guard in the van attempted to convince 
me'^ that my luggage was at the other end of the train, and 
while I persisted in demanding it the argument was interrupted 
by the arrival of several huge Saratoga trunks which monopo- 
lised his attention. At last I had to get in myself, and identify 
my property. I got out aU but the bag, which I could see, but 
not reach, behind a pile of other luggage ; just then the train 
began to move, and I had to leap out to avoid being taken 
on to Peterborough. The bag, of course, went on. 

It condescended to return late the same night, but from that 
instant my confidence in it was shaken. I could not under- 
stand such obstinacy and cunning in a mere bag, nor how it 
had contrived to enlist, not only Saratoga trunks, but a white- 
bearded Scotch railway-guard, as its accomplices. I only felt 
that in future, even for week-end visits, I should prefer to take 
a portmanteau. It might give the impression that I expected to 
be pressed to stay longer— but at least we should arrive in com- 
pany. And so the bag was condemned to inglorious idleness 
tin ^e next summer, when, not without misgivings, I decided 
to give it another chance by permitting it to accompany me 
and the portmanteau in my Continental wanderings. 

ordinary bag would have been touched by this appeal 
to its better feelings — ^mine merely regarded it as an oppor- 

tunity to work off long arrears of devilry. It broke out as ' 
early as Paris, where I had seen my baggage registered for 
Munich and received the bulletin for it at the Gare de I’Est. 

I was roused from sleep at about 1.30 a.m. to go to the luggage- 
car and see it examined by the Customs officers. But it had 
spared them that trouble by inducing somebody to put it into 
the’express for Carlsbad, and, which I minded even more, it had 
persuaded my hitherto immaculate portmanteau to elope with 
it. ' They came back together in a day or two, and, while I 
thought I could see signs of depression, if not penitence, in 
the portmanteau, the bag maintained the demure calm of a cat 
that has taken a retriever out for his first poaching expedition. 

The bag, by the way, possessed a key — a long one with a 
weak profile which could never prevail upon it to open under 
a quarter of an hour, an embarrassing delay when crossing a fron- 
tier. At last it broke short off in the lock, and I had to send for 
an Italian locksmith to force it open — an indignity which I fear 
destroyed any hngering remnant of self-respect the bag had stiU 
retained. It would roll out on a platform, yawning impudently, 
and proceed to disgorge articles which a loyal bag would 
have kept to itself. Italian officials refused at last to register 
it without the precautions of a stout rope and a leaden seal — 
which unfortunately was not stamped with the name of 
Solomon— and every time it was thus corded and sealed I 
had to pay an extra fee. 

Whenever an eye was off it for a single moment it escaped. 

It saw considerably more of Italy than I did myself, so much 
of my time was spent in describing its salient features to 
officids, who drew up innumerable documents concerning it 
with leisurely thoroughness. It returned from these escapades 
an absolute wreck ; I was obliged to have its back strength- 
ened with an iron brace, while its mouth remained as perma- 
nently open as an imbecile’s. StiU I managed to get it safely 
home — though it very nearly contrived to return to Calais by 
the next boat from Dover. 

Since then it has been once more in penitential retreat till 
tliis very last Chi'istmas. Then — ^it may have been the 
influence of the season — I relented. I was spending 
Christmas a little way out of town, and I thought the bag 
must be tired of tomfoolery by that time, so I started with it 
in a hansom on that particularly foggy Wednesday afternoon 
which no Londoner who was out in it is Ukely to forget. My 
hansom, after landing me in a cul de sac, declined to take 
me any further, so I had to get myseK and the bag to the 
District Station at Victoria as well as I could. I was not 
sorry when a stranger, who— so much as was visible of him in 
the fog, seemed respectable enough — offered to carry it for me. 

I know now that he was quite honest, but I confess that I 
had^ my doubts of it when, after dismissing him at the 
station, I discovered that my confounded bag had vanished' 
during the short time I was taking my ticket. I gave 
information ^ at the proper quarters, with no real expec- 
tation of seeing it^ again. It was only too easy for a thief 
to make off with it in such a fog, and, on the whole, I was 
rather relieved to be rid of it. Eor once — chuckled to 
think — ^it had over-reached itself in its artfulness. 

But I was mistaken. The bag turned up in the last place 

I expected to find it in — the Left Luggage Office. Somehow, 
at the moment I had put it down by the Booking Office, it 
managed' to suggest to a man (who must have been a 
bit of an idiot) that it had been left behind' by a friend of 
his. So he had rushed' down below after him— only to find 
out his mistake, and' hand the bag to a porter, who took it 
up to the Superintendent as soon as he had’ time. Stih the 
bag got out of coming with me, which was evidently its 
mtention from the first. I cannot help thinking there must 
be something morbid and depraved about a bag which can 
prefer to spend its Christmas in a Left Luggage Office 
instead of in a cheerful family circle. 

After this last mortification I feel that all further attempts 




Fondly foolish Mother (to Son, v:lw has had a few little friends to spend (he afternoon vAth him). “ Weil, DiELnsQ, have you 

ENJOYED YOURSELF?” 


on my part to civilise a bag like that must be abandoned. 
And yet — ^am I justified in letting it loose on Society ? I 
doubt it. If I presented it to a gipsy caravan, it might 
settle down with its fellow nomads. Or it might, out of 
sheer perversity, insist on tracking its way back to me. Is 
there any kind reader with a talent for reclaiming abandoned 
baggage who would care to adopt it ? If so, I shall be pleased j 
to hand it over to anyone who will undertake to provide it 
with a comfortable home. 

It mayn’t be such a bad bag, if only it finds someone who 
reaUy understands it. F. A. 

ARMy REFORM. 

[The following advice kas reference to an Order, wkicb is imderstood 
to have keen recently promulgated by the Army Council, prohibiting 
the use of improper language by subordinate officers.] 

Let the ribald British Subaltern take warning, 

Let the autocratic Captain have a care, 

Let the Major with a headache in the morning 
Give expression to his feelings if he dare ! 

0 you wicked, hear the news ! 

You must mind your P’s and Q’s, 

For the Army Council says you ’re not to swear. 

' If you ’re anxious to remain in your profession 
You must learn to keep your conversation free 
From the charm of apostrophic indiscretion, 

From the helpful and exhilarating D. 

Be content with “ Oh, my Aunt ! ” 

(If you can) — and if you can’t, 

You can take it out in Goodness Gracious Me ! 


For the Thomas, though recruited from the peasantry, 
Was taught, before he donned the blue or red, 

To consider even slang a vulgar pleasantry, 

And swearing as excessively ill-bred ; 

And the way in which you speak 
Brings the crimson to his cheek, 

And it elevates the hehnet on his head. 

In the future, if an N.C.O. deceives you, 

If your men are being naughty in the ranks, 

Make it clear to them how terribly it grieves you 
To administer correction for their pranks ; 

They must pay the price of Sin, 

But you ’re not to rub it in 
With a voUey of illominative blanks. 

If you’re gravelled for some flowers of invective 
That are free from the reproach of being coarse, 

“ By my halidbm I ” is far from ineffective, 

And Beshrew me ! ” has a certain quiet force, 
While the properties of “ Zooks ! ” 

As a counterblast de luxe 
Have a merit I can thoroughly endorse. 

Then put off your evil courses with the old year, 

And remember, ob, remember while you can, 

That the treatment of the modem British soldier 
Is conducted on the modern British plan 
Of toujours la Tpolitesse — 

And a lady-like address 

Is the making of a military man. Dum-Dcm*. 
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that the ambitious animal was endeavom’- 
ing to qualify for the post of the deceased 
rhinoceros James. 
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FROM AN AGRICULTURAL DISTRICT. 

^ ’EAR AN’ FROM WIUT I’ve ’eard tell, ip -we should get this ’ere 

Trpv^Dc^^^'’ ^ GR.^’FEYTnER’s TIME, WHEN THET LIVED ON FRIED 

TURNUPS AN’ WENT TO THE PUMP FOR THE FAT ! ” ^ 


CHARIVARIA. 

The Baltic Fleet has reached Mada- 
gascar ill safety, hut Japanese anxiety 
will not be at an end until the vessels 
are safe in Far Eastern waters. „ 

The Express has been pointing out 
how little attention is bestowed on 
foreign languages in our IS^avy. This 
neglect is deplorable in view of the fact 
&at a foreign language, as spoken by a 
Britishnaval officer, would, we imagine, be 
one of the most deadly weapons ever 
used. 


At one of the revivalist meetings at 
Bangor, a girl of fourteen prayed that 
her cousin might be prevented fiom 
reading Tk-Bits and Pluch. Pro- 
spectuses of Tlie Times and National 
Eeview^ were, we understand, sent off 
i mm ediately the news reached Tondon. 

The yoimg lady who recently plunged 
a hat-pin into the body of her sweetheart 
I has now married him. Hat-pins are so 
easily mislaid' that the convenience of 
having a husband who does not object 
to being utilised as a pin-cushion must 
be enormous. 


Whitbi ^*WfW Obadiah In tte stomach of a terrier which died 

m °^;^ePeiiTerPeut^ recently at Bournemouth were 'found 
S? wS treated for nearly 21h. of coarse gravel, a wire nail, 

btYituss Dance. ^the key of a clocl. W^undereS 


The poodle to whom an annuity of £12 
w'as bequeathed by a St. John’s Wood . 
lady has been so pestered by other dogs , 
for small loans, &c.,’that he would like ; 
it 'to, be known that ' the sum barely I 
pffices for his own needs, and all those . 
in actual want are referred to the excel- ' 
lent Home at Battersea. 

“ Messrs. Thomas AVall and Sons, the ^ 
weU-known sausage manufacturers, desire I 
it to be known that Mr. Geohge Wall, j 
who is playing at the Monte Carlo tables ' 
wdth a gambling machine, is not a rela- j 
tion or acquaintance of either of the two j 
members of the hrm,” says a disclaimer | 
in the Daily Mail This is the first ; 
time we have heard it hinted that the | 
machine used is a sausage machine. 

An hotel intended exclusively for tli^ 
use of children is being built in New 
York. One of the regiSations is to be 
that no child wiU he taken in without a 
nurse. We fear this wiU keep away ihany 
up-to-date infants. ' • 

A letter addressed to “ Tomaias Smith, 
135, George St., Marybone,” has been 
safely delivered by the Post Office, in 
spite of the queer spelling, which would 
have baffled ninety-nine persons out of 
one hundred. Still, it must be remem- 
bered that the General Post Office has 
special practice in this kind of work. 

In an article in the Daily Mail, on “A 
Great Memorial to Shakspeare,” Miss 
Marie Corelli speaks most kindly of the 
dramatist. 

: On her reappearance at Chicago a 

> talented actress, feeling indisposed, drank * 
undiluted brandy instead of her medi- 
cine. Her maid was responsible for the 
mistake, which was not discovered, we 
are told, till half a tumbler had been 
consumed. 

The statement that 500 copies of a 
certain Radical organ had been stolen 
has turned out, after all, not to have 
been a piece of mere braggadocio on the 
part of the proprietors. The matter 
came into the Police Court last week, 
and evidence was given by the fish- 
monger who had purchased the papers 
from the purloiners. 

Striking proof of the value of our : 
^ance with Japan has just come to 
hand. The SomgJiland Mullah has now 
undertaken not to resume hostilities ' 
against us. 
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THE MUTE ADMIRER. 

(An Unfinished Eomance.) 

Something like tHe following series of 
advertisements in the Agony columns of 
the Mayfair Post has been going on at 
intervals for many months past, and 
things seem no nearer solution. 

Shy Bhiuty. — Though you have not 
looked, and will not look, at me, I feel 
that you have forbidden me to speak. I 
can therefore only worship in silence 
and remain your Dmm Adorer. 

Dumb Adorer. — Though I may not 
look at you, and you must not speak to 
me, I feel that you are the person who 
stood by the pillar-box on the opposite 
side of the road last Wednesday. — Sm.' 
Beauty. 

Shy Beauty. — ^Your last sweet message 
gives me hope. I shall stand by the 
pillar-box in all weathers aU day long 
for the future in case you may see my 
reflection when you look the other way. — 
Dumb Adorer. 

Dumb Adorer. — You can have no 
reflection or you would not do anything 
so foolish. I have given up looking at 
anything or anybody now. — Shy Beauty. 

Shy Beauty. — ^Yet you have a mirror, 
and it must tell you what you are. Why 
so heartless ? You are the only woman 
in the world. I shall never speak until 
you deign to cast a glance at me. — Dumb 
Adorer. 

Dumb Adorer. — You misunderstand 
me. I did not want you to be getting 
into difficulties with the police. They 
will suspect you of having designs on the 
contents of the piUar-box. — Shy Beauty. 

Shy Beauty. — Then you do care for 
me ? lam taking a house in your street 
so as to be nearer my divinity, on the 
strength of this last dear intimation. 
Perhaps in time you will lift one eye-lash 
in my direction. — Dumb Adorer. * 

Dumb Adorer. — It is useless. I have 
forgotten what I' felt you were like, and 
I do not now know whom to avoid. 
Please give up the house and leave the 
neighbourhood. Otherwise I shall be 
avoiding aU the wrong persons. — Shy 
Beauty. 

Shy Beauty. — Joy! I shall obtain 
some recognition at last, if it is only 
that of avoidance. Did you really cut 
me in the Park yesterday? Say it is 
time, that I may feel that I am not 
utterly forgotten I — Dumb Adorer. 

Dumb Adorer. — ^No, I did not mean to 
cut you, because I did not see you. 
Perhaps fortune will favour you next 
time. — Shy Beauty. 

Shy Beauty. — ^Your kind and gracious 
reply has sent me into the seventh heaven 
of delight. Were you not at Chg. X 



“THE MtSSIONER OF EMPIRE’’ AND THE “ROTTEN COTTON” TRADE, 

“ On, MY DE-AR FRIENDS, LET ME INDUCE YOU TO SEE THE ERROR OP YOUR WAYS I LeT ME 
EXHORT YOU, MY DE-AR B-RETHREN, TO LEAD A MORE. PROFITABLE LIFE.” 

pVTr. Chamberlain addresses a mass meeting at Preston on January 11. For men only.] 


this morning, when jyou caught a fleeting 
glimpse at me, and' then rushed off to 
catch your train ? — Uvm Adorer. 

Dumb Adorer. — thought you were 
somebody else, otherwise should not 
have risked even that fleeting glimpse. 
Do not break confidence, bnt keep this 
unfortunate incident a sacred secret. — 
Shy Beauty. 

Shy Beauty. — ^At last 1 we share a 
secret! It shall be ever sacred. Yon 
have, for one beatific second, flashed those 
glorious orbs upon my countenance. I 
wait, even for twenty years, for its 
recurrence, and am meanwhile, until you 
hid me speak, your Dumb Adorer. 

Dumb Adorer. — Takecourage. In 1925, 
if all is well, I hope to 'be rushing to 
catch a train at Chg. X. again. Be 


there once more, and a second time I 
may pass you by. Farewell tiU then. — 
Shy &AUTY. 

Shy Beauty. — May every blessing; 
attend you through the Xew Year, and ? 
until that happy, fateful day, when- you i 
have plighted me your troth to shed a j 
passing glance. I ’ll win it yet, I swear ^ 
it, while waiting years my love enhance * 
— ^I’ve ventured to declare it. You’d, 
know me then, I ’m sure you will. And 
while I live, I shall be still your Dumb . 
Adorer. : 

At this interesting stage of the corre- '| 
spondenc^ we have to leave them. ' Ee * 
is obviously sincere, but an awful thought ‘ 
suggests itself— can the Shy Beauty’s 
communications be, after aU, the -con- * 
coction of some wicked Fleet Street wag ? 
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I QUEEN SYLVIA. 

i Chapter ‘VIII. 

' Peace or War. 

Sylha had great fun after the events narrated in the last 
, chapter. Tlie new Ministers were appointed and kissed 
hands, and almost immediately afterwards there was a general 
j election which resulted in their return to power hy a thump- 
, ing majority. Then she had to open the Legislative Assembly 
I in state and deliver a speech v^hich had a great many long 
, words in it and meant very little. The proceedings were 
rendered memorable by Pdlo, who forced his \\.\y into the 
House (nobody daring to stop the Queen’s own St. Bernard 
dog) and took his seat beside the throne. He showed a 
sagacious interest in all that went on, only barked once when 
the cheering became very loud, and was fed upon biscuits 
which the Chamberlain had, in contravention of the rules, 
brought in for his own lunch. RoUo, however, nosed them 
out and gave the Chamberlain no peace until the biscuits 
were produced and offered to him. There was a very sarcastic 
article on the subject in a Society paper conducted by a lady 
who had failed to obtain from the Chanaberlain an admis- 
sion to the Royal enclosure at a recent race-meeting. 
Shortly after this things began to go on pretty much as they 
had been going before. The only difference appeared to 
be that those who had formerly been dissatisfied' now pro- 
fessed themselves highly pleased', while those who before had 
been entirely contented now began to declare that patriotism 
had disappeared, and that the country could not possibly be 
saved from the dogs to which it was inevitably going. 

^ One passage in the Queen’s speech had, however, given 
rise to some uneasiness. She had been made to say that her 
relations with all foreign Powers continued to he friendly 
“A slight difference of opinion,” she had continued, “which 
has arisen between my Government and the Government of 
H.M, the King of Eisenblut with regard to the time-tables of I 
the tr^n service between our respective countries is in process | 
of amicable adjustment hy the usual diplomatic methods.” 

Now this question was in reality a very simple and silly 
one, but a considerable amount of diplomatic and journalistic 
discussion had made it difficult and comphcated, not to say ! 
dangerous. The reigning sovereign of Eisenhlut was at this | 
time, as everyone will remember, Otho HI., a young man of 
twenty-two, very dreamy, very romantic, highly unpractical, 
and most impulsive. It had recently occurred to him that 
the orthodox system of fixing the time was too monotonous 
to be tolerated by an autocratic monarch, and after consulting 
his Astronomer Royal, a man whose scientific attainments were 
equalled if not surpassed hy his patriotism and his defer- 
ence, he had decided on a fundamental change. 

The result of this was that nobody in Eisenblut knew at 
any particular moment what was the time of day. Banquets, 
for^ instance, which had been arranged to take place at 
7 o’clock p.m:. (for 7.30), might be seen beginning sometimes at 
daybreak, sometimes at what would in other countries have 
been the middle of the day ; and even lovers who had agreed 
to meet for a walk in the evening might find themselves com- 
pelled under severe penalties to postpone their little excursion 
to the less amatory and convenient hour of 6 o’clock a.m. 

To the Eisenbluters all this was really a small matter, for 
they had been trained to unquestioning obedience for many 
generations, but the effects on the neighbouring country of 
Hinterland (and Eisenblut had no other neighbours), especially 
on those of its inhabitants who were engaged in foreign trade 
^d railway transport, were ^ immeasurably inconvenient. 
Contracts were brought to nothing, and railway trains which 
had started from Hinterland were often made ridiculous by 
arriving at their destination in Eisenblut either long before 
they had begun their journey or so long afterwards as to 


show an average speed of half a mile an hour. The railway 
companies in Hinterland are high-spirited concerns, and this 
annihilation of their time-tables was more than they could 
bear with patience. They had protested, and their protests 
had been made the basis of diplomatic representations by the 
Foreign Minister of Hinterland. 

Now it would not have been thought that such a question 
as this could have lent itself as fuel to the flames of popular 
passion. Undoubtedly, however, it had become a most 
perilous matter. The leading newspaper of Eisenblut had 
stated that “those who might attempt in defiance of the 
independent rights of our nation to impose their effete systems 
on a State which had been bold enough to burst the shackles 
of an absurd convention would find that the ancient might of 
the Eisenbluters had lost none of its vigour. We hurl back 
with contempt,” it continued, “ the miserable insults to which 
our beloved King is daily exposed from a hireling Press.” 
To this the Banner of Ehiteiiand had very properly replied 
that, if King Otho wished to taste the bitterness of defeat, 
that luxury could be supplied to him hy the armies of Hinter- 
land. It then proceeded to hint that the King was a raving 
lunatic, while his Ministers were merely drivelling idiots, and 
wound up by declaring that, not for the first time in their 
history, it might be the duty of Hinterlanders, who never 
pushed their almost fanatical love of peace to the length of 
craven compliance with tyranny, to chastise and repress the 
overweening insolence of the blood-thirsty population of 
Eisenblut. 

In the meantime King Otho began to review his troops, a 
proceeding to which Sylvi.a made the only possible reply by 
calling up her reserves. King Otho next added five hundred 
men each to forty of his regiments, and Syivia retorted by 
embodying her Militia. Both parties finally issued loans of a 
very considerable amount, called upon their Archbishops to 
frame special prayers, and prepared for the worst. 

It ^ is not to be supposed that at this crisis in the fortunes 
of his country the Poet Laureate was silent. Far from it. 
Bfis poem, “The Time-Snatcher,” issued in popular format 
the modest and barely remunerative price of one shilling a 
copy, wiB remain for aU time one of the noblest and most 
inspiring efforts of a patriot’s muse. In an impassioned 
exordium he described (of course in popular language) how 
this earth revolved round the sun without ceasing for a 
moment to revolve methodically on its own axis. Having 
briefly alluded to Galileo, Tycho Brahe, Copernticus, and 
Professor Sir Norman Lockyer, he then showed how Hinter- 
land had profited beyond alt other nations from the teachings 
of astronomy, and how it became her people, “free but 
submissive to divine decree,” to bring to naught the dark 
schemes of one who, 

Striving to hurl Jove’s thunderbolts, would find 
He grasped the idle wind. 

Nought can avail to stay the fearful shock 
Of myriad legi-ns battling for the right. 

Soon shall t1 e fjeman s helpless kingdom rock 
Under the onset of our armoured might ; 

And time that he despised shall once again 
Make the poor schemer and his schemings vain. 

The poem ended with a glowing picture of the return of 
peace after the armed forces of Hinterland should have laid 
waste the whole country of Eisenblut and “left no single 
male To tell in future years the miserable tale.” After this 
had been sung in various theatres it was felt that war hung 
indeed upon a hair. What actually took place I must reserve 
lor another chapter. 


Cynicism. — “ The hounds soon got on good terms 
with their fox” is a phrase constantly used by sporting 
waters. How disgusted the fox must feel with this hypo- 
critical description. 
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Riipwe IIP rn niTP gances of the sterner sex. Thelaagnage 

oUKivt Ur ru uAl t. modern boudoir would not be 

[B7 the courtesy of Mr. ETaeetFeedeeickson, tolerated in the fo’c’s’le of a whaler. 

™lS'S 5Srri“”tS' .Z.” Jh* s,.de«»lro™ portrayed bjI^EC 

the most striking passages from his article on have been replaced by ferocious Ainazons, 
“Britain’s Debacle,” which will appear in the past mistresses in tbe art of ornamental 
nest number o£ the lien*.] objurgation, who devote all the time 

.... But this putrefaction of the they can spare from the neglect of their 
1 national fibre is unhappily not confined nurseries to the pursuit of brutalising 
:to politicians and place-hunters, bosses pastimes. 


‘hustlers.” 


criminal cjuii- Literature also is ruined by the preva- 


of the Prime ffinister, \^ho slinks Lent craze for vulgarity, ostentation, and 


javray from the post of danger to seek ‘‘smartness,” and even our staidest and 
;&heher in the unmentionable bunkers of i.' :st hrrf'ured writers have not escaped 
:North Berwick, has its counterpart in the ii'iect.'u. Even philosophers have 
'every walk of life, every stratum of our to resort to Billingsgate to gain a hear- 
' eviscerated society. Bishops, instead of ing and desecrate the talents designed 
tending their neglected flocks, spend for loftier themes by the composition of 

their days and nights playing un- j 

limited “ Bridge,” or gadding about j 

iri, motor-cars, maiming dogs, and ; 
mutilating innocent children. The ! 

puhlia schools are honeycombed | 

.with the fetish-worship of athletics, 1 

land, ‘instead of partaking of the 1 ' \ 

{simple; diet which helped us to win ! 

{the battle of Waterloo, lads of twelve 
jaiid thirteen batten nightly on chain- 

Ipa^e, Devonshire cream and 'pdte 

jde foU gras. And. alongside of all ' {' | ' 'J ^ 

jthis wanton and odious extravagance I j I . • \ ft' 

^wefindevidencesof the most degrad- i ^ ' ' //• ' If 

i ing cruelty rampant in our midst.! ( y , ' 

I Our fandwichinen,! for example, I -'T ; . 

.perhaps the finest, the mostiun-i "“-I -r-" | 

.selfisivj the most picturesque body' \ 

‘of “citizens that we have, are gained ! '' \ \ J 

,oS thertbot-walk like so many Kaffirs, : 

laiid compelled to wear a metal ap , 
jparat'ife compared with which thel 

I chains of the galley-slave are.aiiftere I ’ ^ a 1 ^ 

^luxu^j. Cockfighting is, I am j # 

a^ured on the best authority, | f 

extend vely if clandestinely patro-^ * _r 

nfeed :in the heart of mid-Mayfair, ^ ^ 

aiid itjis credibly reported that Mir. Fvoggie. “Weil, rais is the first time I’ve 

Bi?it is about to 'erect a private bull- j been uftbd bf a Ceanii/” 

rifig-ih the gardens of his Park 

Lane’ palace. Of tbe ineffable orgies j novels extolling the meretricious splen- 


Mr. Froggie. “ Well, this is the first time I ’ve 
been lifted bf a Cj?4N|!/” 


which; attend the 


reriroical ineeTin^.- 


dours of the Byzantine .Empire. Poetry 


of; fhe Tariff Committee I cannot is dead, for how can that noble name he 
j bring! myself ** to speak, beyond bare applied to the Banjo Byronics of the 
i mention of the fact - that they are pseudo-imperialists? Belles Lettres is 
invariably attended with human sacri- another ruined industry. Historv i- 
fices, Auctims being usually kid- replaced by the scurrilous g r=pii il.ei 
napped from the Cobden Club, The backstairs. Psychology is paralysed by 
extraordinary facial resemblance to the sinister miasma which exhales from 
Tiberius that Lord Milner has deve- the Kaffir market. Hundreds, nay, 
loped in the past few years cannot thousands, of homes are destitute of 
escape the notice of any impartial ob- books of any sort whatever. Our very 
server, while, by way of a significant con- furniture is suffering from the devastat- 
jtrast, the approximation of my style to ing influence of the decadence. The 
that of EnsruND Burke cannot fail to cuminerbund threatens to displace the 
I impress every. true loA'er of his country, grand old English waistcoat Sloe gin 
Nor is’any consolation afforded ns by is habitually drunk at’ five o’clock tea by 
the contemplation of the latest develop-' persons of all ages. Ping-pong, , which 
rnents of die^Bioig Weilliche. On bade fair to rescue our youth' from the 
sides we are confronted with formidable reproach of indolence and brace up the 
: viragos who in their reckless thirst for national fibre to its pristine standard, is/ 
notoriety emulate all the worst extrava- alas! relegated to thelimbo of the obsolete. 


And as with adults so is it with the 
yUipjT generation. The brutalisation of 
'i-j Ur.T :i begins in the bassinette, and 
is completed before he is short-coated. 
A gifted writer in the Monthly Eeview 
records an instance of infantile depravity 
which I cannot forbear to quote ; ‘ “ What 
do you mean to be ? ’ asked a little boy of 
a little girl not long ago. ‘ When I grow 
up,’ was Bridget’s proud reply, ‘I mean 
to be a Bridge-player like mamma.’” 
Could anything be more eloquent of 
our social putrescence than this de- 
liberate foredooming of an innocent 
child to a gambler’s career by tlie 
choice of the name Bridget! Nowen 
omen, and it is of sinister augury that 
more male children are now started in 

life under the names of George 

Nathaniel, Joseph, and Alfred than 
under any other. Wherever w^o 
turn we are met by the trail oi 
Tammany, the curse of Khaki, the 
ban of Beit. The Parliamentary 
system is honeycombed and rotten 
beyond recovery. The Ear is cor- 
rupt to the core. The Bench can 
always be squared. The City is 
steeped to the lips in villainy. Art 
is dead. Music is mummified'. All 
our great men arc gone or going. 
I myself do not feel very well .... 

SLAUGHTER PRICES. 

“I w^iNT a new skirt,” said Miss 
Mentor, my old governess, poking 
her bony chin round the door of my 
self-contained flat one January 
morning. As si 10 had worn her 
present garment for the last three 
years I was somewhat astonished 
at her sudden discovery. Then 1 
noticed a sale catalogue in. her 
hand. 

ever “This pamphlet,” she said, “I 
have received this morning. Now 
wdiat,” she continued, regai'ding mo 
sternly, “is meant by ‘ slaughter prices ’ ? 
Are they in any way connected with the 
sweating system ? ” 

“ Oh no,” I explained, “ it only means 
that everything ’s very cheap.” 

“That,” she said, a gleam creeping 
into her scholastic eye, “I should not 
object to. I notice some gannents here 
quoted as ‘Job Lot — usual price 45/0, 
my price 16/9.’ It is possible one of 
these may answer my purpose. Will 
you come with me and assist me in the 
choice ? ” 

I consented willingly, and an hour 
later we stood on the threshold of Wear- 
ing’s costume department. The sale 
was in full swing, and glancing from 
the; struggle round. the counter and the 
knee-deep litter on the floor to the austere 
face of my companion I sighed hope- 
lessly. 

“ We can’t get anything here,”^ I said’. 
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“We’d better try SMARTER AND Chick’s.” ceased so unexpectedly that we were woman calmly. “ Here, ^Misa, make me 

But to my surprise I found her sniffing nearly precipitated on the floor—and out a bill for this blouse, please.” 

the breeze like an old war-horse. there emerged from the crowd, like a Miss Mentor’s face suddenly darkened. 

“ Cant I ” she exclaimed severely, cork from a champagne bottle, the skirt “ My good woman,” she began 

“how often have I told you there is no certainly, but a lady inside it : the large “What!” cried the other with an 


such word in the English language.” lady with the violet toque and the golden indignant snort, “how dare you insult 
But before she could utter another hair. me 1 ” and looking round she whimpered, 

word we were caught by an ugly rush “ Come away, come away I ” I whis- “ People who come to sales might at 
from behind and swept into the surging pered, terror-stricken — and managed to least use common civility.” 
mass that swayed to and fro before the sweep my companion into the Blouse Heedless of the murmur of S3nnpathy 
skirt counter. I was pinned flat against Department before our victim had time the remark evoked. Miss JMentor seized 
a large bale of mercerised eoliens, but I to turn round and discover what had the garment under discussion, the meagre 
could follow my companion’s career by dragged her back so mysteriously from woman in an equally determined’ attitude 


various passages of arms that reached her well-won place by the counter. retained her 

my ear through the hubbub. It was among the ferment of the as they sws 

“Pray get off my train, Madam,” bargain blouses that Miss Mentor got uncertain, 
screamed a high-pitched resentful voice, entirely beyond my control, burrowing JJ^Ientor, at 


retained her hold, and for a few moments 
the as they swayed together the issue was 
got uncertain. Unfortunately for Miss 
ing JJ^Ientor, at a moment when victory- 


“I am not on your train. Madam,” and rummaging among the crumpled seemed in her grasp, her hat became 

replied Miss Mentor’s voice in its heaps, and trampling under foot the inextricably entangled in the meagre 

severest tones ; “and if I were it would delicate finery of the ones she rejected woman’s hat-pins. Her hands flew up 

be a lesson to you not to wear one.” as if she had been at it all her life. instinctively to OTard her headsrear — 


be a lesson to you not to wear one.” 

“But you ave — and if you don’t take 

your foot away I’ll speak to 

the shop-walker ! ” 

“Madam, that is not my 
foot— it is a roU. of cloth,” re- 
plied Miss Mentor with very 
proper dignity. 

Immediately afterwards 
another skirmish attracted my 
attention. 

“ Do not push me. Madam,” 
exclaimed a wheezy, hysterical 
voice belon ging to a stout lady ^ 

with a violet toque perched 
on her golden hair. “You ’re 
digging your umbrella handle 
into the middle of my back. 

You mustn’t do it!'' 

“Madam, I have no um- 
brella,” replied Miss Mentor ; 

“you are alluding to my 
elbow, which is forced into 
a painfully unnatural posi- Paaa (w. 


s if she had been at it all her life. instinctively to guard her headgear — 

“ Where can I try this on? ” she cried, I but too late to save it from being twitched 

off and carried away like a 

^ victor’s crown on the top of 

j i' ji ’} || ‘ I the chiffon hat of her antago- 

; ' j ;? ji [ '! 'I ii *! j,' nist as the two combatants 

,, i| ji i I i] . fi' j ; j* “l {. were parted by a skirmishing 

i S r I, 1 jl Ji !' tj party from the Baby Linen 
— :: — ■ . ' — Department. I saw ^Miss 

x ^ crushed football before 

; '' I^^ invaders, and 

’ T string bag ? ” 

picked ifc up, and Isaid it 
hW was and thanked her, and 

to Miss Mentor. Her expres- 
sion terrified me. Her face 
’ , was purple, the veins were 

^ swelling in her temples, and 

has wandered into the Tapir's cage at idle Zoo). “Well, her features worked strangely. 

5GEST Mouse I Ve ever seen.” “ Where 's that woman 9 ” 

she hissed. 

ourishing a grim-looking black viyeUa. I “ Here — this way,” I replied promptly, 



of resignation. 


The Military Man for Bibmingham,- 


her search behind her. 

“Put your back into it,” I cried, 
sharing her enthusiasm, and seizing her 


a pamtuUy unnatural posi- Pasa {who has wandered into the Tapir's cage at the Zoo). “Well, uer leatures worked Strangely, 
tion by the person behind, that’s the biggest Mouse I Ve ever seen.” “ Where 's that woman 9 ” 

who ’ ’ she hissed. 

But I heard no more, for at this flourishing a grim-looking black viyeUa. “Here — this way,” I replied promptly, 

moment a general swirl landed me high “Anywhere, Madam, anywhere,” re- and seizing her arm I hurried her 

and dry in an open space, where I plied an exhausted attendant who through the departments in imaginary 

presently saw my companion approach- hurried by. pursuit, nor did I stop till I seated her 

ing. “ What ! ” cried Miss Mentor, turning at a marble-topped table of the tea shop 

“ There is a skirt on this side of the to me, “have they lost all sense of next door. To my intense relief her 

counter,” she said, “which is the very decency — ^look, child, there’s a man!" face gradually resumed its natural tint 

garment I require— hut try as I will I And indeed a middle-aged gentleman as she sipped her tea with closed eyes, 
cannot reach it.” Her eyes glowed could be seen in the next department, “After aH, dear,” I said, “it wiU be 
passionately behind her spectacles, and helping his daughter in the choice of a best for them to send you two or three 
there was a solemn frenzy in her voice, hat. skirts, on appro.” And kliss Mentor 

“You must dive low,” I replied, still “AH right, Miss Mentor — ^he’s only buttered her scone in silence — the silence 
panting myself ; “ stretch out your arm her father,” I said reassuringly. of resignation. 

— grip the little hit you can see, and’ “Is he aU of our fathers?” she ex- . 

puS. for all you ’re worth.” claimed wrathfully ; but at that moment 

She obeyed, and taking a deep breath a rush from behind made her lose her The Military Man for Birmingham, — 
once more plunged into the mMee. hold on the blouse, which was imme- Mr. Chamberlain’s Shakespearian advice 
Presently she reappeared, stooping side- diately pounced upon by a meagre little to his constituents, after the visit of the 
ways, evidently dragging the object of woman in a black chiffon hat bristling Guards, is “List, List, 0 List!” 

her search behind her. with hat pins, who had been eying it 

“Put your back into it,” I cried, greedily. 

sharing her enthusiasm, and seizing her “That is mine, Madam,” cried Miss Cosmopolitan hospitality is suggested 


hand I added my strength to hers, hut Mentor. 


without avail, tiU suddenly the resistance I “ Nothing of the sort,” said the meagre | “ Aske Hall" 


by the name of Lord Zetland’s place, 
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; OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

j Mv Nautical Retainer writes : Such a romance as this of 
Edward and Pamela Fitzgerald, told as Ger-ILD Casipbell has 
; told it, is apt to dull the piquancy of popular fiction. It is 
I a delightful correspondence, edited hy a biographer who 
; I knows the art of seK-repression, and presented by Edward 
' Arnold in a setting that has the right air of distinction. 

* To the inrratiating qualities of Lord Edward’s character, 

. ! always by his political opponents sufficient 

justice had already been done long ago by T-'or ».■>?.£, and it 
' is rather on Pamela’s so lovable nature that fresh light is here 
* ' thrown from many unpublished family letters, to which 
Mr. Campbell, her descendant in the direct line, has had access. 

; On these letters, in which her sweet and. innocent nature is 
i everjnviere confessed, the author relies for an answer to 
those unkind reflections byw^hich certain wTiters, and notably 
Miss Ida Taylor, have contrived to hurt her memory. 

Her second marriage, 'which may explain, without excusing, 
these reflections, is here showui to have been due to what 
Lady Sailah N.vpier (her sister-in-law) describes as “ the false 
! French idea ” of the necessity of an efaUissement. Its failure 
was its own condemnation ; but, at the time, the Fitzgeralds 
do not seem to have regarded it as an act of disloyalty to 
Lord Edward ; and if, in after years, they became alienated 
from Pamela herself, while retaining their unalteiable devo- 
tion to her children, we need not look heyond natural causes 
for this estrangement. She was always absent; and her 
charm was of the kind that in friendship, as distinct from 
the love of husband and child, depends on nearness for 
its appeal. At the first, -when Lord Edward brought her 
home as his wife, she had had to live down an implicit oppo- 
sition. Whatever her disputed origin, whether English and 
obscure, ^ or royal and French— and the evidence on both 
sides, dispassionately advanced by Mr Campbell, leaves the 
mystery unsolved, though the fact that Madame Qenlis would 
seem 'to have had no adequate reason for denying her 
motherhood, if she and Philip of Orleans had actually been 
the parents of Pamela, almost turns the balance in favour of 
the other theory — ^her intimate connection with the Orleans 
children gave her an atmosphere that was unnative,' and 
therefore presumably unnaturd. But the fascination of her 
personality, which conquered so many hearts (sometimes also 
^ evoking envy and malice, but indifference never) does not 
appejm to have survived separation, except always where the 
affection of her children was -concerned. It— is"their*-un- 

swerving love which is her best vindication. And Mr. Camp- 
bell, who in these last days has followed thfim jn paying 
pious honour to her gentle memory, desen^es well of all his 
kinsmen and hers for this labour of love. 


The magic of the Oxford India paper is illustrated in three 
volumes just issued from the 'University Press. La two, 
extending to nearly fourteen hundred pages printed on ordinary 
paper, ■we have BoswelVs Life of Johnson, quite a portable 
possession compared with ordinary library editions. 'With 
them comes a single volume of lesser bulk, containing just 
seven hundred pages, in which, in admirable type, is given 
the whole of the immortal work. When my Baronite was 
at an elementary school he learned the axiom “ Twos into one 
won’t go.” Here it is disproved. Two ordinary volumes 
are conveniently presented as one. Both editions contain the 
whole of the text issued more than a century ago under the 
superintendence of Edmund Malone, with Boswell’s own notes. 

^ Oxford Shelley, issued from the same treasure house 
mcludes materials which the editor, Mr. Hutchinson, justly 
boasts have not hitherto appeared in print. - It presents 
^6 pag^ of “Prometheus Unboimd” in facsimile of SEELtEr’s 
hana\ratiiig, showing the alterations made in the MS. To 


his Oxford Edition of the Poets Mr. Fro'wde adds two charm- 
ing volumes on India' paper, comprising in marvellously 
slight bulk the Poems oi Tenntson and the complete works 
of Elizabeth Barrett Browning. 


In Atoms of Empire (MLacmillan) we do not renew acquaint- 
ance -with the ever-welcome Captain Kettle. ]\Ir. Cutoliffe 
Hine proves his capacity to -write interesting stories without 
the assistance of his most famed familiar. My Baronite does 
not quite know why the book should bear the title" selected 
for it. That does not matter. Suffice it that the volume 
contains sixteen chapters, each a masterpiece of that rare art,) 
the telling of short stories. — ' | 


Sir Henry Seton-EArr has often heard the.cliimes at mid-; 
night at Westminster, where for fuH ten years^ he has sat as' 
Member for St. Helen’s. But he has other, even more cheer- 
ful, experiences, memory whereof serves to while away- 
the horns whilst Mr. Caldwell is discoursing, with Mr. Weir, 
to follow. The Leather-stocking of the House of Commons,' 
he has brought do^pa big game in Norway, British Columbia,? 
and Western' Australia. While stiU an Oxford under-l 
graduate he shot his first stag in a Norwegian forest. Since’ 
then, over a space of thirty years, he dias spent well-' 
earned holidays kiUing something in either hemisphere. ' In! 
My Sporting Holidays {Am^ou)) he gives a lively. pTtiire«nue’ 
account of his adventures* the story being trim-.r.iK'd 
notes made in his diary at 'the time. “I hope,” he modestly; 
says, “I may claim -for my narrative that it is strictly vera-! 
cious.” My Baronite, whilst secretly admiring Sir Henry’s’ 
habitual good fortune, Lopes so too. There are some blood- 
curdling adventures, notably one with a big grizzly, happed'* 
upon in far-off Wyoming, particulars of which thus conclude, 
in a passage that has a familiar twang : “I pulled up short, 
put* two'more' bullets behind the shoulder of the bear, and 
laid him dead' at our feet.” In other, and parliamentary,, 
language the hon. Member for St. Helen’s moved the closiue.' 


In Doctor Luke (Hodder and Stoughton), Mr. Norman Dunoan 
makes us further acqiuainted with The Way of the Sea, a 
series of sketches which, published a year ago, testified ’to 
the coming of a new* writer worth reading. His last book 
takes the form of a novel~not altogether successfully, since 
it lacks the coherence and 'attraction of a plot. That, however, 
novel-readers have always with them with persistence equal 
to' the- habitude "oMhe' poor. ’ What is fresh in Doctor Luke 
is its land and sea, its simple-hearted unlearned heroic mft n 
and women, who sparsely people one and dominate the other 
The land is the desolate shore of Labrador. -The sea the 
cruel, icy, hungry ocean that. snarls at it tlxrougli the lono- 
mnter months. “ The sweet wild sea,” Mr. Dunc.vn exclaims"^ 
loveliest" in her adorable rage like a woman.” Tliis 
attitude, with which my Baronite is not out of sympathy 
depends upon the point of view. It is aU very well uttered 
on land. Aboard the little schooners in which tlie Labrador 
fishermen pass half their lives it is a different kind of thins 
The story, slight, occasionally 
disjointed, is full of keen sympa- 
thetic touches with humanity. 

Perhaps the beginning and the 
end are the best of it, the' first 
introducing the frail mother, the 
last chronicling the death of that 
delightful personage, Skipper 
Tommy Lovepy, Since Thacke- 
ray wrote the last word of Col, 

Newcome nothing finer has been 
written than the parting scene 
where the rugged old fisherman 
answers the last call. 
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“Hullo, Bbown. How’s the cold?”— “Very obstinate.” 
“How’s THE Wife? ’’—“About the same” 


! An enterprising pnblislier announces 
I a new edition of Shakspe^aeie pointed and 
published at Stratford town, and actually 
“set up ” in the very house of Julius 
Shaw, SmKSPEARE’s intimate frieucl and' 
one of the icitnesses to his icill! Fancy 
that! It is needless to dilate on the 
excellence of text, typography, 
assured by these novel precautions 
Mr. Punch, however, feels confident that 
the idea may be carried further, and 
that we shall soon hear of the following 
announcements : 

A new Standard Library Edition of 
Paradise Losi will shortly appear, which, 
it is hoped, will rapidly supersede all 
others. Milton’s noble epic is to be 
printed by a small portable press tem- 
porarily erected on the left bank of the 
Tigris in the locality identified by expert 
theologians as a probable site of the 
Garden of Eden. An extremely short- 
sighted litterateur holding extreme anti- 
monarchical views has been selected to 
revise the text, in the hope of recalling 
as far as possible the mental atmosphere 
of the author. 

The new selection of Lord Byron’s 
poems should meet with a warm recep- 
tion from critical readers. The revision 
of the proofs has been entrusted exclu- 
sively to noblemen of somewhat dissi- 
pated habits. The Editor has qualified 
himself for the task of supervision in 
a “ Byronic ” spirit by a considerable 
course of domestic trouble, followed by 
a few weeks’ yachting in the Mediter- 
ranean. 

A new, popular, and yet accurate and 
up-to-date Natural History of British 
Fishes was badly wanted. The sump- 
tuous work now announced presents, 
to specialist and scientific readers, an 
entirely novel attraction. A short pre- 
fatory note of the publishers informs us 
that these portly and well-illustrated 
volumes were— doubtless at considerable 
expense — actually printed and bound 
under water. 

Italian iDublishers have often been 
reproached of late for not doing their 
duty by the greatest of National Epics. 
The announcement of a new, revised and 
annotated edition of Dante’s Inferno — 
to be entirely printed and prepared by 
first-class artificers inside the Grater of 
Vesuvius — will reassure foreigners that 
the resources of the Poet’s native country 
are at last being fuUy utilised. 


Time's Revenges. 

W ANTED, NURSE for one baby, who has 
been under nurse in good family. 

Church Times. 


Nature’s Irony. — Copper veins in 
Tintos. 


ANOTHER RUINED INDUSTRY. 

[“In New York, according to the police, the 
‘crook’ is about the haide^t worker for the 
smallest wages to be found m the city. The 
most brilliant and successful Bank burglar 
cannot ever hope to earn more than £600 a 
year. As to the lesser lights, they do exceed- 
ingly well if they average £2 10s. a week ” — 
Manchester Guardian.] 

Drop the knuckle-duster, sonny, 

Fling the jemmy far away, 

For there isn’t any money 
In the burgling trade to-day. 

Though I toil and slave far harder 
Than your idle artisan, 

Empty oft remains my larder, 

Empty oft my inner man. 

When your navvies lie a-snoring 
Snug and comfy in their beds, 

I am in the streets exploring 
Windows, areas and leads. 

I must bear the nightly burden 
Of the rain and frost and snow 

For the miserable guerdon 
Of a weekly quid or so. 

Banks ? I too had my ambitions, 
Once I dreamed my dreams, like 
you— 


Pondered on our great traditions— 
Fifty thousand at a coup ; 

But alas ! I came a cropper, 

I was pitifully sold, 

For I only found a copper 
Where I hoped for notes and gold. 

Even those who have ascended 
To the summit of the tree 
Get, when all is said and ended, 
Little, httle £ s. d. 

Men whose talents must have made 
them 

Rich in any other sphere 
Find their trade has only paid them 
Paltry hundreds every year. 

Sonny, do not think me doting ! 

Burgling as a trade is dead. 

Take to company promoting, 

Take to honesty instead. 

Money there awaits true merit, 

And success is yours, my lad. 

With the talents you inherit 
From your old burglarious dad. 


“A Crop Expert.” — ^A Professional 
Hairdresser. 
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“POUR LE M^RITE.” 

Those wlio carelessly asserted that the Age of Anglo-Saxon 
Heroes is dead are sufficiently relinked by a recent cable from 
Pittsburg, Pa. “ More than 10,000 applications for medals, 
we are told, “ have been received by the Credentials Committee 
of Mr. Andrew Carnegie’s Million Sterling Hero Fund.” The 
overwhelming sympathy accorded to this noble scheme could 
not miss for long the flattery of imitation ; and we are privi- 
leged to announce the establishment of a similar fund in 
our very midst. The munificent Donor desires, for the time, 
to remain anonymous, and we hope we are not committing an 
indiscretion in stating that he is a Rand magnate, and that 
the purity of his English descent is only thinly veiled by a 
name terminating in — schein. 

Application for medals, which are offered to British and 
Aliens alike, should be made on printed forms, which will be 
issued to the public to-morrow. The list opens on Monday, 
January 23, and closes for London at 5 p.m. on Friday, 
March 31, and for the country and abroad on the morning of 
Saturday, April 1 ; but an extension of time up to the first 
post on Monday the 3rd will be allowed in the case of claims 
arisjng out of Saturday’s heroic feats in the football field. 

Notices inviting applications for medals have already been 
despatched to certain distinguished persons whose heroism is 
above question, and "we are indebted to the Donor’s second 
footman for the opportunity of reproducing the following 
communications, alleged by him to have been already for- 
warded in response to these invitations. The statements here 
given are supposed to represent the grounds on which the 
several applicants base their claims for a Hero Medal. One 
or two, it wiU be seen, decline to apply ; and the gentleman 
signing himself “ Anon.” was never asked. He must have 
heard of the scheme through some breach of confidence in 
a rural post-office. 

For ^testimonial please find enclosed cutting of German 
Kaiser’s message about me to my august Emperor. I am, 
however, deferring the honour of accepting your Medal tiU 
I know more about its size. If it should assume the dimen- 
sions of a chest-protector, it would, of course, come under the 
category of militaiy equipment, and I could not in that case 
accept It for my personal use any more than I could accept 
General Stossel’s waler. Nogi, Geneiul. 

I Imve just negotiated the appaUing perils of the Suez 

a -rr* , BoTRovosxY, Admiral. 

r.b. — ^Kindly forward Medal to me, 

c/o Admiral Rozhdestvensky, 

Poste Restante, 

Diego Suarez, 

Madagascar (near Africa). 


day passes but I unsheathe my pen in my nation’s cause, and 
endeavour to disperse the darkness of the Occidental Press. 

SuYEMATSU, Baron. 

In the very hour of my paity’s triumph, for which I Irave 
worked so hard and faithfully, bearing the burden and heal 
of the day, I am renouncing the victor’s crown. Let the 
others scramble for it. Is not this Heroism ? E-s-b-ry. 


There is a story told of a certain Hero — I forget his name 
— ^who assisted at a great national crisis — ^I forget its nature, 
but it comes in one of the Encyclopaedias. His supporters, 
flushed with success, burst into his presence to announce 
that he had been elected Dictator by popular acclamation — 
and found him peacefully asleep. That is my position. 

D-v-nsh-re. 

For the past few days I have been inundated with requests 
that I would sell The Morning Post to a Free Food Syndicate ; 
but I have in each instance rejected Affluence in favour of 
Honesty. Gl-n-sk. 

I have accomplished the heroic task of reading GoTs Good 
Man from cover to cover. H-ll C-ne. 


Chosen to uphold my country’s honour as chief witness 
ot that memorable sea-fight, I may with perfect modesty 
describe myself as the Hero of the Dogger Bank. I shML 
therefore be pleased to place your Medal on my breast in 
close proxiimty to the one already planted there by an 
admiring Admiral. Klado, Captain. 

To accept such rewards as you offer is tantamount to 
acknowledging the superiority of the donor over the recipient 
Ihey ought to issue only from the Fount of World-Honour’ 
We axe therefore not applying for your Medal Pour le Merite. 

William II., K.K. 

^ Though unfortunately excluded by the exigencies of 
mte^ening space from participation in the heroic exploits of 
my fehow-countrymen, I, too, have not been idle. Scarcely a | 


By sheer heroism I have struggled through The Prodlqal 
^on. M. C-R-LLi. 

My official position renders the idea of a direct application 
most indecorous. Alfr-d A-st-n. 

I have made the heroic resolve that, before the present 
year is out, Sherlock Holmes shall have been annihilated — 
twice and for aU. A. 0. D-yle. 

An appeal has been made to me to allow my name to figure 
in the Book of the Plantagenets. If the Editor of this monu- 
mental work chooses to insert my genealogy where it has a 
perf^t right to be, I cannot prevent him. But, shunning 
^ ^ party to this colossal act of 

snobbery. Alg-rn-n Asht-n. 

. ?-S.~-If you award me your Medal I wiU make due pro- 
vision in my will for its upkeep. 

.^truism is the highest test of the Hero. I propose to 
hunt myself in future to the production of fourteen master- 
pieces per annum. Q._y 3_xjaBY 

Have refrained from making the joke, “ Togo or not Togo.’" 

Anon, (card enclosed). 


I am returning home. 


William Bailey. 


It has been necessary for the Donor of this new Hero Fund 
to form a rough estimate of the probable number of Medal 
claims which he may expect. He has based his anticipations 
largely upon the prominence of people’s names in the Press. 
With the assistance of Mr. H-lt SoH-n-NG he has arrived at 
footbaU forwards, 450 half-backs, 
300 backs, 150 goal-keepers, 200 expert footbaU-journalists, 
oO expert authorities on the results of the next season’s Test 
matches 8 War Correspondents (at the front), 80 ditto (ebe- 
ere), 4u Colonels of Volunteers (exclusive of Sir Howard 
ViNTENT) opposed to reduction of Auxiliary Forces, 25 Pub- 
35 Dramatic Authors, 135 ordinary 
^thors, 10 Leaaer=> ci the Liberal Party (exclusive of Mr. 
W^TON CnuROHiix), five Tariff Leaguers, two Mistaken 
Identities, one ex-Colomal Secretary, one Mr. Harold Cox 
OEe Pantomime Eeformer, and one Common TTan gmaT. ' 

6. S. 
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SISTERS ! 


(Before the Ball) 

Pierrette (ehanging the suhjeet after a recent tiff in which she has come off victorious). ‘^Tms GLi.ss IS BETTER, RoSE. I OAN SEE 
MYSELF HERE BEAUTIFULLY ! 


Pompadour (seeing her opportunity). “ Plainly, I suppose you mean.” 


A PROPHETIC NOVEL, 

II. 

[Being further extracts from Lord Beacons- 
field’s unpublislied romance, The Great Cham, 
shortly to appear as a fenilletoii in a leading 

“ ‘ My campaigning has not been very 
fortunate,’ said IVIentmore ; ‘ and I am 
not so enamoured of the arena as you 
are, Sire. My mind is rather set on the 
pursuits of peace, on the cult of the 
Muses, and twenty-four hours ago I had 
a dream of settling on the shores of the 
Bay of Naples.’ 

“ ‘ Whatever you do,’ said the Kaiser, 
^renounce indolence. Action may not 
always be happiness, but there is no 
happiness without action. If you wid 
not fight the French in Morocco, return 
home and plunge into affairs. That was 
a fine castle.of yours I visited a few years 
ago ; a man who lives in such a place 
must be able to find a great deal to do.’ 

“ ‘ I almost wish I was there with you 
for my companion,’ said Mentmore. 


‘‘ ‘ The wheel may turn,’ said the EIaiser, 
‘but I begin to think I shaU not see 
much of England again. The forces of 
democracy seem to me to be stronger 
than ever, and Ereoastlb tells me that 
your War Office are seriously contem- 
plating the abolition of all ornamental 
uniforms.’ ” 

-•> C* 'If 

“ ‘ Your great fault,’ he would some- 
times say to Balforth, ‘and the cause 
of many of your sorrows, is the habit of 
mental introspection. Man is born to 
observe, but if he drifts into psychology 
he observes no tiling, and then he is 
astonished that life has no charms for 
him, or that, never seizing the occasion, 
his career is a failure.’ 

“ ‘ I fear,’ said Balforth, ‘ that I have 
at length found out the truth, and that 
I am but a dreaming psychologist.’ 

“‘You are a dozen years younger than 
I am, and not irredeemably lost,’ replied 
St. Joseph. ‘Fortunately you have re- 
ceived the admirable though partial 
.education of your class. You have been 


to a pubhc school, and to the University 
—I was at neither. You are a moderately 
good goKer, you have been summoned 
for furiously driving your motor-car, 
you have — I am tdd — bestridden a 
Bantam bicycle. That sickly and imper- 
fect secretion of the brain which is called 
thought has not yet bowed your frame. 
You have not had time to read every- 
thing. Take the advice of a practical 
man, drop metaphysics, shun the emas- 
culating influence of modern music, and 
go in for a course of Dickens. I would 
not have you give up serious reading 
altogether, but remember that the droll 
conversation of a man Hke Catesby is 
worth ah the libraries in the world. If 
it were only for my sake, I should wish 
to save you, but I wish to do it for your 
own. Yes, profit by the vast though 
calamitous experience which you have 
gained in a short time. We may know 
a great deal about our bodies, we can 
know very little about our minds.’ ” 

O 

“Whether from the bad news from 
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Stalybridge or the presence of Lord 
Cuttlefish or from some other cause, 
Leo Minim was brusque, ungracious and 
' silent, only nodding to Sir J^fred Pe.vrs- 
WORTH who benignly saluted him, and 
refusing every dish that was offered 
Nor was his costume correct. All tlie 
' other gentlemen were habited in a style 
indicative of the subdued giavity'of 
their feelings. Leo Minim, however, 
had on his shooting jacket of brown 
I velvet, a pink shirt, and an Aston Villa 
' tie, while his raven locks were pecu- 
I liarly dishevelled. 

“ Hugo Hatfield, who was not afraid of 
I him, and was a High Churchman as well 
! as an enrage Free Trader, kept pressing 
I him to partake of jam and pickles, and 
asked, ‘ V’ ell, Minim, are you going to 
church in that tie ? Are those the coloui-s 
of the Pentecostal Dancers ? ’ But Minim 
; would not answer ; he gave a snort, and 
glanced at Hugo with the eye of a gla- 
1 diator. 

! The meal was over. The Bishop was 
standing near the mantelpiece, talking to 
the ladies, who were clustered round : 
i him; Minim, after listening grimly for : 
, a few moments to their talk, suddenly < 
exclaimed in a loud voice, and with the : 
groan of a rebellious Titan, ' How I hate ! 
, Sunday ! ’ < 

i ‘ Mr. Minim ! ’ exclaimed Lady Slim- i 
I BORNE, turning pale. ( 

; ‘I There was a general shudder. j 

I “^Imean in Lancashire,’ said Minim, i 
I ‘ and the day after a by-election. The : 
' whole place reeks of cotton and pros- 
I perity, I do not dislike it when alone, 1 
, or in Binningh^.^ But Sunday in a I 
I Free Trade district is simply infernal.’ 1 
I ‘‘ Tthinkitisnowtimeforustogo,’ said '] 
the Dean of Durham, walking away with 1 
dignified reserve, and they all dispersed.” j 


There it is,’ said St. Joseph, ‘ Lanca- 
shire has always been our stumbling 
block.^ We must strike, and strike 
hard, if the Empire is to be protected. 
But how am I to strike? We have 
money and arguments. But we have 
not the men. Chinlap and Vinny 
Howard have no magnetism, and I am 
Rowing exliausted by fighting the battle 
single-handed. The gauds and spoils 
of office no longer appeal to me. Perhaps 
the vicissitudes of life have made me 
insensible to what are called reverses of 
fortune, for when a child I remember 
sleeping on^ the moonlit flags of Bir- 
mingham, with no pillow except a tam- 
bourine which I had played in some 
private theatricals, and I remember it 
not without delight. Let us sit down. 

I fed that I am ta^ig in an excited, 
injudicious, egotistical, rhapsodical 
strain. I thought I was calm, and I 
meant to have been clear. But I have 
had a sleepless night and a day of 
brooding thought ; I meant once to have 


1 asked you to help me, and now I feel 
, that you are the last person to whom I 
i ought to appeal.’ 

‘In that you are in error,’ said Mr 
I Van Boodle, rising and taking his hand 
with an expression of extreme unction : 

3 ‘I am the right person for you to 
3 appeal to, the only person.’ 

I “‘Nay,’ said St. Joseph, and winked 
, away a tear. 

L “For I owe you a debt I never can 
L ppay,’ continued Mr. Van Boodle. ‘Had 
- it not been for you I should have 
remained wdiat I was when we first met — 

■ a narrow self-centred millionaire, wast- 
L ing my energies on frivohty, and utterly 
[ insensible to the privilege of living in 
. this wondrous age of change and pro- 
► gress. Why, had it not been for you 
i I should have at this very moment been 

: lavishing my fortune on the endowment 
of a National Opera House, or the 

■ establishment of free toffee caverns for 
the sick and indignant poor. Pardon 
me if I wander in my speech, but the 

• hour is late, and I am not altogether 
myself. ^ There may be, there doubtless 
are, topics on w^hich we differ ; but in 
our love of truth and justice there is 
no difference. No, though you must 
have felt that I am not — that no one 
could be — insensible to your eloquence 
and daemonic energy, still it is your 
consimmiate character that has justly 
fascinated my heart, and I have long 
resolved, were I permitted, to devote to 
you my fortune a:: i iny hie.’ 

“The luscious tones of kir. Van 
Boodle’s voice made St. Joseph’s heart 
beat so tumultuously that for a moment 
he thought he would be overpowered. 
Then, quickly recovering himself, he led ^ 
his young friend to a table covered with g 
p;paniids of pomegranates interspersed ■, 
with gentle drinks such as the fancy of • 
I America alone could devise. j 

“ ‘Let us drink,’ said St. Joseph, ‘to ; 
the conversion of Lancashire ! ’ i 

“‘You win forgive me,’ replied Mr. ^ 
\ AN Boodle, ‘ but I am a teetotaler and q 
a vegetarian,’ and with these words he 
raised a pomegranate to his exquisitely 
chiselled lips.” 


We venture to extract the fonowino- 
short article from the Liverpool Post and 
Mercumj, with its title and sub-title 
CHEMICAL FACTORY ABLAZE. 

Firemen’s Difficult Task. 

The Duke of Westminster and the members 
of the house party at Eaton Hall shot over the 
preserves, and in two days accounted for 1 900 
pheasants. 

For having, ia Albert Road, Blackpool, used 
I lan^ge described as not fit for a Christian 
to ^ar, Emth Eiohabds was fined 20s. and 
costs at Blackpool on Friday. 

Tile above is a precious example of tbe 
vanity of titles. As Boenb said, “A 
man s a man for a’ that.” 


LIFE’S LITTLE DIFFICULTIES. 

IX. — The Testimokul. 

fr I. 

Jahez Copley, of^ Copley's Stores, to the 
leading residents of Great Burley 
and neighbourhood, 

id (Cyclostyle.) 

THE MISSENDEN TESTIMONIAL FUND. 

De.U£ Sir (or Mvdam),—! have the 
honour to inform you that our worthy 
Station-master Mr. Missenden, having 
“ received promotion, is leaving us very 
shortly for a higher sphere of activity, 
y and some of liis friends met together 
^ last night at the “ King’s Arms ” to con- 
fer as to a testimonial to be presented 
to him. Greatly to my surprise I was 
^ asked to undertake the duties of hon. 

secretary and hon. treasurer, and it is in 
® these capacities that I take tlie liberty 
of addressing you. The meeting decided 
^ to open a subscription list for Mr. Mis- 
SENDEN in the town and neighbourhood, 
and to present him with the proceeds 
® and with an illuminated address. 

The following is the address that was 
® drawn up — I may say by myself : — 

^ Presented to 

5 JAMES HENEY MISSENDEE 

r By the Geftiry and Inhabitants of 
r Great Burley 

? on the occasion of his depaiture from that 
) Town, on the completion of nearly Eight 
Year^ of honourable service as Station 
j Master, to take up a post of increased 
, responsibility at Clapham Junction — as a 
mark of their appreciation of his Courtesy 
and Efficiency during his period of Office 
at Great Burley Teminus 

^ This address will be engrossed in 
^ several coloius and in gold, with appro- 
; priate borders and scroll work (as in the 
iUuminated texts in our bedrooms) by 
Miss Millie Feathers, at the school, who 
IS very clever and artistic with her 
hands, and presented to Mr. Missenden 
with the purse, at the “ King’s Arms ’’ 
on a suitable evening. 

Awaiting your reply, 

I am. Dear Sir (or Madam), 

Yours obediently, 

J ABEZ Copley. 

lion Sec. and Treasure}'’ of the 

MiHhenden Testimonial Fund. 
Added, in Mr. Copley's own hand, to a 
few of the letters. 

P.S.— It is not my wish to intrude 
business, but I feel it would be wrong 
not to take tbis opportunity of infonning 
you tuat I have just received a particu- 
larly advantageous line of preserved 
tauts, wbieh I can do at extraordinarily 
low terms. No time should be lost in 
ordering. 

II. 

Miss Mill to Mr. J ahez Copley, 

Dear Mr. Corley,— I had no idea that 


! 
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the Station-master Tvas going. IIow 
interesting to find that his name is 
Mtssenden ! It was the name of my 
mother’s favourite cook. She came, 1 
think, from Esher, or it may have been 
Exeter. It is odd how long one may 
jive without knowing the name of one’s 
Station-master, although my niece telJs 
me it has to be printed up somewhere, 
like a licensed victualler’s. I think I 
should like to try a box of the preserved 
fruit if it is really nice. 

Yours truly, 

Lydia Mill. 

III. 

Sir Charles TransorrCs Secretary to 
Mr. J ahez Copley. 

Bexr Sir, — Sir Charles Transom directs 
me to present his compliments and to 
express his regret that he must decline 
to lend his support to the testimonial to 
the Great Burley Station-master. Sir 
Ch-VRLES dislikes to see this kind of pre- 
mium put upon duty, nor can he forget 
the want of sympathetic zeal and' alacrity 
displayed by the Station-master in the 
autumn of 1898 in the matter of a lost 
portmanteau containing the manuscript 
of Sir Charles’ monograph on the Tran- 
som family. Beheve me, 

Yours faithfully, 

Vincent A. Lincjoln. 


IIMGENUUS PUER- 

Mamma. “ I thought there was an Apple on the sideboard, and I was going to give it 
YOU, but I FIND IT ISN’T THERE ! ” 

Freddy. “Weil, will you give me something else, Mummy, ’cos it wasn’t a very good 

ONE?” 


IV. 

The Vicar of Great Burley to 
Mr. J ahez Copley. 

Dear Mr. Copley, — I am afraid I can- 
not associate myself very cordially with 
the terms of your testimonial to Mr. 
Missenden. Eight years are a very short 
period to signalise in this way, and I do 
not care for the part played by the 
“King’s Arms.” I am sorry to have to 
take this line ; but we must act as we 
believe. I should be seriously vexed if 
you got up a testimonial for me after 
so short a term of work. I am, 

Yours sincerely, 

Reginald Lowther. 

V. 

Mr. Jahez Copley to the Vicar of 
Great Burley. 

Reverend Sir, — regret that you can- 
not give your valuable and esteemed 
support to the testimonial to Mr. Missen- 
den, but I respect your motives. I 
should like to say in reply to your sug- 
gestion about a testimonial to yourself 
and my connexion with it, that I should 
never, I hope, so far presume as to take 
the leading part in a movement of this 
kind for a gentleman like yourself. My 
rule in life is that station should keep 
to station, and I trust I shall never be 
so foolish as to depart from it. But 
although I should not presume to take 
a leading part in your testimonial, as 


you kindly suggest, I should however 
contribute to it with a whole heart. 
Believe me, Yours obediently, 
Jabez Copley. 

Eon. Sec. and Treasurer of the 
Missenden Testimonial Fund. 

VI. 

Mr. Aylmer Penistone to Mr. J ahez 
Copley. 

Dear IVIr. Copley, — do not quite feel 
disposed to give anything to Missenden. 
You should draw up a different testi- 
monial for those of us who travel third- 


class, omitting the word “courtesy.” I 
am, Yours faithfully, 

Aylmer Penistone. 

vir. 

Mrs. Lyon Mounteney to Mr, J ahez 
Copley. 

Mrs. Mounteney is very pleased to see, 
from Mr, Copley’s letter, that a spirit of 
friendliness and comradeship is abroad 
in Great Burley. Would that aR Eng- 
lisii towns had the same generous feel- 
ings ! Not having used the railway for 
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several years, owing to her poor health, Mrs. Mountexey does j 
not feel that she could with propriety identify herself with so 
personal a testimonial, but she wishes it every success. Mrs 
Mounteney’ does not care for presented fruit. 

VIIT. 

Mr. Murray Collier, L.E.C.P., to Mr. J ahez Copley. 

Dear Mr. Copley, — difficulty with regard to the boys’ 
boxes, which occurs regularly at the end of each term,^ and 
which brings out Mr. Missenden’s native churlishness like a 
rash, makes it impossible for me to support your appeal 
After what I have had to say and write to the Station-master 
it would seem pure pusillanimity to give him money and 
praise. May I however suggest the emendation of one small 
oversight in your otherwise tasteful address ? By no possible 
means can our little wayside station be described as a 
‘'terminus,” which is a Latin word -*rn‘fyirg the end, as I 
fancy your son Harold (whom we all ui.-i a very promising 
and attractive boy ) would be able to ratify. 

I am, Yours sinceiely, 

Murray Collier. 

IS. 

Mr. Jdbez Copley to the leading residents of Great Burley 
and M eighhourhood. 

(Cyclostyle.) 

THE MISSENDEY TESTIMONIAL FUND. 

Dear Sib (or Madam), — I beg to inform you that at an 
influential and representative meeting held last evening at the 
“ King’s Arms” it was decided with much regret not to take 
any further steps with regajrd to the testimonial to Mr. Mirsen- 
DEN, and to return to the several donors the £4 17s. GcZ. which 
the united efforts of myself and two of my assistants have 
been able to collect in the past month, minus an amount of 
one guinea to Miss Millie Feathers for work already done on 
the illuminated address, which cannot, we fear, owing to the 
peculiar nature of the wording and its reference to Clapham 
Junction, be adapted to suit any other person. 

If anything is now done to indicate to !Mr. Mi-sitoen that 
Great Burley appreciates his services, wliich is very doubt- 
ful, it will be done by a few personal friends, at the “ King’s 
Arms.” I may say here that I have decided under no con- 
ditions to ever again undertake the duties of Secretary or 
Treasurer of a Testimonial, whether hon. or even well paid. 
Believe me, Dear Sir (or Madam\ Yours obediently, 

Jabez Copley. 

P.S. — As I am now laying down for ever tbe pen of the 
testimonial promoter, I may return to my true vocation as a 
purveyor of high-class provisions by saying that I have 
received this morning a consignment of sardines of a new and 
rdiable brand, which I can do at 6|d. the box. 


QUEEN SYLVIA. 

CmvP'rER IX. 

How the Foreign Minister earned favour. 

It was while the international crisis described in the last 
chapter was at its most critical point that Sylvia one morning 
paid her mother a visit. The Grand Duchess (for that was 
the rank conferred upon her by her Queen and dutiful 
daughter) was living in a pleasant house situated in the 
great Park about half a mile from the Palace. Her bronchial 
attack had been a severe one, but she was now almost 
recovered from it, and promise! to he about again. 

“Mamma, Mamma,” sa;-.l bursting like a flood of 

health and sunlight into the morning room, “ isn’t it per- 
fectly gorgeous ? ” 

“Modemte yourself, my darling,” said the Grand Duchess; 
‘‘I haven’t the faintest idea why you are so excited with joy.” 


“ Oh, Mamma ! ” said Sylvia reproachfully, “ do you really 
mean to say you haven’t heard ? ” 

“Heard what?” 

“ That w'e ’re quite certain to have war with the King of 
Eisenblut.” 

“Oh, is that it?” said her mother. “Yes, I have heard j 
about that, of course.” 

“And we shall win some glorious victories, and march 
into his capital, and dictate peace, and impose a tremendous 
indemnity or even annex the whole country and keep it for 
ever.” 

“Of course,” said the Grand Duchess pensively, “all that 

is possible, but, on the other hand ” 

“On the other hand, what? You don’t mean to say you 
have any doubt about our winning ? Why, we always have 
won. Hinterland for ever, I say, and down with Eisenblut ! ” 
“Amen,” said her mother. “ But we have had unfortunate 
that you have probably never heard of.” 

■■ "X-.ei r are none in the history books,” said the Queen. 
“You would find them,” said her mother, “ if you cared to 
read the history books of the other countries. But I don’t 
want to put it on that ground. Tell me,” she added, “ wliat 
we are going to fight about.” 

“ Oh, as to that,” said Syivia, “I’m really not quite sure. 
It’s got something to do with time-tables and astronomy, 
and you know. Mamma, I never could learn much about 
astronomy, could I ? ” 

Oh, my darling, it’s all too silly and too heart-breaking. 
You are going to cause bloodshed and misery and ruin and 
despair, and all for what ? ” 

“The Foreign Minister,” observed Sylvia loftily, “assures 
me that our prestige as a world-power is involved.” 

“ The Foreign Minister,” said the Grand Duchess, “ some- 
times talks nonsense. You are going to send out tliousands 
of sons and husbands and fathers to kill or to be killed by 
sons and husbands and fathers who speak a different 
language, and aU for the sake of a question that most of them 
can never understand. Don’t do this. Seek a better way. 
Go yourself and see King Otho. Appeal to his manliness 
and his chivalry. If he shoxdcl then refuse, at any rate your 
conscience wiU be clear.” 

“ Do you really think so, Mamina ? ” said Sylvia, surprised 
at her mother’s earnestness. “ Really,” she went on reflec- 
tively, “it’s not a bad plan. Yes, I’m sure I should enjoy 
it immensely. I ’ll give orders about it at once,” and the 
impulsive little lady, having embraced her mother, swept out 
of the room. 

Nowit happened that the Foreign Minister, having written 
an important and desperately warlike despatch, liacl brought 
it to the Gi-and Duchess’s house for the approval of the Queen. 
He had been waiting in an ante-room and, without intending 
it, he had overheard most of the conversation between the 
Queen and her mother. He was an ambitious man, and set 
much store by the favour of his sovereign. When the Queen, 
therefore, came into the ante-room he had made up his mind 
as to the course he would pursue, even though it involved 
the cancellation of a despatch to which, with the assistance 
of his secretaries, he had devoted much time and laliour. 
He thrust it into his coat-tail pocket, and advanced with a 
low bow to meet the Queen. 

“ Good morning, my Lord,” said Sylvia graciously. “ Did 
you wish to see me ? ” 

‘‘Your Majesty,” said the Foreign Minister, “I have just 
arrived here in great haste. I have been thinking deeply 
about our— hum— hum— what shall I say?— our imbroglio 
with the King of Eisenblut, and it has occurred to me that 
before we plunge into war it might be well to make yet one 
more effort on behalf of peace. Does your Majesty deign to 
follow me ? ” 

“I do,” said Sylvia. “ Proceed.” 
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UNNECESSARY QUESTION. 

Enthusiastle Motorist. “Well— how do you like it?” 


“ Your Majesty is of more than fiiU age.” 

“I had my sixteenth birthday last week,” said Sylvia, not 
without some haughtiness. 

“ Might not your Majesty then,” resumed the Foreign Minis- 
ter, ‘‘yourseH plead the cause of reason and justice with King 
Otho ? Would you not consent to meet him ? He is young and 
impulsive, but some of his impulses are good, and,” he added 
with apparent irrelevancy, “he is strikingly handsome.” 

“This,” said the Queen, “is the most extraordinary thing 
that ever happened.” 

“In what respect, your Majesty?” asked the Foreign 
Minister in a proud voice, for he feared that he was about to 
be accused of eavesdropping, and his patrician soul took fire 
at the mere possibility of the affront. 

“Yes,” continued Sylvia, “the most extraordinary and 
marvellous thing. I had this very minute decided on the 
very plan you have just suggested. Do you know, I think it 
most wonderful of you, quite the most brilliant thing any 
Foreign Minister ever did,” and she stretched out her hand', 
over which the courtly old gentleman inclined his head until 
his lips had touched it. 

“Your Majesty is pleased to speak too highly,” he protested, 
“ of my humble efforts in the cause of peace and international 
.good-wiH.” 

“ By no means,” said the Queen. “lam lost in admiration 
of your skiU. Let the necessary steps be taken immediately, 
for I am dying to start as soon as possible. And, by the 
way,” she went on, “I shall bestow upon you the Grand 


Cross of the Golden Slipper of Hinterland. It is the highest 
Order within my gift.” 

“It win make old Turniptop green with envy,” said^the 
Foreign Minister to himself, indicating by this playful title 
the venerable statesman who had preceded him in his office. 
Then with sparkling eyes he took his leave to see to the 
drafting of a new despatch. 


CULTURE AND POLISH. 

[According to the Manchester Guardian there are several bootblacks 
in Hungary who are doctors of philosophy in the University ] 

If vaulting ambition should prompt you to shine 
As an artist of skill in the boot-blacking line. 

Don’t fancy, my friend, that the only thing lacking 
Is a polishing brush and' a bottle of blacking. 

Greek verse is a training which nothing can beat 
For one who exists upon polishing feet ; 

Nor will he who has studied his Bthios -mth care 
Ever find that his life is a bootless affair. 

Success isn’t granted to indolent ease : 

Men are only made masters of arts by degrees. 

Yes, a college career you will find is your game, 

For culture and polish are one and the same. 


Old Song adapted by General Stossel.- 
sucli a nice young man ! ” 


Our dislodger^s 
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“In rain,” says tlie Svet, “do the 
Japanese, and their friends the English, 
imagine that the choice of rendezvous 
for battle belongs solely to Admiral 
T(jgo. Admiral Eozhdestvensky may up- 
set all expecta- 
tions.^’ He certainly 
did at the Dogger 
Bank. 


The German Em- 
peror has conferred 
on Generals Stos- 
SEL and XoGi the 
Order “Pour le 
Merite ” It seems 
almost a pity lhat 
Russia and Japan 
should he given 
fresh cause for 
rivalrv. 


had a bump on the side of his head 
which pressed into his brain. 


The Xorth-Eastem Railway has begun 
to abolish its first-class carriages, and 
an indignation meeting has been held 
under the chairmanship of the Duke of 


The Baltic Fleet is now thirsting for 
another fight with Japanese torpedo- 
boats. The provisions taken aboard at 
Port Said included a quantity of liqueurs 
and champagne. 


According to 


The notabilities 
of Sudjahave signed 
and forwarded to 
General Kuropatkin 
particulars of a 
wonderful sign in 
the sky which was 
seen at the mobili- 
sation of troops in 
that city. Only one 
more miracle is now 
required, and that 
is a victory by the 
General. 

“We should be 
twice the musical 
nation we are if 
music teachers 
would insist upon 
their pupils prac- 
tising music at 
sight,” says Sir 
Freoerick Bridge. 
“ Xot at sight of 
me, J hope,” writes 
“A Tired Father.” 

A large piece of 
Rent fell into the 
sea last week. 
Little Englanders 
are naturally de- 
lighted. 






A PREMIUM ON PROFANITY. 

Young Lady (preparing to pay Cabby). “What shall I give him, Auntie ? ” 

Auntie. “Just give him a shilling, and, ip he swears, give him another sixpence.” 


the Daili/ Mall, the 
-Peace Party at St. 
Petersburg advo- 
cates an alliance 
between Russia, 
J apan, and China, 
“ with Russia as the 
guide and in control 
of the Yellow Race.” 
But the Japanese 
can hardly be so 
yellow and so green 
at the same time. 

“This fool coun- 
try pays towards 
the British Navy 
£200,000 a year,” 
says the Sydney 
Bullet m, speaking 
of Austialia. But 
in choosing his 
epithets the Editor 
of the Bulletin m\mt 
not judge all his 
fellow - countrymen 
by those who sub- 
scribe to liis anti- 
English journal. 


Parliament lias had its holidays ex- 
tended to the 14th prox., and will there- 
fore not “ go back ” till long after Eton 
and the other academies. But why 
go^ back ’ at all ? The Country is 
getting on quite nicely, thank you. 


Trust 


an agitator to brag. The 
^archist Davis, who was bound over at 
Ulerkenwell last week, asserted that he 


Northumberland, We sympathise with 
his Grace: if Dukes are not to be 
allowed to travel first-class, how is any- 
one to know they are Dukes ? 


The charming 
French actress Mmc. 
Le BiVRGV is coining 
to London, and soon 
we shall all be flock- 
ing to see La Banule 
eb Le Barjy. 


“Peace and 
quietness are what 
we especially 
desire,” said Mr. 
Balfour in liis groat 
speech at Glasgow. 
Our new guns will 
not be ready for 
two years. 


Double Trouble, 


Nelson <& Co. have temporarily sus- 
pended payment of their Tea Pensions to 
Widows. Similar Companies would do 
well to insist on strict proof that the 
death of the husband was due to the tea. 


Mr. George Alex- 
ander has overcome 
the difl&culty of finding a double of 
himself in the forthcoming play. His 
exact C''rm+?rrart (hi the dramatis 
'personae is Mr. Thuroi d, Editor of The 
Smart Set. On encountering him the 
Lessee and Manager (his own double in 
this instance) of the St. James’s uttered 
the now historical remark, “If I were 
not Alexander I certainly should be 
Thorold.” 



!/ 


0erB<irt p-(r^t./c' ’ / 

THE DIVINING EOD. 

Joe the “Dowsee.” “VERY AWKWARD! I GUARANTEED A STRONG PROTECTIONIST CURRENT 
SOMEWHERE OR OTHER; BUT THE SILLY ROD WON’T WORK!” 
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THE NORTH SEA COMMISSIONERS MAKE A THOROUGH INVESTIGATION ON THE DOGGER BANK. 

[“ Tlie only circumstantial evidence of tlie presence of Japanese torpedo boats is at tbe bottom of the North Sea, whitlier the Commission 
of Inquiry cannot transfer its investigation without serious inconvenience ” — Times ^ Jan. 10.] 


“MY MOTTO.” 


BILL BAILEY TRACED ! 

Bill Bailey come Lome, Las Le ? Uncertain. Bat wLat a 
character Le Lad! —at all events before Le left Lis Lome. 
Listen. 

“William was honest, simple, gentle, kind, 

Laborious, studious, and to thrift inclined.” 

"Iff -If 

“ Constant at church, and there a little proud. 

He sang with boldness, and he read aloud.” 

If •>,’ V 

“The lighter damsels called his manner prim, 

And laughed at virtue so arrayed m him.*’ 

Is tLis why Bill Bailey left Lome ? No, alas 1 poor Willl\m’s 
Faiot tLrew Lim over, and 

“ With a small portion by a sister left 
He roved about as one of peace bereft.” 

And is Bill Bailey stiU roving about, or has Le come Lome ? 
For information on tLis interesting subject tLe reader Las to 
go backwards a bit witL Crabbe, among wLose poems wiU be 
found Bill, Le., “ William Bailey.” 


Mr. Arthur Collim:— 

“An excellent play, well digested in tlie scenes, sot down 
witL as mucL modesty as cunning.” — Hamlet. 

The Daily Mall ' — 

“ To sour your happiness I must report.” — Gymhellne. 

“ liet those that play your clowns speak no more than is 
set down for them.” — Hamlet. 

Mr, George Alexander (while searching -for a double ) : — 

“There is none like Lim, none ,” — After TEiSTNYSOif, Maud. 

Revival of the ‘‘Buried Treasure’^ Craze. 

General Nogi seems to" Lave been more fortunate than 
Lord Fxtzwilham in Lis search for hidden treasure. Not- 
withstanding the report that Port Arthur Lad been compelled 
to surrender through the exhaustion of its ammunition, he 
Las discovered over 80,000 shells, and about 30 tons of smaU- 
arm cartridges, so well concealed that even the Russians who 
hid them were apparently ignorant of their whereabouts. 


The Manchester Evening Chronicle has a cynic on its Staff. 

“There have,” says he, “been grim and ghastly tragedies An unofficial cable from Diego Suarez reports the total 
enacted in the Tower, but seldom in recent years has a destruction of the Baltic Fleet, whose Admiral unfortunately 
wedding been solemnised within it.” “But ” was a happy mistook a Japanese torpedo-flotilla for trawlers, and signalled 
thought. to it to come alongside and supply the fleet with fresh fish. 
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THE POETS AT BRIDGE. 

It is generaUv supposed tliat Bridge was first played in 
England in the year 1894. But there is evidence, in the 
works of the poets, to show that the game was known many 
years before that date. Thus Longfellow in one passage 
says : 

“ Our hearts, our hopes, are all with thee.” 

This explains itself. He had left it to his partner, warning 
him that he had chicane in heai-ts, but trusting him to do 
something pretty decent in one of the other suits ; a pro- 
ceeding to be condemned on moral grounds. 

This is only one case. Recently there has come into our 
hands the record of a game cf Bridge flayed by Tennyson, 
Walt Whitman, Woedsavorth, 1 Browning — at the 

house of the last named*. Apparently the players proceeded 
to put down their impressions afterwards ; and as each one 
gives us a snapshot of a different aspect of the game we get 
a splendid panoramic Anew of the proceedings. 

We start off with : 

The DECL.ULtTiON. By Ailtied Tennyson. 

At Robert Browning’s, on a winter’s night, 

The dinner done, the women past away, 

We others sat around the fire and’ played, 

Hour of our circle, and the game was Bridge. 

Then Walter Whitman, that almighty man. 

He who by stroke of fate^ had won the deal, 

Looked at his cards, and found his hand was weak. 

So in all faith he left it, murmuring “ Yours, 

Brave camarado,'' and the make was mine. 

Then mused I for a little space apart : 

“ My partner trusteth, leaving it to me, 

And trumps may he declared in many ways : ^ 
Diamonds or hearts if one is over-bold, 

And spades if there is nothing else to go, 

And clubs ” — ^but here I took the cards again, 

And fell to counting up the kings and queens — 
Guarded in aU hut hearts, yet not an ace.^ 

Then I all wrapt in this, “ Get on,” cried he, 

And still again “ Get on ” ; till all at once, 

Grasping my courage firmly in my hands, 

“ No trumps,” I called ; hut Browning on my left, 
Double no trumps.” And Wordsworth led a heart.^ 

Next come Walt Whitman’s impressions. He devotes him- 
self to describing his own feehngs, and does not teh us much 
of the actual play. Tennyson has just laid down his hand. 

One Hour to Madness. By Walt Whitman. 

One hour to noadness and! wrath. 0 furious ! 0 confine me 
■ not I 

0 the king of diamonds, the but twice guarded spade, the 
heart all unguarded and alone 1 ® 

0 I am very sick and sorrowful 1 0 the — (All right, tan- 

face,® I’m just going to play). 

1 see the two of clubs hiding in my partner’s hand. 

Out of the dark confinement, out from behind the queen ! 

(It is useless to protest ; I see it there, and I mean to have it.) ^ 
Gamarado, I give you my hand. Gome and play the darned 
thing yourself.® 

Browning now describes the first few tricks. 

The Play. By Robert Browning. 

You want to know about this game of ours, 

Shuffles and doubles, leads, dSds, calls an’ th’ like, 

What card took what, who had the ace of spades ? 

Well, this or something like it was the way : 

Walt leaves it. “ None,” says Alfred {sans atout), 

I had the aces, “ Double no trumps,” says I. 

Wordsworth brings out a heart, and diunmy’s hand 

Goes down on table. Look at it — ^look at the heart ! 

The three, or is ’t the four ? Nay, what *s the odds — 
Ace, king, knave, ten, nine, eight. I planked ’em down, 
Wondered a moment if the queen would fall ; 

Will had it : why d'id the fool not play it at first ? ® 

Do thistles grow on bays ? You take the point ? 

(Put case Will has the queen, with six and five : 

Leads five ; down comes the king ; where ’s queen — who 
knows ? 

Ace tries a second time — the six from Will. 

Next round Will takes. Now is this sense, I ask.^® 

Lastly, we have Wordsworth’s contribution. The scoring 
was, rather unwisely, entrusted to him, and he appears to 
have been in difficnlties with it. 

The Score. By William Wordsworth. 

[Written at Robert Browning’s on a winter’s night under 
circumstances somewhat remarkable. . . . My friends will not 
deem it too trifling to relate that I composed the first two 
lines of the fourth verse first. Coleridge wished the second 
of these lines to be “The ace of spades is black,” but I 
objected to it as being really rather greyish in appearance, 
whereas the club is undoubtedly black. . . .] 

I counted up the points we won, 

’Twas seventy-two^^ in all ; 

A pleasant sight it was to see 

My partner’s aces fall. 

“ Honours ? ” I said, “ dear brother Bob, 

How many may we be ? ” 

“A hundred aces,” he returned, 

And smiling looked at me. 

“ You say that you a hundred had ? 

Yet only four took tricks. 

Whence came, dear Bob, I pray you tell, 

The other ninety-six ? 

“The ace of diamonds is red, 

The ace of clubs is black, 

And looking through the cards I find 

Two others in the pack.” 

“ I had,’’ he said, “ the ace of hearts, 

The diamond, club and spade.” 

“But that,” said I, “is four and not 

A hundred, I’m afraid,” 

I took a dozen different packs, 

And showed him ah the faces ; 

’Twas throwing words away, for still 

Dear brother Bob would have his will, 

“ I had a hundred aces ! ” 

N otes hy Mr, Punch's Bridge Expert. 

J A poetical way of saying that the} cut for deal. 

2 Only five. 

4 have ^eamt of no-trnmps in those circumstances, 

llie American convention — ^used, no doubt, out of courtesy to Mr. 
Whitman. 

^ Ijh:. Tennyson s going no trumps becomes all the more surprising, 

- address unknown at the Portland and other Clubs, 

hearts clubs was evidently thrown on the second round of 

1 usual etiquette of the game. 

® Why indeed ! 

hands were, though, there would bo no harm in it, 

1 5^4.1 h^d three certain cards of re-entry ; and another 

lead through dummy might be extremely useful. 

12 (doubled), 

of th^ame^^^^^^^^ sccuis to have had a very rudimentary knowledge 
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HAELEQUIN AJS'D THE HEROKE; 
Or, How the Maiden of Melodmmia fared 
in the Regions of Pantomimia, 

Paht I. 

I AiC Tvriting this at the request of 
nobody in particular, but simply because 
it is my practice to describe at length 
the events and emotions— especially the 
emotions — of my chequered career. My 
name is Rose ; there has always been a 
Rose in our family, except when the 
heroine happened to l)e called Giiace 
instead. The mention of this brings me 
to an explanation of who I am ; I am a 
1 heroine —more, I am the heroine, since 
I I live in Melodramia, and it is well 
known that there are no real heroines 
to be found elsewhere. Our home is 
callecU Honeysuckle Cottage, and it 
stands in the village of Meadowsweet. 
You will not be able to find it upon tlie 
maps, because there are no maps of 
Melodramia. 

Nevertheless you probably know our 
village quite well. It is the sweetest 
spot. Every conceivable kind of fruit 
and flower flourishes there in abundance, 
many of them on the same tree. Per- 
haps this is because of the climate. ^ Ah 
the snow and winter in Melodramia is 
confined to the towns, and they certainly 
get a lot ; but in all my experience of 
Meadowsweet I cannot remember a day 
when the lime-light was not shining in 
our garden, generally from two opposite 
directions. 

Ah! the dear old garden I How often 
during my subsequent Acts have I 
yearned for its tranquil beauty ! From 
it you can see the Church Tower and a 
little bit of the village street, up which 
nobody ever walks. They all come along 
by the fence and through the little 
wicket on to our lawn. Long ago, when 
first I succeeded to the position of 
heroine (which is hereditary in our 
family) I used to be astonished at the 
number and variety of the people who 
would drop in during the day — soldiers, 
adventuresses, policemen, not to mention 
casual strangers with soft hats and 
bundles, who usually stand at the gate 
and soliloquise : but I soon grew quite 
used to it. 

It is by no means dull in our garden, 
as we often disinherit or make wrongful 
arrests on the lawn, but I am glad to 
say that we have never yet had a murder 
here, which is the more remarkable 
because (for so quiet a spot) the death- 
rate of Meadowsweet is unusually high. 
But the lonely pool and dear papa’s 
library are the most popular places. The 
path through the wood has also, I regret 
to say, been the scene of many distress- 
ing occurrences, while the rocks by the 
sea-shore are almost invariably a fatal 
rendezvous. 


One morning I was in the garden as 
usual picking flowers. I had a lovely 
nosegay of tulips and chrj^santhemuins 
with a few red roses to smell at and 
hold against the bosoin of my gown. I 
remember I was humming a httle tune 
and prattling aloud to the dear flowers 
in my natural girlish wav, when kHm" 
entered with a letter. 

i letter for Miss Rose 1 ” exclaimed 
Mvry. “ How I wish I knew what was 
in it 1 My young man,” she continued, 
don’t send me no letters — he ’s a 
soldier, is my Bill, and such a beauti- 
ful man, seven feet high, and that 
strong ” 

Perceiving that she was about to 
introduce comic relief, I interrupted her 
l^y advancing with a sweet smile. This 
is only Miry’s way, but it becomes a 
little tiresome at times. 

A letter for me ? ” I said. 



The Maiden of Melodramia and the Prince j 
of Pantomimia. 

Bless your pretty face. Miss Rose ! ” 
cried Maey, ‘‘ of course it is.” 

Having observed that the envelope 
hore the stamp of Pantomimia, I inferred 
that it came from a distant cousin of 
mine called Flo — a name that fills me 
with repulsion! — who occupies the 
heroine, such as it is, at 
ibdE I do not know cousin Flo 

at all well, therefore I was astonished to 
find that the note was an invitation to 
visit her. Anyone of a less ideal charac- 
ter than mine would have caRed such a 
proposal impertinent, but as my dis-| 
position forces me to do and believe 
absolutely eveiything that I am told, I 
foresaw that I should be obhged to go. 

Just as I had finished reading it, dear 
Papa entered the garden, wearing a soft 
hat, and the light tweed coat that consti- 
tutes his invariable costume out of doors. 

“ Out among the flowers so early, 
little one ! ” he said, drawing me towards 
him and imprinting a kiss over my left 
shoulder. 

‘‘Father,” said I, leading him to a 


garden seat, where I sank at his feet, 
leaning my cheek against his knee, and 
looking up at him with wide trustful 
eyes (at least I hope so), “ Father, I have 
a surprise for you.” ^ 

Thereupon I gave him the letter, which 
he read aloud to me with much feeling. 

At the end he sprang up with a stifled 
cry, clutching the paper to his waistcoat, 
and staring vacantly at nothing. Next 
moment, however, he apologised and sat 
down again. 

“ Force of habit, darling,” he explained. 

I understood. When dear Papa reads 
a letter he usually clutches it to his breast 
and says: “At last!” but in tbe pre- 
sent instance such a proceeding would 
have been out of place. 

Cousin Flo had written : 

“ Dearest Rosie-tosie, —Come over and 
look us up. Scenery first-class and some 
ripping music. Come at once and stay 
for the run. Yours, Flo. 

P.S — Get some new frocks. That 
black crape wouldn’t be any good here. 
So long ! ” 

It is impossible to clutch a letter like 
that. The thing was too trivial, and I 
said as much. 

But dear Papa rebuked me gently. 

“Go, my child,” said he, “and re- 
member that to one of your bouse 
nothing is too trivial for catastrophe.” 

I wept a little, and then, dashing aside 
my tears, I kissed Papa ^vitli a smile and 
retired to make my simple preparations. 
Three minutes later they were completed, 
and then, wearing my most becoming 
hat, with a shawl over my shoulders and 
a small reticule in one hand, I set out 
through the garden-gate upon my long 
journey. 

Cousin Flo and her parents dwell in a 
village almost as pretty as beloved 
Meadowsweet. If I have conveyed the j 
impression that Cousin Flo occupied a 
social position inferior to my own, I have 
been wrong. The contrary is indeed 
the case, as my uncle and aunt, though 
by no means w'ealthy, are persons of title, 
and, I believe, of considerable standing 
in Pantomimia. 

But between poor dear Papa and his 
elder brother Baron Brokeup tliere has 
never existed any great sympathy, and 
since the Baron’s marriage with a lady 
whom it woiild he charitable to call 
eccentric the tw^o families have drifted 
widely apart. 

I was received by Cousin Flo with the 
greatest warmth. We met in The 
Market Place, a picturesque spot where 
it is evident that the inhabitants arc 
accustomed to hold their frequent 
revels. There seemed to be more of 
these inhabitants than with us, and they 
appeared considerably more lively ; this 
however, I attribute to their comparative 
freedom from omens and prophecies, 
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from which, we in Meadowsweet suffer 
terribly at certain seasons. 

,, Cousin Flo’s appearance was some- 
thing of a shock to me, the first of many. 

I thank Heaven that, in whatever vicissi- 
tudes of an eventful career, such has ever 
been the modesty of my attire that few 
have so much as detected my boots. Even 
on the occasions when I have been out 
of my garret lodging and forced to 
wander through the streets in a snow- 
storm, my principles have always obliged 
me to trail at least three inches. After 
all, however, Cousin Fix) is the best judge 
of what is proper for herself. 

She drew me aside at once with every 
symptom of eagerness and amusement 
(alas ! nothing will ever amuse me !), and 
proceeded to unfold an idea that had 
occurred to her. 

“RosiE-POSiE,”she 
said', “isn’t it rather 
rough on the old 
boy your leaving 
him alone like 
this?” 

“My father’s 
hair,” I rephed, 

“has grown white 
from unmerited ad- 
versity ” 

“Precisely,” in- 
terrupted Flo, 

“therefore we 
oughtn’t to bleach 
him any more. 

That’s why I am 
going to keep him 
company.” 

“You!” I ex- 
claimed, unable to 
repress a slight 
shudder. 

“I’ve settled the 
whole thing,” said 
Flo; “you and I 
win change places. 

The only bother is about a villain — ^Ij 
must take ours with me, and that leaves ! 
a vacancy. But I suppose,” she added', 
“ you have got a villain of some sort of 
your own? ” 

“ Sir Rupert Rutherford,” I replied, 
“persecutes me with his loathsome 
addresses ’ ’ 

“H’m,” said Flo, “that sounds all 
right. Can he ask riddles ? ” 

“Riddles 1 ” I repeated aghast. 

“Why did the fly fly, and all that, 
you know. Our own villain is awfully 
good at them. But huILo 1 ” she exclaimed 
suddenly, “what on earth is this ? ” 

Turning at her words I saw beside 
me the dreaded figure of Sir Rupert 
Rutberford himself. He was in evening 
dress, and carried a small case for 
cigarettes which appeared to have con- 
stituted -his sole luggage. Horror! the 
unscrupulous aristocrat had followed me 
to Pantomimia I 


“Is it,” said Flo, glancing at his 
attire, “ a conjurer ? ” 

“Sir Rlfpeut,” I exclaimed, “cease this 
unmannerly persecution! Leave me, 
I entreat you ! ” 

He smiled cynically, and lighting a 
cigarette flung away the match with an 
air of insolent opulence. 

“Adorable creature ! ” he hissed, “why 
seek to avoid me ? Why aggravate my 

passion with delay? Why ” 

“Evidently,” said Flo, “it can ask 
riddles 1 See here,” she continued, 
turning to Sir Rupert, “ you come with 
me and meet our own villain before he 
quits; Rosie had better stay here to 
greet the Prince on his return from 
hunting.” 

The Prince! How my little heart 


bounded at her words ! Baronets I knew 
and dreaded; towards elderly Earls I 
entertained an emotion of almost filial 
respect; but never hitherto had I en- 
countered an actual Royal Highness. In 
the tumult caused by her announcement 
I permitted Flo to depart without com- 
ment, She was leading Sir Rupert, who 
looked a trifle bewildered, by the hand. 

(To be continued.) 


A NEW RENAISSANCE. 

The Classical Association of England 
and Wales, under the presidency of the 
Lord Chancellor, has just concluded a 
congress at University College, London, 
at which the proceedings were enlivened 
by a magic lantern of the latest patent, 
a conversazione (in English), several 
quite cheerful stories, mostly^ at the 
expense of the insular classicist, and a 


plea, on the part of the President and 
others, for the resuscitation of Diodorus, j 
Atiienjeus, Longinus, Arrlvn, and similar 
authors hitherto ignored by the average ' 
schoolmaster. (We were surprised that 
the claims of Tzetzes and the Catoinyo- I 
macJiia of Theodorus Ptochoprodroiius 
were not insisted upon ; but let that 
pass.) From a very fuU agenda paper, , 
however, the following subjects for dis- ' 
cussion were unavoidably omitted : — 

1. That the German Emperor be en- 
couraged to add to the gaiety of nations 
with some further Latin telegrams. 

2. That sporting reporters and lady 
novelists who have got as far as to use 
the terms “J. Pluvius,” “Old Sol,” 

“ omnibi,” “ apparati,” “ vade-meca” 
and the like, be elected honorary mem- 
bers of the Asso- 
ciation, with a view 
to their further 
education, or early 
extinction. 

3. That “Howl- 
ers” be recognised 
in future as an 
important branch 
of the Academic 
scheme, ranking 
side by side with 
“ Wranglers ; ” the 
howling examina- 
tion to be conducted 
in dog-Latin by the 
Proctorial bull- 
dogs. 

4. That a Pro- 
fessorship of 
Thieves’ Latin be 
instituted in the 
new Mile-End 
Hostel of London 
University; fees to 
be paid in kind by 
diligent students 
after a hard day’s 

work in crowded public gatherings. 

5. That the so-called “dead” languages 
(and more especially that of Rome) be 
repaired, revivified, and generally 
brought up to date, so as to hold their 
own as an international medium in lieu 
of Cornish, Irish, Esperanto, or any such 
desperate resource. The grammars to 
be simplified, better behaviour to be 
introduced among the irregular verbs, 
and Balbus to be deterred from building 
walls and to adapt himself to motoring, 
marconigrams, and aerial navigation. 

6. That, if the British pronunciation 
of Greek and Latin be further continued, ' 
similar privileges be extended to the 
students of French, German, and other 
barbarian tongues, so that schoolboys 
should be taught to say “ AHezz-vowse- 
enn,” “Jay, itch haybe jenugg,” and so 
on. English will thus become the 
world-language, [and a classic in its 
turn. 




0-1 PUNCH, OE THE LONDON CHAEIVAEI 18. 1905. 

TO THE INFANT BACCHUS. 

[A Tvell-known divine announced in one of liis addresses that there 
is a ^oman in Birmingham 'ivho boasts that her ten months^ old baby 
“takes its glass of beer with the rest of them.”] 

Thou latest of the many glorious types 

That Tvitness England’s unimpaired virility ; 

'Whose young capacity for shifting stripes 

Passes the common bounds of credibility, 

Thou ai-t the youngest, most profound exploiter 

Of arts that men more properly employ, 

Outshining even Florizel von PEU’rER, 

And quite eclipsing Peckham’s ponderous boy. 

I see thee, in my fancy, at the tap, 

Supported by a proud but anxious mother, 

Mooring a hefty stoup of Allsopp’s pap, 

And riotously bawling for another. 

I see thee, rosy-cheeked and chubby-fisted, 

Meandering home hilariously “ full,” 

And getting fined, and possibly black-listed, 

For an assault upon the Constable. 

I see thee, at the ripeish age of two, 

Appearing at the Palace or Pavilion, 

And ‘‘ downing ” several quarts of potent brew 

Before the rapturous plaudits of the Million. 

I see thee, after seven well-spent summers. 

Engaging in the Sport'mg Times's page 

To drink a cask of beer against all comers. 

For fifty pounds, at any weight or age. 

And thou wilt live a life of liquid ease, 

Nor know the thriftless workman’s futile scramble 
To get his beer washed down by bread and cheese ; 

(The text is fi*om the Eev. Mr. Campbell.) 

But like that vinous veteran Silenus 

Thou Tt pass thy days in moist and plenteous cheer, 
Till either Time or Temperance shall wean us i 

From all that is, or appertains to, Beer ! 

OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Of Letters and Eecollections of Sir Walter Scott (Smith, 
Elder), with few exceptions the latter are the more delectable. 
The world would not have been the poorer had a batch of 
the earliest letters been left in the obscurity of the owner’s 
desk. “ My dear Mrs. Hughes, I am extremely sorry to hear 
you have been so very unwell, and that your indisposition 
should have interfered with your delightful musical talents 
is a general loss to your friends.” Even from the pen of 
the author of the Waverley Novels my Baronite finds this 
remark only feebly stirring. There are many akin to it in 
the opening chapters. The conventionality is fully atoned 
for in the correspondence subsequent to the Constable 
crash. These reveal Scott in the true nobility of his nature, 
plucky though downfallen, intent on reducing expenses 
arising from the almost barbaric hospitality of Abbotsford, 
resolved to devote his labour and his life to meeting 
financial responsibilities overwhelming him through no fault 
of his own. Certainly not in literature, and rarely in the wider 
field of humanity, has there been a nobler spectacle than that 
of^ Walter Scott, hampered in means, crushed in spirit, 
failing in health, doggedly writing to pay off liabilities in 
which he found himself enmeshed. The diaries jotted down 
by Mrs. Hughes during two successive visits to Abbotsford 
are full^of good stories told by her host when he was sunning 
Ws genial nature in the blaze of prosperity. Most pathetic 
is her account of her final chat with Scott on the eve of his 
departure for Italy. ‘‘ Heavy and helpless, he seemed hardly 
able to drag his limbs along. A sort of imbecility at times 

overspread his countenance. A fixed look of sorrow hung 
upon his brow.” Thus was the mighty one fallen. 

In the ear of the average Englishman the name of Fran- 
cesco Guardi has not the familiarity established by other, not 
always gi'eater, continental painters. Yet his earliest known 
patron was an Englishman bearing the truly British name 
Smith, and, of the nearly 300 paintings recognised as his, 
England, in public and private galleries, holds the lion’s share. 
The National Gallery possesses in the Piazza S. Marco one of 
his masterpieces, whilst nine grace the walls of the Wallace 
treasure house. My Baronite has vivid recollection of two 
large canvases by Gu-Uidi, seen at Waddesden whilst Baron 

Mirdy ” Bothschtld was still with us in his favourite character 
of week-end host. Among other private collections, Sir William 
Agnew has two gems. The fact is, Guardi was a long time 
coming into recognition by his countrymen and the world at 
large. Buskin apparently never knew him. Certainly he does 
not mention his name in Modern Painters. It is known that, 
though of Austrian blood, he was born in Venice in 1712 and 
died there in 1 793. But among its palaces and hovels his home 
is nameless, his grave unknown. Mr. Simonson has collected 
materials for a life of the painter, founded on original research. 
The work is excellently done, but the charm of the volume, 
to the publication of wliich Mr. Methuen has done full honour, 
will he found in engravings of the painter’s best works! 
There are forty-two, marvellously reproduced, carefully 
mounted, ^ delights to the eye. Guardi found most of his 
subjects in Venice, whose stately buildings, whose gleaming 
water-ways, whose picturesque roofs, whose very atmosphere, 
are here reproduced. It is tantalising to read the text of a 
contract signed by the painter in his seventieth year, whereby, 
in exchange for the sum of £20, he undertakes to paint four 
pictures illustrating the visit of Pius VI. to Venice. 

Guy Boothby gave himself a first-rate chance of 
achieving a great success with a sensational novel when he 
selected. Russia) with of course Russian police, and mysterious 
Siberia as the scenery for the melodramatic action of his plot. 
Add. to this a hidden treasure bequeathed by a dying man 
to his benefactor who, becoming suddenly an almost hopeless 
invahd, is compelled to confide his secret to a rather ordi- 
nary person, whom he has accepted as his son-in-law, and who 
is assisted by a kind of “comic rehef ” uncle. The storv is 
c^ed In Spite of the Czar— rather a taking title (as its pub- 
lisher, Jo^ Long, must have thought) — though as a matter of 
fact the CzAB, to whom allusion is occasionally made, never 
appears , while the hidden treasure, of which we hear so much 
is so uncommonly weU concealed that it never turns up at all ! 

In fact, towards the close, when the villains are reaping the just 
reward of their villainy, when the fair damsel is rescued from 
toe toils, and when the excited reader says to himself, “ Now 
for toe treasure,” the author suddenly closes the book, and 
a^olutdy makes no further mention of the secreted millions. 

But toe treasure ? expostulates the reader. ‘ ‘ Treasure ? ” 
repeats Mr. Guy Booctby ; “ oh, yes, of course. Ah, weU, you 
toow. It was a secret treasure, wasn’t it? Yes. Very good 
Then we will keep it secret and 

say no more about it. Mum’s THE tlS3 T!Ai?n\r 

toe word.” Now, had either 

Gabokuu, or Bums, got bimsfilf 

into a difiBculty of this sort, 

a clear indication would have 

been given to the effect that 

amdous readers, wishing to be pM 

satisfied on such an important i®-l j 

point, must await the pubhea- 

tion of his forthcoming novel, vy 

Dead on Spot, when their curio- 

sity (in the case [of billiard /' iT 

players) would be gratified. BE 
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NIGHT-FALL IN THE WOODS. 

By Our Fleet Street Naturalist. 

(Wlio rattier fancies himself in ihe style of 
the late Richard Jefferies.) 

Lt this wooded coimtry night appears 
to faU slowly. Perhaps it is that in the 
dead January weather the light in and 
round the woods is never very clear, 
and that, as night draws on, some light 
is held and reflected! in the golden sheen 
of the fallen ash leaves, and so, as it 
were, prolongs the dusk. 

Here, on the north side of the great 
wood, it is peculiarly still, and, as 1 
wait in an angle between a giant beech 
and the crumbling wall of the old 
Roman camp, objects across the fields 
slowly lose their definition. 

Early as it is, the note of the nightin- 
gale floats from the coppice above, and 
the regular swish of the scythe in the 
meadow below can be distinctly heard. 

Presently, from the corner of the 
great wood, a hen pheasant hops out to 
her evening meal, followed by her 
devoted lord, and ere long the whole 
covey rise and wing their way to their 
resting-place in the wide stubbles 
adjoining. 

Still and dreary as woods seem in 
winter, it is only so to those whose ears 
are untuned to Nature. In the beech 
above there is a faint rustle, and yonder 
by the knot-hole appears the hthe red 
body of a stoat, busy feeding her young 
on the abundant beech-mast and acorns. 
The rabbits seem everywhere; country 
people still maintain that two or three 
of these faithful little animals inhabit 
one hole — ^locally called a “ bury.” 

From below comes the footfall of the 
keeper — a strong and wholesome man, 
surely, with his hounds clustering round 
his feet. The sportsmen, bending under 
their load of game, have crossed the 
park to the great house. The sport is 
over ; the game has been counted amid 
the lusty and well-earned plaudits of 
the beaters — ^hare and grouse, partridge 
and I rabbit, and their blood stains the 
greensward. 

A little later, and fresh fi*om his 
burrow under the old crab-tree comes 
Red Reynard; with easy springs he 
crosses the meadow, and- woe betide the 
rat or mouse that crosses his path this 
night! As I stand, his deep baying 
voice drifts through the coming dark- 
ness. 

Another visitor, this time daintily 
crossing the ride at my back ; surely no 
animal has so beautiful an eye as a hare. 
Encouraged by the stillness of all things, 
she stops and gracefully performs her 
toilet, softly laving first her ears and 
face, and then her body, in the sedge- 
grown brook. At the clank of the gate, 
as' the keeper leaves the wood, she is 





A QUALIFIED GUIDE. 


Befogged Pedeatrian. “ Codld you direct me TO the river, PLEASE ? ” 

Eatless and dripping Stranger. “ Straight ahead. I ’ve just come from it I ” 


instantly in her burrow. Hares, unlike 
rabbits, rarely make a bolt-hole. 

The gentle wind that has swayed the 
topmost boughs of the trees is stiUed ; 
the mist slowly rises from the brook, 
veiling the alders as it were in a silvery 
shroud; the fern-owl chants out his 
requiem to the dying day ; and so night 
comes. 


Me. Will Crooks, M.P., recently 
opened a new public library, and is 
reported by tbe Standard as having said 
thatj“ two years ago the son of a boiler- 


maker in Poplar went from a junior 
Scholarship to an intermediate, and 
then a senior, and in his very first year 
at Cambridge took bis blue (cheers). 
Could he have done that if it had not 
been for the public library?” This is 
indeed a fine tribute to authors like Mr. 
Eustace Miles. Or was it a chess blue ? 


A propos of the announcement that 
H. B. iRvma is to appear as Eamlet at 
the Adelphi Theatre (date unfixed) : — 

‘•Not Amurath an Amurath succeeds, 

But Harry Eenb 7.’^—2 Een. IV*., v. 2. 


VOL. oxxvm. 


X 
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For all tlie poets dead and gone 

THE SLUMP IN POETS. Whose Muse contrived to melt the nation 


[^fr. John Iane, Specialist, of the Bodley Head, has recently consented 
to discuss with an interviewer the depression in the Poetry Market. _He 
is n(»t, however, responsible for the dieories advanced in the following 
lines.] 

Lo ! where a Century lies still-bom, 

The Patron’s tears come down like sleet, 

And barren cries from lips forlorn 
Ring on the roofs of Vigo Street ; 

In vain among the groves to search, 

Cheerless and bare and dumb and chilly, 

Where vocal fowls were wont to perch 
J ust at the back of Piccadilly. 

Scarce half a score of years have sped 
{Who was it wrote that Art is long ? ”) 

Since every hair on Bodley’s Head 
Harboured a separate bird of song ; 

Yes, that enchanted spot was then 
A very Zoo of aves rarce — 

The pencilled lark, the GalHc hen, 

The yellow rook, the blue canarj’-. 

Imbibing Heliconian dew, 

Nightjar and jay and turtle-dove 
Sang Bacchus and his satyr crew, 

Siienus, Liberty and Love ; 

All day, and loudest after dark, 

Their shrill and space-defying chorus 
Would reach as far as Bedford Park, 

It was so poignant, so sonorous. 

But now— poor Hippocrene is dry, 

Where once, with heavenly wings unfrayed, 
Squadrons of prancing Pegasi 
Swept up the Burhngton Arcade ; 

And if you ask, “ Where springs the rill 
That laves the local Muse’s Mountain ? ” 

You will be thought an imbecile. 

And told to try the Shaftesbury Fountain. 

I have a friend that lately found 
A pilgrim, come from oversea, 

Pacing, as if on holy ground, 

The cloisters of The Albany, 

Who said : “ Right here, Sir, I opine, 

Your British Muse is stiU located ? ” 

^Vllereat the other naade no sign, 

Deeming his man inebriated. 

Where lies the cause that facts are thus ? 

A dearth of topics ? Surely no ! 

Why, what about the Motor-bus, 

The Tube and 'Bridge and L’Art Nouveau ? 

May not the loftiest poet find 
Inspiring stuff in modern movements, 

And trace a beauty (undesigned) 

Even in things like Stiund ** improvements ? ” 

Alas ! the evil lies witliin ; 

It is the lust for higher pay, 

The passion (so debased) to win 
Fortune by some more facile way ; 

Greedy to pouch the larger loaf, 

Young men who might have made our verses 
Prefer to tout, or type, or chauff, 

Or ride as mutes on funeral hearses. 

And this is why no bards occur. 

None ever knows that aching void, 

That hunger, prompting like a spur, 

Which former genii enjoyed ; 


Habitually did it on 

A regimen of strict starvation. 

Yet is the fault not theirs alone 

Who love their ease before their Art ; 

The pubhc’s self is somewhat prone 
To let its stomach blunt its heart ; 

For men in these expansive times 
(Due, I am told, to fiscal freedom), 

Though earth were black with angels’ rhymes, 
Dine far too well to want to read ’em. 0 S. 


QUEEN SYLVIA. 

Chapter X. 

A Momentous Interview. 

The news that the Queen had decided by and with the 
advice of her Ministers to propose to the King of Efsenblut a 
personal meeting for the friendly discussion of the difficulty 
outstanding between their respective countries, was received 
by the population of Hinterland with extreme astonishment. 
Nothing in their past history had prepared them for anything 
but a warlike settlement of a question which had assumed 
dimensions so great and bristled with complications so serious 
and so varied. When, however, the great official newspaper 
declared in a double-leaded leading article that it had foreseen 
for some time past that events were inevitably moving in this 
direction; that, as a matter of fact, no other method of 
adjustment had ever been contemplated or thought possible 
by Her Majesty’s advisers, and that it redounded much to the 
Queen’s credit and would, indeed, reflect indelible glory upon 
her to have chosen the exact psychological moment for 
making a proposal which would probably have the effect of 
saving two great nations from the dreadful horrors of war — 
why, then it began to be realised by all that the decision was 
one for applause and not for censure. Thereupon was to be 
obse^ed the wonderful spectacle of a whole people rusliing 
precipitately from a sanguinary and overmastering desire for 
battles into a passionate adherence to the sacred cause of 
peace. To he sure there were one or two trifling exceptions 
to the chorus of praise. An evening paper, for instance, 
which combined no reputation for wisdom or good taste with 
a small circulation and a large measure of insolence, declared 
solenmly that if such things as these were done in the gi*een 
tree it shuddered to think what might happen in the dry. 
For itself, it continued, it would protest to the last against so 
criminal a surrender. Was it for nothing, then, it asked in 
indignant tones, that the great Field Marshal, the hero of a 
hundred victorious battles, had been summoned from his 
leisured retirement, that the manhood of the country had 
trooped to the coloius, and that all the war-correspondents had 
been bidden by those who were in the counsels of the War 
Office to prepare their service uniformsand their official badges? 

“ There can be but one explanation,” it concluded. “ The 
Ministers have sold their countiy, and made the Queen a 
laugliing-siock. We demand’ their immediate impeachment.” 

Nobody, however, took so much notice of this bombast as 
might be involved in breaking the windows of the editorial 
office ; and when the Poet Laureate, in accents of almost 
painfffi sincerity they were published at one shiUing, bound 
in white and stamped with doves and olive branches in gold 
on both covers— when, as I say, the Poet Laureate implored 
The child who sways the sceptre to proceed, 

Heedless of clamour, scornful of intrigue, 

Boldly to register a matchless deed 
Where in a white- winged league 
Mercy and peace and justice are combined — 

it was acknowledged that he had once again interpreted with 
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RE A DY TO OBLIGE. 

Eight Hon. Abxh-e J. B-lf-e {medUativehj, cdovd). “ I WISH I COULD FIND A DOUBLE TO TAKE MY 
PLACE IN THE HOUSE ! ” 

Me. W-nbt-n Ch-eoh-u. (aside to himself). I “OUGHT NOT TO BE ANY DIFFICULTY ABOUT THAT!” 
Me. Ll-sd-G-ege {aside to himself). j 

[John Chileote, U.P., in Mrs. Thobston’b novel (about to be dramatised) has a double who acts as his substitute in Parliament.] 
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A DOUBTFUL CHARACTER. 

Mabel (to mother, who has just read announcement of forthcoming local dog shou). “ Oh, Mothee, do let’s send * Scamp.”* 
Mother. “No, dear. I’m aeraid he’s not good enough.” Mabel. “Why — ^wtiat’s he done now?” 


an inspired exactness the sentiments of the immense majority 
of the population. 

Thus it came about that when Sylvia set forth on her 
expedition she was acclaimed by an overwhelming demonstra- 
tion of national joy. The houses burst out with bunting, 
arches of imitative masonry sprang up in unexpected 
thoroughfares, strong men shouted and wept, three old ladies 
of the working-class broke through the cordon at different 
points and endeavoured to kiss her hand, and the I^rd 
Mayor, having delivered an address at the railway station, 
pushed forward his reluctant five -year -old daughter to 
present the Queen with a gigantic bouquet of lilies and 
white roses. In fact, everything showed that the gi'eat heart 
of the people had been deeply moved. 

The place chosen for the meeting between Queen Sylvia 
and King Otho was the historic town of Acheval, which 
stands, as it were, astride of the fi-ontier line dividing the two 
countries, half of it being in Hinterland, while the other 
half was in Eisenblut. In the midst of it is laid out a 
noble garden extending along the frontier and adorned with 
pavihons and trophies of both nations. Here the Sovereigns 
were to meet and decide. There had been some natural 
trouble at first in fixing an hour for the interview, for the 
question of time, as you wiU remember, was the very origin 
of the crisis. A spirit of accommodation had, however, 
prevailed, and, after minor concessions on the subiect of 
hours and minutes had been made (without prejudice) on 
both sides, this important matter was finally arranged to the 
satisfaction of everybody. 

Punctually at the time appointed Sylvia arrived in her 


Mabel. “Why— vtiat’s he done now?” 

portion of the town, while at the same moment King Otho 
steamed into his. Ten minutes afterwards Eng Orno, in 
the uniform of the Enteiland Fusiliers (the Die-Hards), of 
which he was Honorary Colonel, and attended by a numerous 
Staff, called at Sylvia’s Pavilion and inscribed his name in 
the visiting book. Half an hour after that Queen Sylvia, in 
the uniform of the Eisenblut Lancers (the Ever Triumphant), 
of which she was Honorary Colonel, returned the Eng’s visit 
at his Pavilion. Both sides then retired for refreshments, 
and an hour afterwards to the minute the real business began. 

It was, if I may say so, with a beating heart and the 
Foreign Minister at her side that Sylvia at last found herself 
walking to the meeting-place in the centre of the garden, 
while in the distance might be dimly descried the figures of 
Eng Otho and his ilinister advancing with a similar in- 
tention. 

“Your Majesty,” said Sylvia’s attendant earnestly, “will 
not forget to insist on the importance of the astronomical 
tables which my department has drawn up. Om’ whole case 
hinges on them.” 

“The astronomical tables?” said Sylvia vaguely. “Did 
you give them to me ? ” 

“They are in your Majesty’s muff,” said the Foreign 
Minister. 

“Yes, yes, so they are. I hope I shall remember every- 
thing,” said the Queen. ^ “ I shall certainly try to. Well, he 
really is very good-looking. Announce me,” she added with 
t!^t dignity which was one of her strongest characteristics. 

Eng Otho on his side had been not without some anxiety 
as to the interview, but when he set eyes on the beautiful 
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young Queen his heart gave a leap and he began to forget 
his time-tables. 

“By Zeus ! ” he said, “ she is a delightful sight. I shall 
enjoy this interview.” 

“Your Majesty/' said his Minister apprehensively, “will 
be firm on the question of clocks.” 

“Trust me,” laughed the King. “I will be a regular 
devil for clocks,” and, if a King may be supposed to \vink, 
this King did so to the scandal of the statesman his 
companion. 

The next moment the King and' the Queen were presented 
to one another and walked oS together. 

What passed at this interview I know, but I shall not say. 
]\J[any learned historians have spent much toil upon it, and to 
these I refer the curious. Certainly it was a long interview, 
and the two Foreign Ministers had exhausted all their 
diplomatic small talk long before it came to an end. 

At last the two Sovereigns reappeared, and it was noticed 
that both were smiling, and that the King wore in the lapel 
of his coat a white rose which had not formerly adorned it. 

“It is the custom amongst Kings,” said Otho, “to kiss 
when they part, since Kings are brothers.” 

“ It is an honourable custom,” said Sylvia. 

“And a Queen and a King,” continued Otho, “are sister 
and brother.” 

“ Of course,” said Sy'lha, “we must not neglect the rules.” 

So they exchanged kisses in accordance with tradition. 

“And, by the way,” said Sylvlv in some dismay, “I have 
quite forgotten to mention the question ” 

“ Oh, the question of the time-tables and aU that,” said 
the King contemptuously. “As to that, I have decided. I 
withdraw my decrees. Everything shall be as before.” 

“ You are very good,” said Sylvia. 

“And you,” said King Otho, “ are very beautiful.” 

Thus was peace assured between Hinterland and Eisenblut. 


Arms and tee Dog. — Drastic measures have been taken in 
Hexhamshire for the destruction of the now notorious woK, 
if we are to believe the Newcastle Daily Journal, “Tbe 
hounds,” it says, “ were in the shire on Monday, and about 
a dozen of those on horseback and two on foot were armed 
with guns.” This is indeed to “ Cry havoc ! and let loose 
the dogs of war.” 


The loose habit of speech by which we identify animate 
objects with their surroundings — as in the phrases, “The 
House rose to its feet,” or “The Gallery howled” — may easily 
lead us into trouble. Thus, from the Exchange and Mart 

lyTAHOGANY Palace shaped aviary, in good condition, 10s. 6d., 
ItX very tame ; parrakeet and cage, says few words, 10s. 6d. 


A Good Ex^vmple.— The Masters of the Hon. Society of 
Gray’s Inn recently issued a card of invitation to dinner, and 
two words were emphatically underlined, *'No Speeches'' 
Hear ! Hear ! This is the right festive and seasonable way 
of dishing up the Bore’s Head. Just the loyal and ancient 
toasts sans phrase. 0 si sie omms. 


A Home from Home. 

We have pleasure in publishing an extract from the pro- 
spectus of a Kind'erhof, or Hostelry for Mants, clearly 
modelled on the lines of the Children’s Hotel in New York. 

HOTEL KIDDYMBTSTER, BABBACOMBE. 

Within a few mimites* toddle of the sands. Rattle-hand plays daily 
in the Great Indiaruhher Ballroom. Hotel Pram meets all trains. 

Stabling for rocking-horses. Mailcart Garage, 


SAD CONTRASTS. 

The gentle savage on his lowly plane 
Of bestial innocence and lack of culture, 

Ignores, ’tis said, the modern social bane 
Of boredom, blues, and mental overstrain, 

That tears his betters like the mythic vulture. 

Far from encouraging his private woes 
He has a plan to dissipate them fully ; 

When he is duH, he takes a club and goes 
Off to the most convenient of his foes, 

And heats him for refresliment where he ’s woolly. 

Sartorial laws that guide his nobler kin, 

Even from birth, which all experience teaches 
To be a sweet and decent discipfine, 

The unembarrassed creature honours in 
The breach, and quite neglects them in the breeches. 

Holding th’ immodest minimum enough 

To give him due protection from the weather, 

He flaunts, devoid of artificial slough, 

His highly burnished suit of native buff, 

WTth, now and then, a ceremonial feather. 

When in his easy Prime’s inglorious noon 
Touched to the heart by Cupid’s wanton arrow, 

It does not make him sigli, or sulk, or swoon, 

(As we do) or affront the solemn Moon 

W^ith serenades that chill the lady’s marrow. 

Our ordered ritual of prayers and vows 
And soft persuasive arts does not impress him ; 

No. When he sees a likely-looi:ing spouse, 

He buys her at her market rate in cows, 

• And never tiiinks of her opinion, bless him ! 

Nay, more. WTiile you and 1 must rest content 
(Apparently) with one domestic chattel. 

The uninstructed pluralist may vent 
His natural polyganiistic bent 
As often and as long as he has cattle. 

The labour of the fields— -to till the ground, 

To reap the fruit, to guard the herds and flocks is 
With us the sterner sex’s daily round; 

He, by a mastery too rarely found, 

Commits the toil to his connubial proxies. 

And thus he lives iinchaslened by the rods 
That Fortune pickles for the back of Labour : 

The worst (and happiest) of moral clods, 

He never knew his duty to his gods, 

And wasn’t taught his duty to his neighbour. 

0 Readers, we are very wise, no doubt : 

We know a power of science, art, and letters ; 

But if you come to think the matter out, 

The artless wildling knows bis way about 
As well as any of his cultured betters. 

He never thinks of what he “ can’t afford ” ; 

His tailor’s biU approaches the ideal ; 

He does no work, and yet is never bored ; 

And has, beyond all doubt or question, scored 
In having solved the Problem Hymeneal. 

And oft, when sorrow bids me realise 
All that he has, and I have lost, for ever, 

1 feel that I am tired of being wise ; 

And the vain, himgry, wish begins to rise 
That I were less laboriously clever. 

Dum-Dum. 
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FILLING THE BREACH. 


21/iAS Hmythe (organising a subscription dance). *‘I’m ik despair about our Dance, Mr. 
Brown. So many people have failed me. You’ll come, w^on’t you?” 

Mr. Brown. “Really, Miss Smythe, I’m not a dancing man. I don’t dance at all!” 
Miss S. “ Oh, that won’t matter in the least. You ’d help to fill up, you know 1 ” 

Mr. B. “Ah — yes — ^with pleasure. I will look in about supper-time.” 


THE LAWS OF BRIDGE. 

As some do'a])t prevails, except per- 
i haps in clubs, about the latest rules, we 
! have much pleasure in publishing them. 
W e think they vhU add to the amenities 
of the game and greatly increase the 
enjojnneiit of the players. 

Dummy — The dealer’s partner, after 
exposing his hand, has no part in the 
game, yet on no pretence whatever 
(except as at the end of this law) is he 
allowed to leave liis seat, or to look over 
his adversaries’ hands. He is entitled 
to say “Having none?” should the 
dealer renounce, but with this exception 
he must not speak, move, cough, sneeze, 
wink, smile, laugh, or make any noise 
or movement whatever. (If the players 
are ladies the dealer’s partner is allowed 
to speak, hut not more than ten worcls.j 
Should he do any of these things the 
adversaries arc entitled to blindfold him 
with his own liandkei chief, to gag him 
with his own pocket-pencil or jDeiiknifo, 
and to tie him to his chair with anti- 
macassars or with strips of window- 
curtains. If the players are ladies the 
adversaries are entitled to call her “ a 
person.” He (or she) is, however, 
allowed to cough or sneeze if he can 
show a doctor’s certificate to prove that 
he is justified in doing so, and it is 
usual for the adversaries to raise no 
objection to his blinking his eyes, if it is 
I natural and simultaneous, and in no 
way reseralfies a wink. Moreover, he 
(or she) IS allowed to leave his chair in 
certain circumstances beyond his con- 
trol, such as; — Apoplexy, Collapse of 
the Floor, whether due to jerry building 
or the weight of the players ; Distraint 
of his Obair for Education Rate, 
whether he be a Passive Resister or not ; 
Earthquakes ; Explosions ; Fire, in the 
same building; “Pins and Needles” in 
his foot — in this case only with the 
consent of the adversaries ; Revolver 
Shots, as in mining camps and other 
unsettled districts ; Riots, if immediately 
outside; Shells, if falling on the house 
during a bombardment ; and Tidal 
Waves. 

Tricks turned. — Once trick is com- 
plete, turned and quitted, it must not be 
looked at until tlie end of the hand. If 
however an ace should, when turned, be 
found to have a pattern on the hack 
quite different to the other cards, the 
players shaU count their cards, and the 
one having an extra card shall be forcibly 
searched and compelled to eat any other 
aces found up his sleeves. The partner 
of the dealer is allowed to leave his chair 
to assist. 

llecoke . — ^If a player revokes more than 
five times in two consecutive hands the 
other players are entitled to kick him on 
the shins, without undue violence, or, if 


the players are ladies, to scratch her face 
gently. If aU the players revoke more 
than five times in one hand it is advisable 
to stop the game. 


An Echo of Hile End. 

Straus shows 
How the wind blows. 

N.B. — ^At the risk of spoiling the 
grammar of the above poem, our readers 


are invited, out of compliment to the 
nationality which Mr. Straus claims, to 
give a British pronunciation to his 
name. 


A Hea\t Sleeper. — “To-day’s Mar- 
seilles boat express from London will 
be an exceptionally heavy train. The 
Duke of Devonshire wiU be among 
the passengers .” — Manchester Courier 
of Jan. 19. 
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LIFE’S LITTLE DIFFICULTIES. 

X. — The Smithsons, the Parkinsons, 
AND Col. Home-Hopkins. 

I. 

2Iiss Daisy Hopping to a life-long school 
friend, {Extract.) 

The news is tliat mother is going to 
give another Xo. 1 dinner party, the 
first for three years. We are to have 
waiters from London instead of poor old 
SiLHiT, the greengrocer, who breathes 
down your bach, and two special entrees, 
and the ehnmy" gne that grandpapa left 
us instea.l ■' J Dick always calls the 

T^te Montee brand for local consump- 
tion. And the county perple are ashed 
this time— no Smithsons an*! P'.r.siNroy? 
and Col. Home-Hopkins, and the other 
regular old stodgers who go to all the 
parties within a radius of six miles. It 
is all because Uncle and Aunt Moedaunt 
are coming from India, and he has just 
got a C.S.I. 

II. 

Messrs. Patti and Casserole to 

Mrs. Montgomery Hopping, 

llADiiM, — ^In reply to your esteemed 
favour of the 22nd we would^ suggest 
quenelles de volaiUe aux champignons as 
one enti^ee and ris de reau h VArmandine 
as the other* The two waiters will come 
to you by the 3.5 from Euston. We are, 
Madam, Yours faithfully, 

Patti Aim Casserole. 

III. 

MissfDaisij Hopping to the same life-long 
school friend. (Exti^act.) 

Mother is in her best temper, as aU 
the guests she has ashed have accepted. 
Lena and I are not to come down to 
dinner, because there won’t be room, 
but we are to go in afterwards, and 
Mother is giving us new dresses. Mine 
is [thirty lines omitted]. So you see it ’s 
an ill wind that blows nobody any good. 
Uncle Mordaunt wih talh about Stone- 
henge all the time, but they all say they 
are so charmed to be going to meet him. 

IV. 

Mrs! Leonard Hatt to Mrs. Montgomery 
Hopping. 

Dear Mrs. Hopping, — ^I am so very sorry 
to have to tell you that we shall not be 
able to ^dine with you on the 5th after 
all, as my husband is iU with a chill. 
You wiU, I hnow, he glad to hear that 
his temperature is now nearly normal, 
after a very anxious time, but the doctor 
forbids aU thought of going out of doors 
for at least ten days. I am exceedingly 
sorry, as we were so looldng forward to 
the evening at your pretty house and to 
seeing dear Sir^MoRDAUNT again. I am, 
Yours sincerely, 

Mildred Hatt. 

V. 

Lady Dardham to the Hon. Mrs. 
Willie Boss. 

Deai Nanny, — We reached town 
yesterday, after a dehghtful cruise, and 
now we want to see you and Willie more 
than anything, so come up on the 5th, 
Thursday, and we will go somewhere, 
and have supper, and talk it all over. 
If you have an engagement, break it. 

Yours, Bee. 

VI. 

The Hon. Mrs. Willie Boss to Mrs. 

Montgomery Hopping. 

Dear Mrs. Hopping,— It is very dis- 
tressing to me to have to decline an 
invitation after accepting it, but I have 
just discovered that we have an engage- 
ment for the 5th which cannot be put 
off. I am so very sorry, and I promise I 
will never be so careless again — if you 
ever give me another chancej BeHeve 
me, dear Mrs. Hopping, 

Yours very truly, 

Annette Eoss. 

VII. 

Canon Bath to Mrs. Montgomery Hopping ^ 

My dear Mrs. Hopping, — I very deeply 
regret to have to write as I must ; but 
we are aU servants and at tbe mercy of 
our masters, and the Bishop has just 
signified his intention of visiting Widdes- 
don on the day of your charming party, 
and has asked me to be his host. 

To so good a churchwoman as your- 
seK I need not say more, except that I 
am deeply concerned to have to break 
faith with you and to miss a congenial 
antiquarian gossip with Sir Mordaunt. 
Believe me, dear Mrs. Hopping, 

Yours sincerely, 

Oliver Bath. 

VIII. 

Mrs. Vansittart to Mrs. Montgomery 
Hopping. 

Dear Mrs. Hopping, — ^I have put off 
writing tih the last moment, hoping 
that the necessity might pass, but I am 
now forced to say -that I shall not be 
able to dine with you on the 5th. Poor 
Arthur was brought home ou Saturday, 
from imxed hockey, so badly bruised 
and injured that he has been in bed 
ever since and requires constant atten- 
tion. I am sure that you (who also are 
a mother) will understand that I should 
not like to leave him in this state even 
for an evening ; and so I hasten to let 
you know. Yours sincerely, 

Kate Vansittart. 

P.8. — ^You will please teE Sir Mordaunt 
and Lady Hopping that I am deeply 
grieved not to meet them, 

IX. 

Mrs. Montgomery Hopping to Messrs. Patti 
and Casserole. (fPelegram.) 

Mrs. Montgomery Hopping wiE not 

require either the entrees or the waiters 
for the 5th. 

Miss Daisy Hopping to the same life-long 
school friend. (Extract.) 

This house isn’t fit to live in. Every- 
one who was invited has hacked out, 
except old General Stores, who says he 
put off going to the South of France on 
pmpose. Mother never thought he 
would come at aE. If it weren’t for 
him, mother (who is more like a whirl- 
wind than anything I ever experienced) 
says she would have no party at aE; but 
now she must go on with it, especially 
as she told Uncle Mordaunt. And so it 
means the Smithsons and the Parkinsons 
and Col. Home-Hopkins after aE. The 
worst of it is we are not to have new 
dresses. 

XI. 

Mrs. Parkinson to Mrs. Montgomery 
Hopping. 

Dear Mrs. Montgomery Hopping, — ^It 
wiE give Mr. Parkinson and myself such 
very great pleasure to dine with you on 
the 5th to meet your distinguished 
brother-in-law. A dinner party at your 
house is always such an event, and in 
our remote neighbourhood, where excite- 
ments are so few, short notice perhaps 
adds to the delight. Believe me, 

Yours sincerely, 

Mildred Parkinson. 

XII. 

Col. Home-Hopkins to Mrs. Montgomery 
Hopping. 

My dear Lady, — ^Your word is always 
law, and you may count on me to be on 
your hospitable doorstep at the stroke 
of eight. Would that you had said 
seven, that an hour of happiness were 
added 1 I beg you not to apologise for 
what you caE short notice. No notice 
should be too short to a soldier. I am, 
dear^Lady, yours to command, 

Edgar Home-Hopkins. 

XIIT. 

Mrs. Smithson to Mrs. Montgomery 
Hopping. 

My dear Mrs. Hopping,— It would give 
Mr. Smithson and myself much pleasure 
to accept your kind invitation were it 
not that we are a Ettle in bondage to a 
visitor, a niece of my husband’s, such a 
very nice girl, who is staying with us 
before taking up a position at Cannes 
as a companion to a very interesting old 
lady, the widow of Commander Mun- 
caster, who, you may remember, died a 
few weeks ago. As we do not quite 
like to leave her alone aE the evening I 
wondered if I might bring Madeline 
with me. She is a very nice girl, and 
quite the best pupil at the Guildhall 
School of Music last year. Perhaps you 
would Eke her to bring some music with 
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her. I know it is often a help. But of 
course, dear Mrs. Hopptxg, you will say 
at once if it is inconyenient or likely to 
put your table out, and then we can 
perhaps get Miss Moberly to come in for 
the evening and bring her knitting, as 
I should not like to refuse your very 
kind invitation. The Doctor was saying 
only the other day how long it was since 
we "had the pleasure of dining with you 
As for short notice, I hope you won’t 
mention it. It is so difficult often to 
give long notice, as I know only too 
well. Yours very truly, 

Martha Smithson. 

P.S.— I find I have not said how glad 
we shall be to see Sir Mordaunt and 
Lady Hopping. 

XIV. 

Mrs. Mord(jomery Hooping to Mrs. Smart. 
To Mrs. Smart. 

I am glad your husband can come for 
Thursday evening. I am counting on 
him to be here at five to help with the 
silver, and I shall want some mushrooms 
if you can get them, some French beans, 
and two heads of celery. 

E. Montgomery Hopping. 


DON QHEOTE TO MR. PUNCH. 

(Translation.) 

Very mister my, — I hear that in this 
manner one now begins a letter in 
Spain. Ay de mi! How unlike the 
stately politeness and elegant phrases of 
my time 1 But then we are so far from 
the days of Amadis de Gauia, and are 
even now three hundred years from my 
first appearance, which your contem- 
poraries, Senoi* Punch, have lately 
celebrated. 

I hear sometimes of your country and 
its possessions, larger, though not more 
illustrious, than in the time of your 
glorious Queen, who defeated even the 
Lavincible Armada of Spain. What a 
woman ! And I hear also of you, Senor 
Punch, and that you desire to right the 
wrong and to succour the oppressed, as 
all brave men should do. No doubt 
there are stiU wrongs to right, though 
you have an assembly of representatives 
of the people who talk for six months of 
every year in order to do this, and have 
talked in like manner for centuries, and 
yet there are men in your country who 
clamour for work and children who cry 
for food. Vdlame Dios! why do they 
talk so much and achieve so little ? 

I hear there is in your country an 
ingenious gentleman, named, I think, 
Don Jos^ de la Tarifa, who loves, as I 
loved, to tilt at giants — or at windmills, 
as my squire Sancho Panza called them. 
I never could quite understand which 
they were. I know not if Don Jos£ be 
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“ Come on, Grandpa, there 's just room under here, I think ! ” 


one of your friends, but I hear that his 
brave arm offers protection to the 
oppressed, and Amadis de Gaula himself 
could have done no more. Yet in former 
days he offered each citizen a cow, which 
was indeed a strange gift for a knight 
errant. And you Imve other ingenious 
gentlemen, who run their swords into 
wine-skins, or beer-barrels, and them- 
selves drink only water, or a decoction 
of the strange Eastern herb called tea. 
Gran merced! There are still followers 
of Amadis de Gaula! I hope you have 
also brave knights who fight for oppressed 
damsels, as I fought for Dona Dulcinea 
DEL Toboso. But it has been said to me 
that the damsels in your country are now 
so large of stature and so powerful of 
limb that they need no one to fight for 
them. 

My squire, Sancho Panza, presents his 
humble respects. I kiss the hands of 
your Excellency, and I am your servant, 
Quijote de la Mancha. 

Timid Little Man (apologetically, to 
large and terrifying female Dummy). 
I leave it you, partner. 

Dummy. Coward ! 


WHEN? 

It is not when the green Venetian blind 

Flaps at the wayward prompting of the 
wind, 

That thoughts of thee come crowding to 
the mind. 

When with adroitly modulated brush 

My few remaining hairs I coax and crush, 

No words of thine into my memory rush. 

Nor, when with nimble hands that work 
apace, 

Low bending, I begin my boots to lace. 

Do I look up and seem to see thy face. 

If haply now and then when things go 
wrong, 

In moments weak I use a word too strong, 

It brings no music from Love’s old sweet 
song. 

Roses may bloom and strawberries grow 
red, 

Yet dreams of days with thee forever fled 

Refuse to come, but keep away instead. 

Ah sad ! from such a height so soon to fall ! 

Those halcyon days, those days beyond 
recall, 

I fear I never think of them at aU. 




AFTER A SHOOT IN COUNTY CLARE. 

llaster. “Well, Paddy, what sort of a bao?” 

Toddy. “Well, yeb Hohoto, ootjetih’ the Rabbits, there is nme distinct spayoies o’ Birds!” 


OPEN LETTER. 

To A Pair of Football Boots. 

(WiiA aeknoulcdgmenis to Mr. C. B. Fry in the 
“Daily Do^presa,'^) 

Dear old pals,— I -want to speak to 
you seriously and as man to man, be- 
cause you ’re not mere dead hide, are 
you? No, no, you are intelligent, sen- 
tient soles, and to be treated as such by 
every player. 

Ah ! booties, booties, you little beau- 
ties, what a lot you mean to us, don’t 
you ? and how hardly we use you. 

I’ve known men to take you off after 
a game, hurl you — as Jots hurled his 
tn^derbolts — ^into a corner of the pav. 
and there leave you till you are next 
required. 

Ah. ! old men, that ’s not right, is it ? 
Mow would we great machines of bone, 
muscle, and nerve-centre (ahf those 
nerve-centres, what tricky things they 


are!), how would we be for the next 
match if we were treated like that? 
Pretty stiff and stale, eh, old booties ? 

Now, look here, when we come in 
after a hard, slogging game, our bodies 
and the grey matter in our brains 
thoroughly exhausted, imnied.ately we’ve 
had our bath, our rub-down, and our 
rap- of steaming hot Hercubos (I find 
Hercubos the finest thing to keep fit on 
during a hard season) we must turn our 
attention to you, booties. 

First, out from our little bag must 
c^e our piece of clean, sweet selvyt. 
With it all that nasty black slime that 
gets into your pores and makes you 
crack must be wiped off. Now, before 
^ of coal— not coke, 

mnd, the fumes of a coke fire pale and 
d^^genate the red corpuscles of our 
blood, you know— we must carefully 
warn you till you are ripe to receive a 
real good dousing of our Porpo (I find 


Porpo the finest thing for keeping 
boots soft and pliable). 

Finally, with a white silk handker- 
chief we must give you a soft polishing, 
and there you are, sweet and trim against 
our next match. Every morning you 
may be sure we will, like Boreas, drive 
away the clouds of dust that collect on 
you. 

And then there are the laces to attend 
to. Oh, yes, your laces are like our 
nerve-fibres, the httle threads that keep 
^ whole big body taut and sound. 
They, too, must have a good' rubbing of 
Porpo and a rest if they need it. 

Ah ! and won’t you repay our trouble, 
booties, when next we slip you on ! How 
tightly you will clasp us just above the 
tubercles of our tibiae, how firmly you , 
^11 gnp our pliant toes, how you w ill 
help us^ to send the ball swishing — low 
and swift — ^into the well-tarred net J 
Good-night, booties. 
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AN EMEEGENOY EXIT. 


Rnssmi Beae. “I’M CUTTING EA.THEII A POOE FIGURE IN TBUS COMPETITION. I THINK 
rttat.T. get outside on to the dangerous part, and then they ’LL HAYE TO RESCUE 
E . . I SHOULD RATHER IJKE TO BE RESCUED.” 
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THE D-KE OF D-V-NSH-RE IN EGYPT. 

Eis Grace {yamihig). “ Luckt Beggars ! ! ’* 


THE LEADING ARTICLE OF 
THE FUTURE. 

[Tlie following article was wiitten by a 
member of tbe Editorial staff of Mr. Pimch in 
collaboration with a member of tbe Advertising 
staff who independent''’^ and tasted 

aH tbe products bore ^ 

Strange and paradoxical as it may 
appear, tlie War has drawn yellow and 
white together for the first time by a 
feeling of human equality. But ichile a 
prolonged study of the humane aits may 
refine and soften the mind — '' emoUit 
mores ” as Ovid has it, neither all the 
colours of the rainbow nor all the perfumes 
of silken Samarcand can conjure ahadly- 
fatted soap into a fit and leneficent 
emollient for the human shin. But to 
resume our study of the psychological 
results of the great conflict in the Far East. 
The generous conduct of the municipality 
of Nagasaki towards the Russian captives 
cannot but exert a powerful influence 
in assuaging international animosities. 
One consequence may be that inter- 
marriage between the Japanese and 
Western nations wiU graduaUy become 
frequent, with results to the future of 
civilisation as a whole that the intelli- 
gent anticipation of the most highly- 
trained publicist can hardly hope to 
fathom. On the other hand a detergent 
intended for use in the halneum matu- 
tinum^^ or morning tuh^^ must possess 
greater tenacity of fibre and in conse- 
quence requires a higher percentage of 
tallow. The hearing of this on the pro- 
duction of New Zealand mutton and the 
entire p'^eferential system unll not escape 
the most superficial observer. In the 
meantime the Japanese Press, not with- 
out considerable provocation, is beginning 
to protest against the laxity with which 
the French authorities in Madagascar 
have construed their obligations as 
neutrals, while simultaneously Russian 
journals of all shades of opinion are 
denouncing their “ dear allies ” for the 
inadequacy of their benevolence. The 
French are no longer in good odour 
in 8t. Petersburg. And this reminds 
us that the scenting of tablets is an 
art in uhich few soapboilers attain 
perfection. All the perfumes of Aroby, 
the blossoms of Cashmere, and the recon- 
dite aromas of the by-products of Baku 
are blended by the modern alchemist in one 
superb and engrossing totality. Success 
in this process is the work of a lifetime, 
nay, of many lifetimes. For it is, alas ! 
only too true that an odour which would 
be admirable in a detergent would be 
positively disgusting on a Tnouchoir. It 
is the old, old story. What is one man’s 


meat is another man’s poison, and we 
must never forget that one of the greatest 
British prelates of the nineteenth century 
was distinguished by a sobriquet em- 
phasising his saponaceous excellence. 
But on the chessboard of life as on 
that of pastime the moves of bishops 
or kings do not always decide the 
greatest issues. In the opinion of the 
most acute observers the ultimate arbiter 
of Russia’s fate is neither Czar nor 
Mikado, Kuropatkin nor Oyama. If 
Russia is overthrown it wiU be not from 
wdthout but from within. The moujik 
as an individual may be a negligible 
quantity, but multiplied by ninety 
millions he becomes a portent. Hitherto 
he has never shown any capacity for 
united action, but within the last few 
weeks the possibility of a jacquerie 
infinitely transcending 'the most formid- 
able peasant outbreaks of France has 
advanced rapidly to the stage of immi- 
nent menace. The consumption of soap 
by the moujik is extremely limited. 
Indeed, he cannot even be said to 
emulate the historic vaunt of a former 
King of Saxony, who once observed, I 
wash myself every fortnight, whether I 
require it or mt.” Yet a good toilet 
soap, whose virtues as an emollient are 
admitted by every dermic expert, can 
now be produced by Grice and Company’s 
magical process at a price which brings 
it within the reach of the most im- 


pecunious moujik in the entire dominions 
of the great Weite Czar. In this con- 
text it is impossible to over-estimate the 
significance of the recent strike among 
the workmen employed at the Neva 
Shipbuilding yards. Russian Ministers 
have declared that the reconstruction of 
their fleet is an indispensable prehminary 
to the successful prosecution of the 
campaign in the Far East. But ships 
cannot build themselves. When Topsy 
said, ^^’Spect I growed,” she overlooked 
one prime essential in the normal develop- 
ment of the human frame, the habitual 
use in ablution of a sound, pure, and 
properly-fatted soap. It is true that some 
temerarious reactionaries, intoxicated 
with the exuberance of their own eccen- 
tricity, have not scrupled to assert that 
all the ills which flesh is heir to have 
their origin in the use of soap. Such 
persons are best lep to welter in the 
noisome obscurity to which their anarchical 
sentiments condemn them. Have they 
forgotten, we should like to know, what 
was the fate of the great unwashed when 
the Coldstream Guards were summoned 
to disperse the rioters in Goldbaih Fields 9 
Save they forgotten the tragic and terrible 
results of that appalling ‘‘cri du coeur,” 
''What, no soap?” which heralded the 
Armageddon in which the Great Panjan- 
drum fell, "ruining through Ike illimitable 
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Lofty Candidate. “And, Gentlemen, I— ar — mat confess, with— ar— some PARDt»NABLE 
PRIDE, THAT MY ANOESTAHS CAME OVAH WITH THE CONQHERAH.” 

Voice from the Crowd. “ Yah ! Garn ! Alien Himmigrant 1 ” 


inane ^*9 We may not all he ahle to 
lunch ecery day at the Saveloy Restau- 
rant, m* to keep a 60-7i.p. Mercedes, hut 
there is one thing that no self-respecting 
citizen can dispense uitli — a cake of 
pure, true, honest, properly-fatted soap, 
which forms the leading article of 
Messrs. Grice’s output — and onr own. 


CHARiVARIA. 

The Czar, it is stated, is contributing 
^010,000,000 towards the expenses of 
equipping a third Baltic Fleet for the 
Far East. This present to the Japanese 
is said to be in return for the chivalrous 
treatment of the defenders of Port Arthur. 


It is stated that General KuROPATKm is 
only waiting for a fine day to commence 
another battle. But if the strikes in 
Russia continue it may become necessary 
for his next “ advance ” to be made in a 
direct line for St. Petersburg. 

Pierre Loti, in his E scale's an Japon, 
expresses the view that the manners of 
the Japanese have been deteriorating, 
and, in the expressions of a crowd in 
Naga^M who mobbed two Frenchmen 
for kicking a dog, he fancied he could 
detect a hatred of aH Europeans. 

Geormany’s wish to be friends with 
England having been received with 


some scepticism in this country, a proof 
of the earnestness of lier intentions was 
asked for, and a coal strike has been 
organised in Westphalia to England’s 
great advantage. 

According to the Dally Chronicle, the 
news that an Anglo-German Club is to 
be formed in London has created an 
excellent effect in Berhn. Some such 
association with similar objects is now 
contemplated there, and “its members,” 
says our contemporary, “ would embrace 
leading men in public life.” This is, 
perhaps, needlessly effusive. 


Some idea of the rigour of the winter 
in Germany may be gathered from the 
fact that one man in Munich has stolen 
forty-four overcoats. 


The leading Boers in the Transvaal 
are starting a fierce opposition to the 
Imperial proposals for a new Constitution, 
being apprehensive that these may not re- 
sult ill Boer supremacy. It seems a pity to 
go out of our way to alienate our friends. 

We like to see a paper up to date. 
The Express published, last week, an 
article entitled “ The Finest Falls in the 
World ” on what was certainly the most 
slippery morning we have had this year. 

^ According to the Sporting- and Drama- 
tic News a number of wolf cubs have 


in recent years been sold to hunts in 
jhis country as young foxes. ^ Words 
tail us to express onr indignation that 
persons can be found so vile as to take 
advantage of innocent country folk like 
tliis. Someone will be pahning off young 
elephants on them next. 

Shortly after leaving Jamaica on the 
steamer Atrato, a second-class passenger 
was attacked by a snake measuring 5 ft. 
8 in. The brute is supposed to liave come 
on board with a consignment of ruin. 

Recent statistics show that London 
is becoming increasingly healthy, and 
it is regrettable that so many English- 
men should continue to patronise foreign 
health resorts. The exodus to the 
Riviera shows no signs of decreasing, 
and can only be explained by the pres- 
sure resulting fi-om alien immigration. 


Meanwhile, according to the Birth- 
rate returns, Londoners, who are rightly 
accused of taking no pride in their city, 
are showing an increased aversion to 
being bom. 

It will shortly he possible to book 
seats in the Gallery at the 8t. James’s 
Theatre, This will obviate the present 
inconvenient necessity of hurrying away 
from a dinner at the Carlton. 


A number of persons have written 
letters to the Manager of Drury Lane 
Theatre to say that The White Cat, as 
altered, is not so futile and improper as 
the Daily Mail said it was before it was 
altered. 


The Artillery, it is announced, will 
shortly be supplied with a new dress 
cap, having a peak and red band, which 
will make all the men look like officers. 
This clever device will, we suspect, 
attract to that branch of the Service 
more men than officers. 


"We think that the high state of civi- 
lisation reached by Coco, the marvellous 
monkey, has been exaggerated. It is 
true that when he attends a theatre, and 
is pleased, he claps Ids paws, but the 
beast cannot boo. 

_ The first nunffier of the Grand Maga- 
zine, we see from an advertisement, 
contains an article by Sir A. Conan 
Doyle, entitled “My Best Story, and 
why I think so.” Everyone, we imagine, 
will be anxious to hear more about 
Sherlock Hol^ies’s first death. 

Are we becoming less gallant ? When 
Miss Corelli declared, in her address at 
Northampton, “We have to-day no Scott, 
Thackeray, or Dickens,” there was not a 
single cry of “But we’ve ” 




PRIMUM VIVERE, DEINDE PHILOSOPHARI. 

“Is FlOERIE’s ENaAGEMENT REALLY OFF, THEN?** 

“Oh, yes. Jack wanted her to give up gambling and smoking, and goodnbss^knows what else,” ( phorus ) “How absurd!!*' 




70 


PUNCH, OE THE LONDON CHAEIVAEI. [January 25, 1905. 


HARLEQUIN AND THE HEROINE ; 

0?’, Row the Maiden of Melodvamia fared 
in the Regions of Pantomimia. 

Part II. 

But I was not allowed time for 
soliloquy, for abeady the distant strains 
of a band proclaimed the advent of the 
Royal party, and in an access of maidenly 
confusion I di*ew aside to observe the 
entrance of my princely lover. 

Then, as the music grew louder, there 
entered the Market Place a procession of 
sportsmen, some with bugles, some with 
spears, others bearing animals of every 
Imown and almost every unknown 
variety, the trophies of them skill, 
abeady rigid in death. 

These gentlemen grouped themselves 
naturally into two lines, and it was 
through the lane thus formed that I 
beheld for the first time H.R.H. Prince 
Prettyman of Pantomimia. 

How noble he looked, as with dehcate 
and haughty step he advanced to meet me ! 
He was clad, as were his comrades, in a 
costume which, while of suitably rich 
and even resplendent material, was yet 
designed to permit of that freedom of 
limb which is so essential to the pursuit 
of the chase. His demeanour was at 
once arch and engaging, and I imme- 
diately felt that I was in the presence 
of no ordinary being. 

“ Well, boys,” said the Prince, address- 
ing hi4 foRowers in a voice whose singu- 
lar quality would alone haVe commanded 
attention, even apart from his practice of 
speaking, as is, I understand, the habit 
of royalty, entirely in rhymed' couplets— 
“Well, boys, once more we be here at 
last. With all our dangers and our perils 
past ; Once more we gaze upon our homes 
and see Each well-known cottage and 
each family tree. But who comes here, 
what vision meets my eyes ? The Baron’s 
daughter 1 what a sweet surprise ! ” 

His words were indeed gratifying, 
though I was at first a little at a loss for 
the^ proper method of receiving such 
lyrical blandishments. Remembering, 
however, that a safe rule for heroines 
under any circmnstances says, ‘‘When 
indoubt, droop,” I drooped accordingly, 
I also blushed. 

But I will not recall our conversation 
verbatim ; indeed, my memoiy has 
retained rather the Prince’s reasons than 
his rhymes. Enough that we "plighted 
our troth in the midst of a chorus, 
several choruses, of approval ; a certain 
pubhcity of the emotions is one of the 
penalties of exalted station. That !ffis 
Royal Highness had mistaken me for my 
cousin was a detail with which I hesi- 
tated at such a moment to embarrass 

him. 

^ So soon as I was alone I sought out 
Sir Rupert, whom I discovered in The 


Baron’s Kitchen. I could not but 
notice that his manner seemed to lack 
something of its wonted assurance. 

“ I don’t understand the ways of these 
people,” he said, giving a dejected twirl 
to his moustache. “ They don’t appear 
to have the remotest idea of plot.” 

“While,” I returned, “t/our whole 
existence is one of deception and intrigue. 
Go, Sir Rupert, your presence here is 
hateful to me, but doubtless there ai*e 
those by whom such a gentleman as you 
would be appreciated ! ” 

I emphasised the word “gentleman” 
sarcastically, and we both waited for the 
customary response. As none came, I 
was forced to add, “I mean the villain of 

whom my cousin spoke. Surely he ” 

Sir ^ Rupert closed his eyes with a 
shudder. “If you had seen him,” he 
said, “you would understand that the 
subj ect is a painful one. He was di essed 



I Hurling vegetables at Sir Rupert, 

hke a pirate — ^I am endeavouring to 
forget his boots.” 

It was impossible not to pity the 
miscreant. He looked so forlorn and 
lonely. 

“I’m engaged to the Prince,” I said, 
thinking to cheer him with the prospect 
of action. 

“ Of course you are,” said Sir Rupert, 
“ and I ’m waiting here to kill your Uncle 
and then say that the Prince did it. I 
at least can do my duty, although,” he 
added bitterly, “there isn’t a pistol or 
an ounce of poison in the house ; and 
they call that management • ” 

“ Cowardly traitor 1 ” I exclaimed, 
“ your treachery shall avail you nothing. 
I at least will always believe him inno- 
cent.” 

“Miow-wow,” said a voice. 

“Confound that Cat,” muttered Sb 
Rupert, “it’s aU over the place; ” and as 
he spoke I perceived the creature, one of 
unusual size, regarding us with an ex- 
pression of almost human intelligence. 

“ Old conorade,” I said, employing my 


habitual address to domestic pets, “ you 
are my only friend now. "You alone 
have not forsaken me, yon alone can 
pity and understand my sorrow.” 

Evidently comprehending my words, 
the faithful animal dried its eyes with 
its tail, and danced round the room 
hurhng vegetables at Sir Rupert; it was 
not exactly what I had expected, hut T 
was nevertheless touched by this cxliibi- 
tion of dumb sympathy. 

At this moment the kitchen door 
opened and my Uncle entered the room 
backwards, tripping over the Oat as he 
did so. Considering the circumstances of 
his arrival I thought its method showed 
some lack of delicacy. In a murder 
scene dear papa would never have 
dreamed of entering without slow music. 

Ai-guing fiom the analogy of those 
members of the aristocracy whom I 
already knew, I had perhaps formed a 
conception of Lord Brokeup somewhat 
alien from the actual figure which I now 
beheld. The Baron is a little gentle- 
man, dressed in a costume of an old- 
fashioned style ; he still, for instance, 
retains a curled wig of the period’ of 
William the Third. His garments also 
betray some signs of an honourable 
poverty, and are worn, moreover, with 
a certain air of the eccentric not un- 
becoming in one of his years and 
position. It is to this also that I attri- 
bute bis habit of blowing upon a football 
whistle and exclaiming “Half-time,” in 
circumstances which do not appear to 
call for such an observation. On the 
whole, his should be, I fancy, a most 
lovable nature. 

Before, however, I had time for more 
than an expression of horror, Sir Rupert 
drew forth an enormous sword, and with 
a muttered malediction aimed a blow at 
the old gentleman’s heart. The weapon 
crumpled uselessly in his hand. 

“Half-time ! ” said my Uncle pleasantly, 
as he brushed the dust from his coat. 

“ It always does that, you know, because 
of the joke about the War Office and 
Government Contracts.” 

I confess that I felt sorry for Sir 
Rupert. He scowled bravely, but it was 
evident tbat the failure had unnerved 
him. ^ Turning on his heel he was about 
to quit the apartment, when he was pre- 
vented by the sudden entrance of my 
Aunt, who, clasping him round the 
waist, constrained him to the execution 
of what is, I believe, known as a double 
shuffle. 

Uncle BRopup and the Cat then com- ; 
menced to fling the kitchen furniture in 
every direction, an occupation in which 
my Aunt, hping released Sir Rupert, 
joined heartily, ^ I hasten to draw a veil 
oyer the conclusion of the scene. Both 
Sir Rupert and I did our best, "but it is 
indeed difficult to be emotioiial in an 
atmosphere opaque with crockery. Even 
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my owii dignified and heart - broken that she 'would encourage it in Slumber- had a nephew there who ■wrote her long 
; reserve must have suffered from the fre- leigli with all her heart. letters, so she told us lots about the 

,, quent necessity of bending before the “ Of course,” Manuna said to all the country, the life there, its products, and 
storm of hardware. friend's wo met in the village that day, aH that. Everybody listened eagerly, 

\yhcii it had abated, and the air was “ of course we don’t gossip in Slumber- and several threw in very intelligent 
again clear, I ventured to reproach my leigh, but what Lord Jer!5EY means is remarks. Mamma, for example, said’ 
Uncle very gently for its introduction, obvious, and wo will do it.” “Of course they desire reciprocity?” 

but without effect. “ Now,” she said to me, “ I ’ve got a and Mrs. Towers replied that they were 

“My dear,” he answered, arranging brilliant idea: next ‘Wednesday we ’ll longing lor it. 
the mat for his habitual and most give an Imperial At Home for Imperial 'Then she paused for a minute to take 
indecorous mode of exit, “you must get Gossip, just to give the idea a good a sip of tea, and Miss Snappe ioiued in 


used to that sort of thing before we go start.” 

to the Hahs,” and ere I could inquire That is Mamma all 

the meaning of this expression, he dis- siastic ! 


So enthu- 


appeared, head, as usual, foremost. 


We went at once to the stationer s, 


She leaned forward, smiling, and said : 

“How reivy interesting; but I thought 
this was to be an Imperial gossip ? ” 
“Yes,” Mrs. Towers replied in her 


It was in scenes like these that I where Mamma bought some invitation most vinegary tones, “ves, that is why 
first learnt to doubt the wisdom of cards and the Daily Mail Year Book. we are talking about the Colonies.'' 


we are talking about the Colonies." 

Miss Snappe positively shone with ex- 
citement. 


f -I! I 




my choice and to pine for the 1 Wednesday arrived. I felt I should i Miss Snappe positively shone wdth ex- 
simpler and less citement 

I 

was shattered, I had The Grey Lady of Moatville Grange “ Porter, is there a ‘ Bogie ’ carriage ATT.\.cnED lo Imperialist said : 

yet one source of the Midnight Express?” ‘yy2 red, ah Bri- 

courage. I looked [According to an evening paper, a ghost train lias been seen on one of the London railways, tish, you know.’ ” 
forward to an exist- with ghostly passengers alighting at a spectral siding ] * l^ss Snappe was 

ence of stately and " ■ • venomous for 

even tragic splendour as a Queen Con- be fearfuUy out of the conversation, words. She throw an apologetic note 
sort. It was for this that I pdured the One thing puzzled me very much, so I into her voice and said : “Oh, was he 
abandoned levity of my suitor, the vul- asked’ Manuna in as olf-band a manner refendng to Africa ? ” 
garity of my relations, and the thousand as I could : I I saw tlie trap and shuddered ; but 

agonies tliat can be suffered by a soul “Oh, by the way, MaDuna,” I said, | Mamma and Mrs. Towtgrs simply nZMweeiJ 
I like mine from surroundings so nncon- “what does ‘to think imperially’ mean in. 

I genial. How was I destined to be un- exactly?" " “Certainly! ” cried poor Mamma. 

deceived 1 Manuna ^plied that what tliey taught “ Of course ' ” cried Mrs. Towers* 

me at Miss Passer s goodness only knew, “Because,” Miss Snappe said, rising, 






‘Porter, is there a 


CARRIAGE ATT.\.CI1ED 10 


“ L'^zfortunately,” 
she said, “ — would 
you kindly hand me 
the cake ; thank 
you so much — un- 
fortunately the 
x\rgentine is not a | 
Colony of ours.” 

Mrs. Towers went 
crimson. 

“ Then perhaps 
you wiU tell me, 
Miss Snappe,” she 
snorted, “ why in 
my atlas the Argen- 
tine is coloured 
red?” 

Then it was poor 
dear Mamma’s turn. 

“Yes,” she said, 

“ I think you must 
be wrong, Miss 
Snappe; you know 
what the great 
Imperialist said : 
‘All red,— all Bri- 


agonies tliat can be suffered by a soul 
like mine from surroundings so uncon- 
genial. How was I destined to be un- 
deceived 1 


IMPEPJAL CHIT-CHAT. 


Dj^.vr Mamma does get such unfortu- out of her. 
nato crazes for things, and they do so 
often lead to unpleasantnesses between Almost 


exactly? Certainly ! ” cried poor Mamma. 

Manuna replied that what tliey taught “ Of course ' ” cried Mrs. Towers. 

me at Miss Passer s goodness only knew, “Because,” Miss Snappe said, rising, 

and then she picked up the Year Book “ the Argentine, according to nuj map, 
and' I could hardly get anotlxer word is in South America.” Then she said 
out of her. good-bye and went. 

Nothing more has ever been hoard of 


Almost immediately unpleasantness Imperial Gossip in Slumberleigh. 


the people here. Her very latest was arose between Mrs. Towers and Miss 
the result of the Earl of Jersey saying Snappe. Miss Snappe liaJtes Mrs. Towers 


that the English-speaking people ought because Mrs. Towers took her cook after Nobody wants to curtail the w^ell-- 
not only to ^ think imperially but to she left Miss Snappe. | earned recreations of the L.U.C., but 

gossip imperially. ^ ^ It was like this. The conversation ' their designs, lately published, for a 

Mamma laid down the Daily Mail had flagged from the very first until ^ “ Bridge ” HaU, seem to the poor rate- 
when she read that, and said she suddenly Mrs. Towers began talking ' payers a little extravagant. Would not 
thought it a most valuable idea, and about the Argentine. It appeared she a “ Pit ” Parlour serve their purpose ? 


gossip imperially. 
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BACK TO THE LISTS. 

[« The motor-car is reyiving tlie old class-feeling .”— Papers ] 

When tilting knights on grassy tract _ 

Measured their prowess — and their length ; 
When life was hard for those who lacked 
The simple savoir faive of strength ; 

When Justices left jokes to Dagonet, 

And no one kept an autowagonette ; — 

Your mullein seldom suffered loss, 

But lived at peace, the while his lord 
Would very likely run across 

Some errant blade of Arthur’s board, 

Who loved upon the turf to chance a lot — 

Gawatne, or Lamoil\.k, or Lanceixdt. 

And surely it were fairer now 

For visor ’d cranks, who armour-clad 
Fordo the ruminating cow. 

Make stolid roosters leap like mad., 

(And more they do, that I in mercy veil, 

Unknightly deeds unknown to Percivale) — 

If these should in some forest lorn, 

Holding a Tournament of Cars, 

Feuter and foil from break of morn 
Till all beheld amazing stars, 

^Vhile to and fro with oil to plenish all 
Shunted Sir K.02 the Seneschal, 

Then might we sing, hke bards of yore. 

How well Sir PAmvim fought his whack, 

And battered with a buffet sore 
Sir Tete de MoxoaLvmquE ; 

And shelled his brains, like peas that stocked a pod, 
Around his 20 h.-p. Octopod 1 


information. Owing to ofScial training and associations, 
much of it is written in the literary style consecrated to blue 
books. When he lets himself go, the Assistant District 
Commissioner writes admirably. 

Urs. llaijbrick's Oven Story (Funr and Wagnalls) mil, my 
Baronite believes, bring many waverers to the conclusion that 
she was a wronged woman. Legal questions arising out of 
the trial, which form the second half of the volume, are dealt 
with by another hand. Ihs. Maybrice’s task is confined to a 
narrative of her life in prison. Its accomplishment is marked 
by an absence of bitter feeling remarkable in the circumstances, 
calculated to extend and deepen sjunpatliy in the public mind. 
The story is a powerful plea for establishment of a Criminal 
Court of Appeal. Incidentally Mrs. LLybrick offers sugges- 
tions for the improvement of the system ruling Women’s 
Prisons that are well worth the attention of the authorities. 

A dainty book is Given (Hodder and Stoughton), truly 
described as “an idyll of the Canon.” It is the first work 
by Mr. RvLPir Connor my Baronite has come across. But the 
sale record of his earlier efforts, apparently in the same line 
of country, has run over the score of thousands. The locality 
where the scene is laid is vaguely described as “ Old Latours, 
far up pTT-ong the hiUs near the Devil’s Lake.” Anyhow, it 
is the Wil'l West of beautiful America, as yet untamed by 
railway track, untarnished by town life. An added pleasure 
to the simple story is found in the illustrations, done with 
swift, light, but sure touch. 

The Baron welcomes The Georgies of Virgil (Murray), trans- 
lated into English by Lord Burghclere. Who could more 
appropriately have been selected for such a task than Lord 
Bueghcuere, once Gladstonian Minister of Agriculture, who 
had himself commenced life as a Oardner? 


OUR BOOKIIMG-OFFICE. 

In Cross Biver Natives (Hutchinson), Mr. Ceaeies Partridge 
throws vivid light on a little-known territory. As Assistant 
District Commissioner in Southern Nigeria he made the 
^ most of opportunities of studying and de- 
scribing the country and the natives. The 
jT former my Baronite cannot honestly recom- 
; mend to the jaded Londoner for a hobday 

trip. A country in which it is necessary for 
the European to begin the day with five- 
grain tabloid of quinine has its ominous 
aspect. This is at six in the morning. At seven p.m.,” says 
the ever-cheery Partridge, “ you get into coat, pyjamas and 
mosquito hoots, the dinner dress at bush stations.” Mosquito 
curtains we know. When we hear of necessity for mosquito 
boots we think tenderly of London, even in a fog. There 
are all kinds of casual callers. “Sitting reading under 
the verandah one day,” Mr. Partridge pleasantly mentions, 
something from the roof fell with a thud at my feet.” It 
was merely a snake with a full-grown lizard half-way down 
its throat. Item— there are centipedes, huge spiders, and 
ants which move in columns four inches broad and half an 
inch thick. Occasionally, your bedroom being in the line of 
march, they cross it, incidentally storming the bed. “ Fire 
or hot ashes,” says the imperturbable Partridge, ‘‘are tbe 
best means for expelling them.” Doubtless ; but this con- 
tingency for the use of one’s bedroom fire is not usually 
contemplated on retiring to rest. Then there is the hippo- 
potamus, who “ thrusts his ugly brown head out of the water 
and gazes around with great goggle eyes,' and snorts with 
defiant contempt.” This may be web meant, but it is 
disturbing. Apart from these graphic touches of daby bfe, 
the volume, ibustrated by many photographs, is fub of 


Florence Warden has given us a sensational story which, 
if not quite on a par with her very best work in this bne, 
runs it very close. Her new romance, The Face in the 
Flashlight (John Long), takes hold of the reader at once, 
nor is the interest ever abowed to drop. The mystifica- 
tion is well-contrived and skiKuby sustained. Where the 
authoress has taken so much trouble, it is a pity that 
she did not repress her sense of humour when depicting the 
actions of the lover, Mr. Hugo Di^ede^ who, as an amateur 
detective, disguises himseb in 
an “Itaban hat and cloak” and 

“policeman’s boots.” Thus, a BABOh 

smile is raised just when we 

ought to be on the tenter- 

hooks of suspense, breathlessly 

watching the course of a tragic 

drama. The denoilment^ too, is 

somewhat commonplace. But \ 

m spite of these two mistakes, if r jif 

lovers of sensation will not find 

any recent novel, with which 

the Baron is acquainted, more 

to their taste than is The Face w 

in the Flashlight. 










^'£1 B.-W. 


“In that fierce light which beats upon a throne” the 
spoxtiug propensities of H,B.H. Princess Henry of Battenberg 
have hitherto escaped notice. But, according to the Chronicle 

“ A woman wlio brought an action in Leeds County Court gave as her 
Christian names Princess Beatrice . . . and it was explained that the 
father, a publican and a sporting enthusiast, had named all his children 
after prominent sportsmen.” 

The Secret of Perpetual Youth.— The Everlastmg Chil- 
dren’s Bib, Is. — Advt. in Daily Grayhic.^^ 
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SHOOTING UP TO DATE. 


(A Suggestion for Next Season ) 

The King of Portugal haying set the fashion for “Trick’* shooting with one hand, Mr. Punch hopes the above suggestions 

MAY BE USEFUL IN THE FURTHER DEVELOPMENT OF THE IDEA, WHICH MIGHT TEND GREATLY TO ENLIVEN THE MONOTONY OF THE ORDINARY DAY’S 
sport. 


THE RIPOSTE. 

[The following letter, somewhat delayed in transmission, is generally 
supposed to be — in substance— the answer to a now notorious challenge, 
issued to Mr. W-nst-n Ce-roh-ll.] 

Sir, — I herewith, by him I humbly serve, am 
Directed to reply that yours to hand 

Reminds him of the saying 8us Minervam, 

In other words, he does not understand 

Your folly ; he believes that no such instance 
Of braggadocio has yet occurred, 

So far as memory serves him, since his (W-nst-n’s) 
Inspired career became a household word. 

Do you suppose that one who lends to Culture 
His practised pen, who on the lonely veld 

Met unafraid the predatory Vulture, 

Will stoop to punch your miserable pelt ? 

Has he then dragged the name of Oh-roh-ll into 
The path of Fame, to fight with common roughs ? 

Was it for this he won renown akin to 
A liver piTs, by memorable puffs ? 

Became the costliest gem at once adorning 
The Government and Opposition ranks, 


The Star of Freedom, erstwhile of the Morning 
Post 9 — to be brief, Sir, he declines with thanks 

Your challenge ; not because, presumptuous stranger, 
He fears you, or anticipates defeat, 

But honour calls him to preserve from danger 
His Dignity, his Country, and his Seat. 


The Tariff (Question in Bussia. 

From a Provincial paper’s summary of Mr. Arinold-Forster’s 
speech at Croydon: — “He was sure the people of England 
desired that the peasants of Russia should enter into the 
heritage of liberty and freedom which we all enjoyed, and 
had obtained through the sacrifices of our forefathers. He 
expressed a belief in the ultimate success of those who 
favoured Tariff reform.” 

Certainly, if Mr. Aenold-Forster is right in his reading of 
the mental attitude assumed by the populace at St. Petersburg, 
they should have an excellent chance of realising their ambi- 
tion. Judged by the number of troops told off to block the 
way to Tsarskoe Selo, the Czar is as keen as anybody for 
Protection. 


Dare Pondtjs Fumo. — T o give way to smoking. 
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TEUTON TO TARTAR. 

[Tlie official German Press approves tKe “ tranquilising ” methods 
employed hv die Russian Bureaucracy At a meeting of students in 
Berhii a collection for the wounded m St. Petersburg was stopped by 
a police official.] 

Xow is the time to test the links of steel, 

And prove the brotherhood of caste and kind, 

When v’anton Anarchy lifts up her heel 
Ago ins t Official Order Heaven-designed ; 

Let Eagles of the right Imperial feather 
Stand beak by jovl and claw by spur together. 

We will not fail you in the itnequal fight, 

If Prussia’s pen may hearten Russia’s sword, 

You who so bravely held the bridges tight,— 

Horatit. bold to face a countless horde. 

And kept unsullied that majestic halo 
Circling the sacred Head at Tsarskoe Selo. 

Xeigh hours already bound by natural ties 
A common peril makes us doubly kin ! 

That riot which deranged your wintry skies — 

Had it occurrei’. r.r Porsdam (near Berlin), 

Had local Anarchy her lips protruded, 

We tiust we should have ser\^ed her much as j'ou did! 

For this our officers rehearse, in play, 

With such materials as they can get ; 

Thus, should a lower-class civilian pay 
Imperfect homage to an epaulette, 

They make his gore incarnadine the gutter. 

And have the corpse removed upon a shutter. 

One spirit animates us both, you see, 

Though here Sedition lurks in covert lairs ; 

It does not spread itself across the Spree, 

Or flout our Uhlans in the open squares ; 

W e get no chance, so secretly it hatches, 

To take and mow it down in solid batches. 

Here, where the Socialist who speaks his mind 
Is merely clapped in quad, and nothing more, 

Your splendid Cossack Chivalry would find 
Our life beneath the lindens such a bore ; 

Xor, frankly, could we hope, suppose we had him here, 
To occupy an active type like Vladimir. 

]l"et we are with you. Can the same be said 
Of those your “ dear allies ” (the empty phrase !j 
Whose sign is Revolution’s cap of red, 

Whose solenm anthem is the Marseillaise? 

You know the air ? Your Sunday rabble sang it 
Until the rifles’ loyal roar outrang it ! 

’Tis ]nusic made to rouse the savage breast, 

And nerve the arm to menace tottering thi'ones, 

Yet, by an irony too long confessed 

In Europe’s laughter melting all her hones, 

Your hands perform it militari tula 
When Nicholas embraces brother Loubet ! 

You flattered France, just then in lonely need. 

And took her bullion : that was in the bond ; 

But now you crave a twin Imperial creed, 

Tastes like your own, ideals which respond ; 

Well, Teuton sympathy (and coal) each minute is 
Giving fresh proof of our profound affinities. 

0. S. 

From the Dtiblin Evening Mail : 

LAWYERS CEASE WORE. 

No FURTHER TROUBLES IN MOSOOW. 


QUEEN SYLVIA. 

CHAFrER XI. 

The Lord Ghaneellor's Lecture, 

Wben the Queen came home from the foreign expedition 
described in the last chapter she was, as it is almost un- 
necessary to say, received with what I can only call a perfectly 
exultant" display of popular enthusiasm. For a few days 
everybody seemed to go mad with joy and loyalty, and all 
the "newspapers teemed with articles in which praise was 
lavished on the extraordinary diplomatic skill of a lady who, 
in spite of her youth, had been able in the space of one short 
afternoon to win from King Otho so complete an acknow- 
ledgment of the justice of all the claims that the most 
experienced of Hinterland’s statesmen had urged in vain. 
It is quite safe to say that no monarch so well beloved as 
Sylvia had ever sat on the throne and given a tone to social 
life. King Otho also was very well spoken of by the generous 
press of Hinterland. That he had done a handsome thing in 
thus withdrawing his decrees was admitted even by those 
who felt it their duty to point out that a policy of discretion 
no less than a temperate regard for justice must in any case 
have compelled him to yield to a power so strong in her 
armaments and so manifestly right in her arguments as 
Hinterland. 

One morning, not long after her return, Sylvia paid her 
mother a visit at the house assigned to the Grand Duchess. 
This visit was no ordinary one. In order that she might 
have a good working knowledge of the laws hy which both 
she and her subjects were governed, Sylvu had requested 
the Lord Chancellor to dehver to her a series of six lectures 
illustrated, wherever it might be necessary, with lime-light 
lantern shdes, the room being temporarily darkened for this 
purpose when the lecture chanced to be given in the daytime. 
The old gentleman had readily consented to lay open the 
stores of his knowledge for the benefit of his sovereign, and 
to allow the Vice-Chancellor to take his place in the Supreme 
Court for the time being. The introductory lecture had 
aheady been given, and this morning was appointed for the 
delivery of the second. The Grand Duchess having ex- 
pressed a desire to hear what the Lord Chancellor had to say, 
Sylvia had arranged that this lecture should be given in the 
house of her mother, who was still confined by the doctor’s 
orders to her own apartments. Hither then came the Lord 
Chancellor, accompanied by the Attorney-General, who had 
coDsented to manage the lantern for him ; and hither, too, 
came Syiwia, attended (reluctantly) by her Naval Blue-Stick- 
in-Waiting (who, as you and I know, was none other than 
Hildebrand, her father), and by her Lady of the Bedchamber, 
who in less fortunate days had been known as Sarah, the 
general servant. The party being thus complete, tlie Lord 
Chancellor began his lecture : — 

“Your Majesty,” he said, “will remember that in my first 
discourse I was privileged to lay before you a general 
conspectus, if I may so term it, of the origin and growth of 
law in this country.” 

“And very interesting it was,” put in Sylvia in an en- 
comaging voice. “I shall ask you to let me see the manu- 
script again, for I regret to say that I have lost my notes.” 

“The manuscript,” said the Lord Chancellor stiffly, “is 
at your Majesty’s service. Before I proceed,” he resumed, 
“ to speak of the wider departments of our laws as they affect 
property, the libei-ty of the subject, the processes of our 
criminal courts, and other matters related to these, I judge 
it convenient to lay before your Lordships ” 

“We are not Lordships,” said Sylvia, smiling. 

“Your Majesty’s pardon is begged,” said the Lord 
Chancellor. “My long habit of addressing the Supreme Court 
has led me astray. I judge it convenient to lay before your 
Majesty, with such shght comments as the subject warrants, 








MOST UNFORTUNATE. 

Mothev {ilIio 'icants to he 'oevy nice to haelielov uncle ^ understood to have vftade Ills pile in Austrahci) No'W, Charlie, you ae nearer seek 
Uncle before. Go and shake hands.” 

Charlie. “Oh yes, Mother, I save seen him before, I’m sure— at last tear’s Pantomime^’' 


the fundamental laAvs, as they are called, which affect 
members of the Royal House itself more particularly.’' 

Fundamental laws ? ” said Syiwia. “ Why are they called 
that ? It sounds very tremendous and alarming, doesn’t it, 
Mamma? ” 

“Hush, my dear,” said her mother. “Let us attend 
closely to what the Chancellor has to say.” 

“They are called fundamental,” continued the Lord 
Chancellor, “because they are unalterable. All other laws 
are subject to the power of abrogation or amendment con- 
stitutionally inherent in the estates of the realm. The 
fundamental laws of the Royal House, however, are exempt 
from this.” 

“ You make me shudder,” said Sylvia. 

“ J will begin with the Marriage Law. Mr. Attorney, Avill 
you be good enough to throw on the screen the picture of the 
great King Hildebrand promulgating the Marriage Law.” 

Instantly, with a deftness born of long practice in the 
bosom of his own numerous family, the Attorney-General 
drew the curtains before the windows and projected from the 
magic lantern the required picture. 

“Splendid!” cried Sytwia. “And, oh do look, King 
Hildebrand is the very image, beard and all, of my Naval 
Blue-Stick-in-Waiting, isn’t he ? ” 

The resemblance was certainly striking, but, the room 


being in darkness, it was not possible at the moment for the 
other spectators to make a comparison. The heart of the 
NaA^al Blue-Stick was beating fast and his breath came short, 
but he uttered no word. 

“Thank a^ou, Mr. AttorneA^” said the Chancellor; “that 
will do.” 

The picture vanished ; the curtains were pulled back, and 
the room became light once more. 

“Strange,” said the Grand Duchess, gazing at the NaA^al 
Blue-Stick, who had withdrawn into a dark corner of the 
room. “ Strange. The likeness is distinct. I wonder who 
that man is.” 

But the voice of the Lord Chancellor had begun again : — 

“ The chief provisions of the law are these ” — ^he opened a 
heavy volume and began reading from it — “ It shall be lawful 
for every male of the blood royal to contract a marriage, 
subject in all cases to the Ihnitations —hum— hum — ^Ineed 
not read all that — at the age of eighteen years. It shall be 
laAvful for females of the blood royal, subject as aforesaid, to 
contract a marriage at the age of seventeen years.” 

“ I ’ve got nearly a year to wait,” cried Sylaua. ! 

“ Hush, my darhng^” said her mother reproachfully. 

“ But,” continued the Lord Chancellor, stiU reading, “ no 
female whatsoever of the blood royal shall in any case or at any 
age be permitted to contract a marriage unless she shall have 
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beforelianrl obtained the consent iiiTYriting of both her parents, 
bnt such consent shall not be unreasonably withheld.” 

‘‘ Great Heavens,” said the Grand Duchess in a voice ol 
alarm. “ What ’s that you ’re saying ? ” 

The Lord CJiancellor read the passage again. 

‘'But, man alive,” cried the Grand Duchess, all but 
forgettbig her politeness in her agitation, " liow can such an 
alj'^urdity exist? What if one parent or both slioidd die 
before a child grows up ? Is she never to marry ? Is my 
daughter to remain unmarried all her life since her father 
i3 dead ? ” 

^ ‘'I had not thought of that,” said the Lord Chancellor in 
dignified accents, but it would have made no difference, 
i It has been the universal custom,” he went on, “for members 
j oE the Royal House on their marriage to sign forms of permis- 
! sion in blank, and to store them with the Bank of Hinterland 
in case of eventualities. The law has winked at this ; indeed 
it is lawful on the authority of decided cases. Did j’our 
Highness omit to do this ? ” 

‘‘Alas, I forgot,” wailed the Grand Duchess. “How shall 
I ever gain forgiveness from my Queen and daughter ? We 
were young and thoughtless, HiLDEBRAjsm and I, and we lived 
away from the Court and our relations.” 

During this scene the agitation of the Naval Blue-Stick had 
been painful. His breast heaved, his hands w^ere twitching 
con\mlsively, and more than once he seemed to be on the 
point of speaking, but each time he mastered himself, and 
remained silent. He had only to say, “I am the Queen’s 
father, I am ready to give my consent to her marriage 
whenever it may be necessaij,” and the difilculty would 
vanish at once, but by so doing he would rob her of the 
s wereignty and step into her place. No, he could not bring 
himself to do it. 

“ Oh, Maimna,” said Sylvia at last, “ what does it matter ? 
Nobody wants to marry me yet, so why trouble ? ” 

At this moment the door opened, and the Grand Duchess’s 
butler in a ceremonial voice announced : — 

“ A Special Emissary from King Otho of Eisenblut craves 
an immediate audience of her Majesty.” 


MUCH ADO. 

As the accredited Representative of Mr. Punch at the Play, I 
have always held that for audience, critics, and performers, 
the first night of any piece, be it what it mav, is almost 
^ sure to be its worst night. Therefore I prefer seeing any 
, piece after it has been running for a short time. What the 
success oiMucli Ado ahoitt Nothing^ produced at His Majesty’s, 
Tuesday the 24th, will be, wLen the piece, written by that 
ever youthful author Willie SHAKSPEiUm, plays more closely, 
and when the actors shall have reconsidered certain important 
points of their impersonations, may be fairly prophesied from 
its first performance before the liiglily appreciative audience 
that witnessed its 'premiere. 

Groat praise is due to Mr. Sydney Brough for his admirable 
make-up ixs Don Pedro, Prince of AiTagon, and no doubt by 
the time this article appears he will have meditated on his 
present elevation in rank, and will have refined his manners 
and have dropped such actions as are scarcely compatible 
with princely dignity at that period. His bilious brother 
Don John is played by Mr. Laurence Irving in the tme 
melodramatic spirit of deepest-dyed villainy, and, occasionally 
^ of absolutely impish mischief. Mr. Basil “Gill bears himseh 
I soberly as the lover, the rather colourless Claudio. 

Mr. Henry Neville must be heartily congratulated on his 
1 J^i«^sterly, his quite old-masterly, portrait of Leonato, whom 
I he, correctly as I think, represents not as a Duke, Prince 
or Grandee, but as a type of the honest medisevai 
bourgeois, a millionaire, who, having made his pile in trade 
(perhaps as a cloth-and-carpet-maker), and being personally 


iiimiensely popular (for who could resist so effusive a 
geniality?), has been unanimously elected Governor of 
Messina, a dignity equivalent, let us say, to that of my Lori I 
Mayor of London, to which Governorship he brings all the 
overpoweringly demonstrative courtesy that is tlie distinctive 
mark of the civic dignitary, be he Mercer, Haberdasher, 
Pewderer, Grocer, Loriner, or TaUow-cliandler. Now to the 
stolid, cr^C '.-ly-w'rk'rg comineiTial brain of Leonato, IIkj 
prepostf” ■ ’-ly i: ( j\A \ ha of presenting to Claudio the real 
Hero (supposed to be dead and buried) as Hero's cousin, 
whom Claudio is to espouse, could never have occurred ; but 
to his brother, elder or junior it matters not, the excitable 
and irascible old gentleman Antonio (capitally played bv 
Mr. Fisher AViiite), this absurd notion might Jiave suggested 
itself (is he not the parent of the eccentric Beatrice 9), and 
then what more natural than that the chuckling old Antonio, 
without a second thought, should have imparted, wliisper- 
ingK, this brilliantly original notion to his brother Leonato, 
while the Prince and Claudio (on in the same scene) are 
engaged in conversation? This is a point Mr. Tree has 
overlooked. I commend its consideration to the next 
Shakspearian revivalist. It relieves Antonio from being 
regarded as a merely irascible old pantaloon, and fairly 
adjusts the balance of character. 

Little boy Balthazar, Master Thomas Sampson, ivas exception- 
ally good, and his singing deserved the encore which was 
decorously nipped in the bud. Mr. Louis Calvert is as stolid 
an idiot as Dogheiry ought to be, and Mr. Lionel Brough keeps 
himself within the picture as Verges. The scenic arrange- 
ment that makes them appear at their bedroom wdudows'is, 
to my mind, quite ineffective, and deprives the two lo\v 
comedians of such excellent legitimate business as used to 
illustrate the action of tlie scene when these familiar 
diaracters w^ere played by the imperturbably humorous 
Keeley and the inimitably droll Buctcstone. 

As tJie^ suffering Hero Miss Miriam (Temionts 
sympathetic, but on this occasion, it seemed to ims the 
amngement of her hair did not set her off to the greatest 
advantage. As her wrongs are lodrossed so should her 
hair be. It woidd be unjust to deliver a final verdict on 
the Beatrice of Miss Winifred Emery after this first nights 
performance. She was evidently nervous, and at first 
her voice seemed scarcely strong enough to give siiffideut 
point to sharp sayings that require the ac‘COiupaniinent of 
a biTglit good-humoured smile and the merry twinkle of 
laughing eyes. When the sense of the responsibility she has 
undertaken shall have become less overpowfulng, then r.o 
doubt her smile will be beaming anil never in the slightest 
degree cynical, and with increase of physical energy her 
delivery of the command “Kill Claudio!'' will electrify the 
house. It IS principally for this great effect that Beatrice, as 
a dmmatic part, exists. 

As Benedic]!, Mr. Trek, after a few niglit.s, will, as the 
bailad has it, smile as lie was wont to smile hefon* 


was I 


, . . vvciB vvuiiu lu Muiue otuore 

tms weight oi care in getting up and suix'rlnfcudiiig the 
bhakspeanan drama had sadly depressed Jiim. lie was at 
ms best in ks earliest scene with Bealiw, and at his very 
best wlien, becoming intensely serious, he breaks off all 
acquaintance with his companion Don Pedro, and with quiet 
^gnity challenges liis dear friend Claudio to mortal combat. 
Everything that could he done for the success of the play lias 
been done; although the scene in the side chapel of ‘some 
pand church is not so effective a “set” as it might have 
j management bo here pronounced 
Liumess. J Ins side-chapel scene, however, is notable for the 
^lable performance and clear enunciation of Mr. William 
^ viLAOT as the kmdly, dignihed, and most" paternal BYmr 
the officiatmg priest. His perfonnaiice is qiute 
n ^ memorable revival that will assuredly 

attract all playgoers to His Majesty’s for some time to come. 
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“AT ONE FELL SWOOP.” 

Wife, ‘‘Well, did ye find th’ tuddin’ I left for you in the saucepan?” 

Collier (irltose favourite dish is hoiled piiddivgs). “On, AY; I found it right enough. 
It were a stunner ’ ” 

Wife. “Did you take the cloth off?” 

Collier (after a pause) “ Were there a cloth os 7 ” 


AUTHORS AND ATHLETICS. 

By Leveson Tiles, B.A. 

The recent and almost simnltaneous 
announcements that Mr. Hall Caine had 
taken to tobogganing in the Engadine 
and that Gabriele d’Annttnzio had been 
struck in the eye by a snowball, have 
naturally created a painful impression, ; 
ab-o"bi'"c: public attention to the eclipse ' 
,.■[ all oi-ier topics, and revived the oft- 
debated question whether men of letters 
should or should not descend into the 
arena of athletics. 

Speaking ex cathedra as the apostle of 
hysical culture, I assert that there can 
e only one answer to this question. 
Logic, theosophy, and mental science 
alike insist that the brain should not be 
cultivated at the expense of the body. 
Life is a rh}d;hm, and though the pen is 
mightier than the sword, a man whose 
brain-measurement exceeds that of his 
chest is seldom able to cope successfully 
with all the emergenciesof life’s handicap. 
Though strong men lived before Aga- 
memnon, stronger men hai^e lived since 
But here, as in every other department 
of human activity, there is need of 
discretion and discrimination, and, at the 
risk of being charged with inconsistency, 
I lift my voice in poignant protest against 
the incursion of our leading men of 
letters into the domain of violent 
athletics, perilous pastime and dangerous 
sport. Our novelists, as the statistics of 
our free libraries convincingly prove, 
are one of our greatest national assets. 
In sheer popularity they dispute the 
palm of precedence with our leading 
jockeys and billiard - players. They 
minister more liberally to the needs oi 
our great and enterprising newspaper 
proprietors than any other class in the 
community. Their noble and expressive 
lineaments, stimulating the ingenuous 
youth to emulate their splendid efforts, 
shine forth at us like beacon fires from 
picture post - cards and illustrated 
journals. They are household words in 
all strata of our social system, “ from the 
sovereign sitting on his throne to the 
labourer sitting on his cottage ” — I make 
no excuse for quoting the famous phrase 
of an illustrious peer of my acquaintance. 
They have superseded the pulpit and 
relegated the playwright to obscurity. 

To allow such men — the idols of the 
populace, the arch-benefactors of their 
species — to expose themselves unneces- 
sarily to loss of life or limb is a slur 
alike oti the good sense and gratitude of 
the nation. It is an attitude that I for 
one can never bring myself to accept, 
and if this appeal of mine be fruitless I 
would ask all who are interested in the 
matter to co-operate with me in bringing 
pressure upon Parliament to introduce 
legislation rendering it a penal offence 
for any novelist with a circulation of 


more than twenty thousand to take part, 
except as a spectator, in football, cricket, 
polo, hunting, lion or other big-game 
shooting, hockey, and tip-cat. 

But, it will be objected, how, if thus 
restricted, can the Tvriters of adventu- 
rous romance, novels of strong incident, 
and detective stories gain the necessary 
groundwork of experience on which to 
rear the towering superstructures of 
imagination ? The argument is plausi- 
ble, but it betrays a strange and repre- 
hensible misconception of the work- 
ings of genius. The man who only 
writes of what he has seen or experi- 
enced condemns himself to the category 
of the photographer. On the other 
hand, the less he relies on experience 
the more is he compelled to cultivate 


the nobler qualities of invention and 
intuition. Lord Beaconsfield had never 
conversed with a coronetted wearer of 
strawberry leaves when he wrote The 
Young Duhe. 

Apart from this invigorating exercise 
of the imaginative faculties, which is 
promoted by the absence of experience, 
there can be no doubt whatever that 
far more entertainment is provided by 
writers whose descriptions are emanci- 
pated from the trammels of expert 
knowledge than by those who merely 
record what they have seen and 
heard. The essential element in recrea- 
tion, as a great writer has put it, is 
surprise, and the surest guarantee for 
its presence is to be found in a bhss- 
ful ignorance of actuality. Personally 
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I no longer wisli to lead of the de- 
lights of tobogganing as described l>y 
Mr. H\tt. Caine, because such a narra- 
tive is sure to be vitiated by some 
correspondence Tvith fact. But should 
ho dilate on the joys of a journey in a 
llyiiig machine, the fearful delights of 
the pearl diver, the emotions of the 
cai)tain of a submarine, or of a Duke’s 
daughter at her first ball, I should come 
to the perusal of his narrative vdth 
unaliated zest, with unimpaired antici- 
pation of something rich and strange. 

So far I have merely dwelt on the 
literary and aesthetic reasons in favour 
of removing romantic genius from the 
arena of action. There remains, how- 
ever, the still more potent and irresistible 
argument that dangerous pastimes are 
not conducive to longevity. We cannot 
afford to allow our really great men— 
those whose writings are richest in the 
divine properties of unction, sentimen- 
tality, and overslop — to run any unneces- 
sary risks. They must be^ foiced to 
husband their priceless energies and not 
exhaust them in ill-timed efforts to 
emulate the short-lived fame of a Her- 
cules, a Samson, or a Milo It is not as 
if they were cut off by the exigencies of 
their professional career from indulging 
in adequate exercise. Dictating for 
several hours daily to a phonograph, a 
typewriter, or a shorthand-OTiter ; posing 
to photographers ; conversing with inter- 
viewers — these and other exercises of the 
larynx and the facial muscles germane 
to their noble calling surely suffice their 
natural desire to lead the strenuous life. 
I conclude therefore with an earnest 
and prayerful entreaty to Mr. HaUj Caine 
and his confreres to refrain from further 
efforts to assert in the domain of physical 
culture the maestri a they have already 
displayed in the sphere of literary 
achievement. 

THE RULING PASSION. 

Ask me no more ; others may seek the tee ; 

Caddies may stoop for sand, and mould, 
as bid, 

A pointed or a truncate pyramid, 

For Brown, and Jones, and you— but not 
for me. 

Ask me no more. 

Ask me no more : my answer is the same. 

I loathe my cleek and mashie, now 
that I 

(As witness every single stroke I try) 
Have gone irrevocably off my game. 

Ask me no more. 

Ask me no more; my final doom is 
sealed — 

To “ see a Specialist ’ ’ were wholly vain , 

No, I shah never touch a club again 

“ You’ll givea third — ^for half-a-crown”— 
lyieldl 

I ask no more. 

THE ALBUM. 

I suppose I had better make full con- 
fession about the beastly thing. Perhaps 
somebody will be able to find excuses 
for me." In my own eyes I acted 
throughout as an honourable man should 
do, but Miss Miffin has called me a 
story-teller . . . 

The thing started in the Miffin draw- 
ing-room, where Eleanoila was giving 
me tea. Without any warning she said : 

“ Oh, now you’re here you must mite 
in my album.” 

‘‘ Certainly,” I said. I thought it was 
a matter of a signature and a date. 

“ How good of you ! ” 

“Not at all. Where’s a pen? I’ll 
do it now.” 

‘‘ Oh, you clever person ! ” said Mss 
Miffin. “How can you think of these 
difficult things straight off ? Will it be 
verse or prose?” She handed me the 
album and a pen. 

“ Oh ! I thought you only wanted 
my signature.” 

“ Oh no, I want something original 
and clever. But then if you write it 
it ’s sure to be that.” 

I agreed with her. 

“Perhaps you had better take the 
book home,” she went on, “and you can 
send it back to me to-night.” 

We talked about other things, and 
then I rose to go. I had got safely down 
the steps when she came rushing after 
me. 

“ You were forgetting about the book,” 
she said, and placed it tenderly in my 
hands. 

Well, I got the thing home, put it in 
a comer, and there one might have 
thought was the end of the business. 
But no. Three days later I got a card : 
“How’s the album going on? E. M.” 
I replied, “Album maintains its status 
quo^ The next morning I had a long 
letter from Eleanoea saying that she 
didn’t understand my card. Had I 
written in her album yet ? If not, would 
I please do so at once, and return it to 
her ? I replied that I Avas at that moment 
engaged upon a set of verses for it ; and 
that they seemed to me, though perhaps 
I was prejudiced, to be both winsome 
and pathetic. I felt sure she would like 
them. Having posted this letter, I 
opened the album and wrote upon a rich 
coffee-coloured page which was vacant : 

“The darkling snn rose in the west.” 

TLat line is obviously the beginning 
of a set of verses, and has a pathos all 
its own. So far at any rate Miss Miffin 
was not justified in calling me a story- 
teller. 

A week afterwards Eleanora wrote 
from the country to say that she was 
returning to town that day, and expected 
to find the album waiting for her. I 

immediately wrote to her coimtry address 
to ask if she woidd not after all prefer 
prose. The letter went down to Gloucester- 
shire and back, thus giving me an extra 
day in peace. 

Miss Miffin’s reply was that it could 
be anything I liked so long as I came 
to lunch on Sunday and brought her 
book with me. This wns serious, and I 
decided that the thing could no longer 
be delayed. I got the book out and 
read through it. Most of the contribu- 
tions w^ere pitiable. 

Miss Ele-ANOra Miffin has called me a 
story-teller, but none the less I give you 
my word of honour that from ten till four 
that day I slaved at her poem. I can 
bring forw^ard five other Govermnent 
clerks as witnesses. The result was a 
rondeau, “ To the Owner of the Book ” — 
and as soon as I got home I copied it 
out on to a pale pink page. This done, 

I went out in my pride and telegraphed 
“ Poem finished.” 

When I came back I read the poem 
again, and it seemed amazingly good. It 
sliow^ed up the badness of the other 
poems (pai'ticularly one by Mrs. Miffin) 
111 a perfectly cruel way. I am a man 
of gentle heart, and I did not wish to 
hurt Mrs. Miffin’s feelings. Further- 
more I felt that there were people, other 
than Eleanor.i’s friends, who might care 
to read my verses. So, after much 
thought, I tore the page carefully out, 
and sent it to my cousin George, who 
edits one of the monthlies. I altered 
one line, and called it “To a Flirt.” 
George gave me thirty shillings for it, 
and it was illustrated with a picture of 
a Greek maiden in what I can only hope 
wasn’t really the entire Greek costume. 

But the illustration and the thirty 
shillings of course came later. In the 
meantime I had to devise another poem. 

I turned to the work of Mrs. Miffin 
again, as a guide to what would pass in 
Eleanora’s album. And then I made 
the horrible discovery that in tearing 
out my poem I had loosened her page 
and lost it. 

In what followed my conduct is, I 
think, described better as that of a man 
of resource than as that of a story-teUer. 

I may claim to have acted with that spirit 
and coolness wliich has made us English- 
men what we are. 

I drove up on the Sunday in a hansom. 
Eleanora welcomed me with enthusiasm 
and asked for her album. 

“I’m shnply longing to read your 
poem,” she assured mo. 

I fell into a chair with what I took to 
be a horror-struck expression. 

“ Great Scott ! ” I gasped. 

“ You don’t mean to say ” 

“I must have left it in the cabl 
WeU,I’m 

I dashed out of the roomand opened the 
front door. Luckily the cab had gone. 
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1 It ’s gone ! I said. 

“ Oh, how could you be so careless ’ i 

j How could you . Did you take the 

I number of the cab ? ” 

! ‘‘I’m afraid not,” I explained. “You 

sec, I didn't know I should want it.” 

“ How like a man ! ” 

“"Wait a bit. It was something like 
4731.” 

“4731? Good! Then ” 

I “It wasn’t 4731,” I said hastily; 
“ but something of that style. That was 
the idea.” 

Lunch was a strained meal. I left 
under vows to recover the album or die 

“Ask at Scotland Yard first thing 
to-morrow,” were Eleaxora’s parting 
words. 

A month rolled by very pleasantly 
after this, and I hoped that I had heard 
the last of the matter. At the beginning 
Miss Miffin had written daily to ask 
how the search was getting on. After 
the fouz*th letter I replied stiffly that the 
matter was now in the hands of the 
police, who would brook no interference 
from outsiders; that unless we gave 
them a perfectly free hand we should 
never recover the album. This stopped 
her inquiries, and peace settled down 
upon my life. 

But at the end of the month I found 
that I was not yet out of ray trouble. I 
heard from a friend that Ele.vkora 
Miffix was telling all her acquaintances 
of my extreme carelessness, and, as she 
said, rudeness. The Miffins and I have 
many common fiicnds, and I did not 
wish to have my character dissected 
before them. So, on an evei'-inemorable 
day, I wired, “Album found. Am 
bringing it round this afternoon.” 
Then I hunted about my rooms, and at 
last discovered the thing in a heap ol 
rubbish in an old cupboard. 

The album and I arrived at four 
o’clock. I told a graphic story of a 
dying cabman smitten with remorse, 
but I could see that Eleaeora was the 
least bit suspicious of me. Still she 
was extremely pleased to have the album 
again, and watched me eagerly as 1 
turned over the pages to find my own 
poem. 

After a five minutes’ search for it, I 
said : 

“It was on a pink page, and corre- 
sponded with one of your mother’s. If 
you remember where she wrote ” 

“ Mother was near the beginning, 
next to Father’s.” 

We found Father’s, and then — ! Once 
again that horror-struck expression 
■ passed over my face, 

“ It ’s gone ! ” I said hoarsely. 

Miss Miffin looked coldly at me. I 
sat up. 

“ 1 can see what ’s happened,” I said. 
“ What a clever blackguard that cabman 
was 1 ” 



SO UNSELFISH! 


“ On YES, I GAVE MY IIlTSBAXD A MoTOR-CaR OX illS BIRTUDAY 
“ But I THOUGHT ue didn’t like Motor-Cars ” 

“He doesn’t But I 


“ What do you mean ? ” 

“ Why, he Icxiked through the allnim, 
and read that extraordinarily clever poem 
of your mother’s. He saw at once what 
a valuable Hind’ had fallen into his 
hands, and he tore out the page, and 
probably sold it to some Magazine as his 
own. I daresay he’d get a fiver for it. 
Of course, my poem got loose in conse- 
quence and fell out.” 

I beamed at her. It was really a 
brilliant explanation, and so flattering to 
her mother. 

“ I don’t quite understand,” said 


Eleanora. “I suppose you saw that 
tliat poem was by Eliza Cook, You 
didn’t really think that mother wrote it V 
It ’s a well-known one of Eliza Cook’s.” 

“Impossible,” I said. “The hand- 
writing was much too good. Besides, 
1 ’ve always heard you call her Mary. 
Or was this the one before Mary came ? ” 
“ Ejaz V Cook is a well-known poetess.” 
“Oh heavens 1 ” I said. “ Well, how 
could a cabman be expected to know, il 

1 didn’t? How- ” 

It was then that Miss Miffik called me 
a story-teller. 




i q:^vC’n * ‘ — ^ unr-^ ~Tiiin''»«- -- 

A VILLAGE FIASCO. 

Gifted Amateur (condiding vet canl “Kow, Ladies aiid Gentlemen, you have seen the tack of cards burnt before your 

EYES AND THE ASHES PLACED INSIDE TEE BOX, WHICH MYSTERIOUSLY TR.\NSFORMED ITSELF INTO A RABBIT, WHICH, IN TURN, DISAPPEARED INTO 
SPACE. I WILL NOW ASK THIS GENTLEMAN TO NAME TEE CARD HE SELECTED, WHEN IT WILL AT ONCE APPEAR IN MY HAND. JNoW, blR, WHAF 
CARD DID YOU SELECT FROM THE PACK ? ” 

Giles has heen following the tvieli most Inteiitlif) “Blessed if I recollect* 


AN INTERCEPTED LETTER. 

Tees cher Cousin, —Mais c’est superLe ! 
VoTiS ^tes absolmnent an premier rang. 
Pour moi, qui siiis vieux, souffrant, 
fatigue de tout, ces plaisirs-la devien- 
nent de plus en plus impossibles. Et 
poui’tant j’ai arrange pas iiial de luttes 
sanguinaires. Les Aimeniens, par 
exemple. Mais pour moi c’est fiiii. 
Quant a vous ya coninience, et d’une 
fagon epatante. 

Jusqu’ici vous avez fait comme moi. 
Toujours des gens plus on moins 
Strangers; ^ BlagovestsLenk des Chinois, 
a Kishineff des Juifs. C’etait a peu 
pr^s comme mes Armeniens, et en effet 
pas extraordinaire. Mais I’autre jour 
ces centaines d’hoimnes, de femmes et 
d’enfants, de la mSme race et de la 
m^me foi que vous, c’est eblouissant! 
O’est k n’y pas croire! Je reste ebaM, 
ahuri; je me sens vaincu ; je n’ai plus 
droit au titre que ces droles d’ Anglais 


ont invente; je vous le cMe, et je me 
retire. 

Vraiment, je dois I’avouer, j’ai cprouve 
pendant quelques instants une certaine 
malaise, une sensation inaccoutumee do 
degout et de pitie, car, voyez-vous, je 
n’aurais jamais fait disperser comme q:a 
des gens de ma race et de ma religion. 
Vous n’avez pas liesite. Vous ^tes plus 
' fort que moi, le “ Grand Assassin ” en 
retraite, et vous avez montre a 1’ Occident 
les moeurs iuflexibles et impitoyables de 
rOrient. 

Je ne sais pas precisement votrc 
adresse. Chez nous on a toujours eu 
riiabitude de se cacher pendant de tels 
evenements. C’est une bonne occasion 
de faire une petite excursion, m^me en 
mer. Si vous quittez votre pays, venez 
me voir. On n’est pas mal ici, et la vue 
est renommee. Nous passerons quelques 
bonnes journees ensemble a causer de 
nos affaires. 

Rappelez-moi au bon souvenir de vos 


braves parents, les Grands Dues. J’aurai 
le plaisir de leur faire cadeau d’une 
quantite de clumipagnc dos mcillours 
crus, qui m’est inutile a present, car je 
ne regois plus personno qui on bolt. 
On I’amie bien, a co qu’il paruit, ohoz 
les Giaours et surtout ckez vous. 

J’avais I’idee de vous olTrir uii aiicieii 
cimeterre, que Ton dit avoir etc cclui de 
Saladin. Mais c’elait uii guerricr qui 
se jetait temerairement au milieu des 
combats. Vous n’eles pas precisement 
de . ce genre-1^. Vous vous lenez a 
I’ecart, meme k I’abri, des luttes. Je 
vous envoie done, en signe de profonde 
admiration et de sincere amitie, un 
bouclier, orne de quelques bijoux, qui 
appartenait k SiSlim On y voit 

encore des tacLes de sang. 

Votre tout devoue Abuul Huiid. 


CoNOiLiATORY. — Wanted 5 pkinfamlly ’s 
Wash.” — AdvL in ''Southport Visitor.'' 







February 1, 1905.] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI 


WEDDING PRESENTS. 

(By a Victim.) 

As soon as May had named the day 
She issued invitations 
To all the crew our mothers knew 
(Including poor relations). 

We were aware they ah would swear 
In language far from pleasant, 
Confound it ! I shah have to buy 
The blessed pair a present.” 

Then boy and man in cart and van 
And motor-car came chiving, 

WTth gifts galore, and more and more, 
And stih they kept arriving ; 

And housemaids flew, and postmen too, 
Tih ah the terrace wonclered, 

And night and day they rang away — 
Lord ! how the knocker thundered ! 

We worked in shifts upon the gifts ; 

And when we had unstrung them, 
We ’d twenty score of forks and more, 
But not a knife among them ; 

And as we two had scarce a sou, 

There seemed to be a caret 
When sihy mugs gave claret jugs, 

But not a drop of claret. 

AVe ’d endless gongs, and sugar-tongs 
Of every shape and fashion. 

As if sweet tea was bound to be 
Henceforth our ruling passion ; 

We ’d sachets, too, of pink and blue. 
With sickly perfumes scented. 

And oh ! the show of art muveau 
With which we were presented ! 

And, now we ’ve got the little lot, 

We ’re under obligation 
To every guest we most detest, 

And every poor relation ; 

And by the time the church beUs chime, 
And Hymen ties the true knot. 

We find— too late — we ’ve all we hate. 
And nothing that we do not. 

FIRST AID FOR HEROES AND - 
VILLAINS. 

No author need now have the faintest J 
compunction in brutally killing off the ; 
central character of his novel. Judging 1 
from the resurrection of She after having ^ 
been consumed by fire; of Sherlo^ 
Holmes and the villain of The Motor 
Pirate, resuscitated like the late Sherlock ; 
Holmes after having disappeared over a i 
chff,^ any author possessed of sufficient i 
ingenuity may bring back to life his 
“creation” from however final a fate, g 
Tiiis is the kind of thing : — [ 

Example I. ’ ^ 

Chapter XXX. — Dulce et decorum ‘ 

est ” . . . And with a half sob J 

“Slogger” Lovelace sank to the earth ( 
riddled by a hundred bullets. As 
evening feU the shouts of battle drew 
further away, and the vultures came c 
swooping down on the young hero’s c 
shattered body, s 
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“A PORTRAIT-AFTER GAINSBOROUGH.” 

(Mr. Chamkerlain addresses a great meeting at Gainsborough on February 1.) 


Sequel. — Chapter I . — The marvellous 
recuperative powers of the air of South 
Africa are w^ known. Never, perhaps, 
did they bring about a more remarkable 
recovery than in the case of Lord Edward 
Lovelace, better known as “SinGGER.” 
Seated in a Kaffir hut one glorious day 
in June, &c., &c. 

Example n. 

Chapter LX. . . . For a moment 
Jasp.ui Quick stood paralysed. Then, 
with a cry of hoiTor he ran swiftly 
towards his horse. But it was too late. 
The earth trembled violently, all creation 
seemed agitatedly to move, a roar as of 
a million cannon shook the air, the 
ground opened, and Jaspar Quick dis- 
appeared. The earthq^uake at which he 
had scoffed not an hour before had over- 
(we may ahnost say, under-) taken him ! 

Sequel. — Chapter J. , . . Melbourne ! 
The pitiless sun beating down on that 
city of &c., &c. In the coffee-room of a 
comfortable private hotel Jaspar Quick 
sat at breakfast. Save for a slight 


whiteness of the hair about the temples 
there was nothing in the appearance of 
the famous criminal to indicate that he 
had been passed completely through the 
earth some six months previously in that 
appalling catastrophe of ’15. . . . 


A Mixed Bag. 

We extract the following from the 
catalogue of a sale recently held at the 
Army and Navy Auxiliary Stores 

-39 A leather hand-bag, containing brass cur- 
tain pole fittings, a floor polishing 
brush, a trivet, a large iron saucepan, 
a brass coffee machine, a saucepan lid 
stand, a poker, a Windsor chair, a toast 
fork, a decanter drainer, a japanned 
coal vase, a coal scuttle, a slop pail, a 
water can, and a hand basket. 

Blessing and Cursing. — ^It is reported 
that just about the time when the Czar 
was blessing the Neva, the Japs at Port 
Arthur were considering whether they 
should dam the harbour. 
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LIFE'S LITTLE DIFFICULTIES. 

XI. — The Box. 

I. 

Mrs. Synythe-Smitli to Mrs. Clishy. 

Dear Mrs. Clisby, — Tvonder if you 
would care to use the enclosed box for 
the Mausoleum Theatre on Thursday 
week. We intended to go ourselves, 
but my husband finds that he will have 
to travel North that day in connection 
with an important case. With kind 
regards, I am, 

Yours truly, 

IlUTH SilYTHE-SniTH. 

IT. 

Mrs. Clishy to Mrs. Henderson. 

My dear Mrs. Hexdersox,— Would you 
and Mr. Hekderson care to join us at the 
Mausoleum on Thursday week? We 
have a box for that night, and should be 
so glad if you woidd look in. Just ask 
for Mtrs. Clisby’s box. With kind 
regards, I am, 

Yours sincerely, Mabel Cltsby. 

III. 

Mrs. Clishy to Tier sister Mrs. Thoms. 

My dear Sophy, — Our friends the 
Smythe-Smiths (he is the barrister) have 
sent us a box, which they are unfor- 
tunately prevented from using, for the 
Mausoleum on Thursday week. Will 
you and Henry join us? We are also 
asking some nice people we met at 
Matlock in the summer — ^the Hendersons. 
Mr, Henderson is in an important posi- 
tion at Lloyd’s, and his wife, who is 
very charming, is a cousin of Sir Wilson 
Arkstone, who built the Severn Bridge. 

Your loving M. 

IV. 

Mrs. Thoms to Mrs. Clishy. 

DearM[abel, — We shall love to come 
to the theatre with you. But Aggie 
insists on ccaning too, and bringing 
Bertie Rawler with her. I am sure you 
won’t mind, she has so few pleasures, 
and Bertie, who is always so considerate, 
can stand at the back if we are at aU 
crowded. He is quite like one of our- 
selves already, and I have no compunction 
in asking him to do all kinds of little 
things like this. If only he coidd get 
some permanent and lucrative employ- 
ment, we should be so happy. At 
present he is an agent for a new Innd of 
combined fountain pen and office ruler, 
which he is trying very hard to intro- 
duce into the city, but without much 
success, I am afraid. 

Your loving S. 

V. , 

Mrs. Clishy to Mrs. Thoms. 

My dear Sophy, — I am very sorry to 


have to disappoint you, but really I don’t 
see how we can manage Mr. Rawler on 
Thursday night. I am sure that eight 
iwiU be plenty, and Frank, who is so 
impetuous, entirely without my know- 
ledge has asked a Mr. Flack, an American 
over here on business, to whom he wishes 
to show some kindness, to join us. So 
that if Aggie comes, and I am so son*y 
to have forgotten to mention the dear 
girl when I wrote first, we shall be eight 
— four couples — ^without Mr. Rawler 

Your loving M. 

VT. 

Mrs. Thoms io Mrs. Clishy. 

DfLVR Mabel, — It does not matter about 
Bertie. We have arranged that he shall 
go to the Upper Circle and come and see 
us between the acts. Do tell me a little 
more about Mr. Flack. What is his 
business ? Some Americans can he very 
attractive. I suppose he has left his 
wife and family in America ? 

Your loving S. 

MI. 

Mrs. Clishy to Mrs. Thoms. 

My dear Sophy,-— If Mr. Rawler is 
coming to see us between the acts I 
think he ought to dress. Couldn’t he 
get a seat in the Dress Circle ? 

Your loving M. 

VIII. 

Mrs. Thoms to Mrs. Clishy. 

Dear Mabel, — Of course Bertie will 
dress. Going to the theatre is no 
novelty for him. He was at school with 
two of Wilson Barrett’s sons. Yhu do 
not answer my question about Mr. Fl^vck. 
I always like to know in advance some- 
thing about the people I am going to 
meet. Yhur loving S. 

IX. 

Mrs. Clishy io Mrs. Thoms. 

{By hand.) 

My very dear Sophy,— A most unfor- 
tunate thing has happened. Chancing 
to be in the neighbourhood this morning, 
Frank looked in at the theatre just to 
see in the plan where our box was, and 
perhaps mention to one of the officials 
that you and the Hendersons would be 
asking for it in the evening. To his 
horror he found that it was a top box, 
capable of holding four persons at the 
most, two of whom could not see the 
stage except by leaning over very un- 
comfortably. It is unpardonable of 
Mrs. Smythe-Smith not to have told me. 
The question now is. What shall we do? 
After thinking it over very carefully I 
wonder if you would mind postponing 
your visit to tlie theatre for a wHle 
until there is a better play — the papers 
seem to think very little of the thing 
now on— and bringing Mr. Rawler to 


dinner on Sunday at half-past one. It 
is so very difficult for me to put off the 
Hendersons. I am so sorry to have to 
ask you to be so unselfish, but blood is 
thicker than water, isn’t it ? 

Your loving M. 

P.S. — Mr. Flack seems to be a man of 
means. He is connected with a new 
patent, and we are very glad to be able 
to do something to make his time in 
London less lonely. Frank in putting 
him off will make some other arrange- 
ment. 

X. 

Mrs. Thoms to Mrs. Clishy. 

{By hand.) 

Dear Mabel, — What a pity you did 
not find out how many the box would 
hold. I bad a feeling, as I mentioned 
to Henry quite at the first, that you 
were asking too many. Of course we 
should like to come to dinner on Sun- 
day, and wiR do so with pleasure ; but 
I can’t help thinking tbat the best thing 
to do now is for you to telegraph to the 
I^T)ERSONS that you are ill and have 
given the box away, and then to take 
just Aggie and Mr. Fl^ck. The poor 
girl badly needs a little excitement, and 
it would be very unfortunate if Frank 
had to be discourteous to this young 
American. Your loving 8. 

XL 

Mrs. Clishy to Mrs. Thoms’. 

{By hand.) 

Dear &phy, — Before your reply came 
I had written to the Hendersons putting 
them off, but a telegram came from them 
almost immediately after to say that they 
would not be able to come, as Mrs. H. has 
influenza. I am so vexed that I vvTote. 
By all means let Aggie come and meet 
Mr. Flack. Did I teU you he is quite 
elderly ? His wife came to England 
with him, but has gone to Stratford-on- 
Avon and Salisbury for a few days. 

Your loving M. 

XII. 

Mrs. Thoms to Mrs. Clishy. 

{By hand.) 

Dear Mabel, — ^Aggie cannot come after 
all, as Bertie’s brother is taking them to 
the Hippodrome. We will be punctual 
on Sunday, and very hkely shall bring 
Bertie s brother with us. I sure 

you won’t mind. Your loving 8. 


From the Manchester Evening News : 

“ French Taught by Parian Gentleman ; terms 
moderate.” 

As nothing was said of marbles during 
hours of vacation the suspicions of the 
Advertisement Editor seemed to have 
been roused: and in the next issue a 
corrected version appeared : 

French Taught hy Parsian Gentleman.” 




EASIER SAID THAN DONE. 

Sixteen-stone SpoHsman (wJio has been nearly pvt down over a “rotten ” landing^ to TMtle BinltSj Qet. 2). “Do you mind roTTiNa ME FA^K IN THE Saddle, Sir? 
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mVRLEQinX THE HEROINE ; 

Or, Bow the Muidcn of Belodrauua fared 
in the Ueifions of Vanfoinimia. 

Part IU. 

Preparations for tlie “;ere 

well advanced, and it r-- . iir’c of 
the appointed lime, wlien, finding myself 
alone with the Baron in the narrow 
trysting-place known locally as Bear 
the Castle, I entreated' an explanation of 
the words that had perplexed me at 
our last inter\new. 

“Tell me,” said I, speaking rather 
loudly to drown the noise of hammering 
which, was distinctly audible behind us, 
“tell me, I beg of you, what did you 
mean by going to the Halls ? ” 

“ Don’t you know? ” replied the Baron ; 
“the Halls are where we live when it 
isn’t Christmas-time. Turns, y'ou know, 
and all that.” 

“ Turns ? ” I repeated vaguely. 

“Yes, of course,” said my Uncle. 
“What else? We aH do ’em. Your 
Aunt and I are refined knock-abouts, and 
the Prince does patriotism and cake- 
walks.” 

“But,” I stammered, a suspicion of 
the awful truth breaking upon me, 
“surely I ?” 

“ Of course, now you are one of us, 
you’ll do the same,” said the Baron. 

“ I fancy your line will be something in 
, the serio-comic. You wear short skirts 
and a sun-bonnet. It ’s quite easy.” 

To say that I was aghast would be to 
understate the truth. 

“Alasl” I exclaimed. “You know 
not what you are saying. You forget 
that I am the one figure in dramatic 
literature that never changes, whose 
misfortunes and whose sorrows are 
invariably the same. Uncle,” I pleaded, 
“I am almost a formula; do not, pray 
do not, ask me to become a marionette ! ” 
“I’m afraid,” said he, “that it cannot 
be helped now, and really I think the 
change would be an improvement. Any- 
how,” he added, “it wiU be a beautiful 
wedding.” 

I made no response. 

“ You shall wear tluee large ostrich 
plumes and a necklace of electric lights,” 
continued the kind old gentleman. 
“Afterwards, there wiU. be a ballet 
entitled' The Triumph of Cupid, also 
acrobats, a tramp cyclist, and a man who 
does lightning cartoons. No one shall 
say that we denied you these simple 
comforts. I have also,” he added, smiling, 
“ a little personal surprise in store ; you 
shall see what it is at the ceremony. 
Half-time I” 

Inwardly I reflected that to see myself 
there would he all the surprise I should 
need, but, unwilling to pain him, I said 
nothing more, and soon afterwards he 
bustled away upon his preparations. 


Yliat a position was I now in 1 Fated 
('unless I could even yet escape) to an 
existence of silk stockings and a per- 
petual smile, the prospect caused the 
very blood to freeze in my veins. Lack- 
ing strength even to swoon, I looked 
round wildly for Sir Rupert. I longed 
for one of his familiar curses to prove to 
me that I was not utterly alone. How 
bitterly I regretted having left dear 
Papa and my old lover Jack, whose 
I lofty sentiments and simple attire I con- 
trasted mentally with the masquerade 
of yonder Princely buffoon. But alas ^ 
even Sir Rupert had vanished since the 
failure in the banqueting hall, and I 
had perforce to wait till the actual 
moment of the wedding at which (being 
in the concluding Act) he would be 
bound to be present. 

The ceremony was arranged to take 
place in the Hall of Dazzling Light, as 





Their entrance in line. 

my Uncle had, somewhat ostentatiously, 
named his principal reception room. 
Concealed behind a pillar in this apart- 
ment, I watched the magnificent crowd 
of guests as it trooped glittering down 
the marble staircase to appropriate 
music. 

Very unwillingly I had permitted 
myself to be attired in a costume con- 
sisting principally of spangles and 
incandescent lamps, quite unsuitable to 
my severe and classic type of beauty. 

So habited, it had been arranged by 
my Uncle (whose conception of a beauti- 
ful wedding was somewhat transatlantic) 
that I should conclude the procession 
by appearing hand in hand with the 
Prince beneath a floral canopy upheld 
by members of the flying ballet. 

But how different were my emotions 
from those which I had anticipated! 
Terror had now taken the place of pride, 
the shadow of some half-comprehended 
doom seemed to brood over the festive 
scene. Dimly I wondered what was 
happening at dear old Meadowsweet, 


and what would be my parent’s anguish 
could he but behold the position of his 
only daughter. 

Suddenly, even as I thought thus, I 
saw something which caused the very 
blood to freeze "witliin my veins. (It 
will be noticed that I am liable to this 
species of chiU.) Close to me, mingling 
with the crowd, I perceived Cousin Flo, 
Papa, the pantomime viUain, and my old 
lover Jack. But vrith what unspeakable 
shame did I behold them ? What hoi rid 
enchantment had so altered the familiar 
reverence of my relative’s demeanour? 
In a flash I understood. The pantomime 
atmosphere imported by Cousin Flo and 
her companion had proved too strong for 
the purer air of Melodramia, and the 
fusion of the two elements had produced 
that hybrid known as Musical Comedy. 

There could be no doubt about it. My 
father and my ex-lover, once so serenely 
cahn, were now pionounced specimens of 
this unspeakable type. It needed not 
poor Papa’s Trilby hat, his curly 
wdiiskers, or his loud check suit to con- 
vince me; their entrance in line, each 
with a hand upon his neighbour’s 
shoulder, and one leg held out at right 
angles, would alone have betrayed' the 
shameful truth. 

This then was the surprise which my 
Uncle had predicted'; it w’as one indeed! 

Pale wdth horror I turned to behold 
Sir Rupert Rutherford standing beside 
me. He looked older and more caiworn 
than wRen I had' last seen him, and his 
face wore the haggard expression of one 
engaged in a hopeless struggle with fate. 
In his hands was a cigarette-case — 
empty. 

“ Aha ! ” he hissed, making, I could’ 
observe, a violent effort to keep his teeth 
clenched. ‘ ‘ Aha, my dainty Rose ! ’ ’ Then 
a spasm appeared to seize him. “ Why,” 
he asked suddenly, “is Lord Kitchener 
like a potato ? ” 

From these awful words I realised' 
that the fatal influence of the place had 
spread even to him. “I don’t know 
what made me say that,” he added 
despondently. “I’ve been trying not to 
for days.” 

In a moment I had made up my mind. 
There was little time to lose, for already 
reminiscences of Wagner were heralding 
the appearance of the bridal pair. I 
could see the Prince, in a garment of 
glittering silver with white ostrich 
plumes in his hat, searching distractedly 
for me. Obviously the end was close at 
hand. 

“ Rupe,” I wdiispered hastily (and the 
contraction was significant, “ Rupe, let 
us fly from here ere it be too late ! Let 
us join hands and seek some distant 
spot to which this curse of Humour 
cannot penetrate. You have stiR your 
dress clothes, and I have my moral 
influence ; with these let us give 
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1 Stakspearian recitals at local Temper- coming Naval Exhibition at Earl’s Court This explains why the sunnving rela- 

j ance Halls — there at least there will he from fear of wounding the feelings of tives are always in black. 

' no amusement ! ” other nations, he could assure them that 

I Silently I held out my hands, he there would be no display of arrogance. A play entitled Much Ado ciboiit 

I clasped them, and without a word we Indeed, we understand that some of our Nothhig has been produced at His 


stole from the spot, while behind us the defective gun-sights will be on view. 

music swelled to a chmax. 

What liappened when our flight was It is hoped, by the by, that it will be 
discovered, whether the wedding was possible to secure, as an exhibit, a 
stopped, or whether Cousin Flo resumed British Merchant Sailor. 

her old place, and in due course entered 

those mvsterious Halls for which she was Mr. Arxold-Forsteii having deck 


Majesty’s Theatre. It is founded on a 
play of the same name by Shakspea.re. 

‘'New Bill at the Lyceum ! ” rims 
an announcement. We were certainly 
getting a bit tired of Bailey. 


Mr. Arxold-Forster having declared 


so obviously suited, I may never know, that he was not satisfied with what the The weakness of the Drury Lane 
Sir Rupert and I dwell in a world far public schools were doing for the Army, management in excising those parts of 
removed from such frivolity. the Headmaster of Eton has written a the pantomime to which the Daily Mail 

Lately, however, strange rumours spirited letter in defence of the Warre- in its "outrageous attack” took excep- 
have reached us of “ incidents ” and tmining of that College. tion continues to excite comment. 

‘‘sketches,” which by their extension 

may yet render these places fit even for Mr. Kanbury Aggs, according to a “Frenclunen’s latest amusement,” says 


strange rumours I spirited letter in defence of the Warre- 
“ incidents ” and ! tmining of that College. 


in its "outrageous attack” took excep- 
tion continues to excite comment. 

“Frenclunen’s latest amusement,” says 


may yet render these places fit even for Mr. Kanbury Aggs, according to a “Frenclunen’s latest amusement,” says 
a lady of such unblemished boredom as newspaper paragraph, has been adopted the Boyal Magazine, “is to fly inflated 

my own. In that case Dear Rupert as Liberal candidate for the Everton ! figures of grotesque appearance, which, 

has been looking with a slight 

over my shoulder, j , push, soar upward 


has been looking 
over my shoulder, 
so I will end with 
his own words, 
words that he is 
never weary of 
repeating : 

“Mark me, a time 
will come ” 


CHARIYARIA. 

Recent events 
in St. Petersburg 
tend to show that, 
given favourable 
conditions, the 
Russian Army, no 
less than the 
Baltic Fleet, can 
gain victories. 

Meanwhile the 
outlook generally 
in Russia is so 



LADIES AT HOCKEY. 

(From an old Print.) 


into the air, and 
come slowly to the 
ground.” Poor 
M. Combes ! 

Some surprise 
is being expressed 
that the Magazine 
of Short Stories 
should be un- 
represented at the 
Dogger Bank In- 
quiry. 

It is a pity that 
the opponents of 
Alien Immigra- 
tion are not more 
careful as to their 
facts. Last week’s 
issue of the FamiZjy 
Doctor contained 
■the following 


threatening that it is not at all hnpos- [ division of Liverpool, and many ignorant I statement : — “Out of 100 new patients 


sible that the Czar may have to go to persons are asking, Who is he ? 
Manchuria for safety. of course, is Aggs. 


Two French newspapers have so far One of the latest additions to 
forgotten the traditions of Gallic polite- “Carmelite Music” is Resignation, 
ness as to open subscription lists for good deal of it is in the air. 

the benefit of the relatives of those 

slaughtered in St. Petersburg. It is thought possible that, when 


rsons are asking. Who is he ? Aggs, treated at one of the London eye 
course, is Aggs. hospitals, no fewer than 102 were 

aliens.” We need scarcely point out 

One of the latest additions to the that this is a gross exaggeration. 


A p'opos of Aliens, we notice that the 
Postmaster-General received, last week. 


slaughtered in St. Petersburg. It is thought possible that, when the a deputation protesting against the dis- 

Dissolution takes place, Mr. Balfour figurement of the country by ugly tele- 

The Czar’s Address has now been may finish Lord Beaconsfield’s uncom- graph Poles. 

published. A few days ago there were pleted novel. 

many versions of it. We know now that ' Coco, the wonderful monkey, promises 


it was Tsarskoe Selo. 


Coco, the wonderful monkey, promises 
Tlie Metropohtan Water Board has to bring so much gold to the Palace 
decided to issue more stock. Will this Theatre that that place of entertainment 


Three little lions have been born at be what is known as Watered Stock ? 

Haslemere Park, in Buckinghamshire. 

In these days of physical deterioration We are sorry to hear that there has 


is regarded as a veritable Cocos Island. 


it is good to know that this country been a considerable number 


can stiU breed them. 


disasters at Juvenile parties lately. 


aas The Ameer of Afghanistan has asked 
ice for a seaport, and it is lumoured that 
Margate will he given to him. 


Admiral Fremantle has stated that, According to Professor Meek the 
as some persons seemed to be holding death-rate among lobsters is tremendous, New Title for the Czar. — The Little 
back from participation in the forth- only one in 40,000 reaching maturity. White Feather. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

My Xautical Retainer '?\Tites : One is apt to despair of 
English criticism TYhen a novel like May vSixclair's The 
Dicine Fire (Constable) goes almost unregarded. Possibly our 
conductors are themselves guided by established reputations : 
and Miss Sinclair’s was yet to make. She was not Mrs. 
HLiiPHRY' "Ward, for instance, and she was not Mr. Henry 
J.AMES, Yet the one might well envy the delightful liumour 
that here tempers a very perfect sincerity, and the other 
might admire how an analytic subtlety as delicate as his own 
could avoid obscurity and a too laboured finesse. Miss Sinclair’s 
intuition — for experience would never have embraced sucli 
a diversity of types— is something more than feminine. With 
an astonishing*^ certainty of toucli she realises her bold con- 
ception of JRickinan^ the poet with the “ divine fire, and 
the chilling heritage of dropped aspirates; the man whose 
instinct for the best in art and in honour delivers him unhiirt 
fi*om the banality of liis enviionment, and yet leaves him 
human and no pri g . With equal certainty she presents Horace 
Jeicdidne, the finished product of Oxford dondom, with his 
lofty generalisations on the Absolute, and his ultimate lapse 
into the corruption of popular journalism. More easily 
imagined, yet not less admirably executed, are her women 
portraits, covering a wide range, from Lucia Harden, of the 
fine intelligence and noble sympathies, to Flossie Walker, 
of the Bloomsbury boarding-house ideals, each (and Poppy, 
too, of the Halls) making lier appeal to some quality, higher 
or lower, or something between, in the same man’s nature. 

Miss Sinclair is always quietly sure of herself. That is 
why she will not be hurried, but moves through her gradual 
scheme with so leisured a serenity ; why her style, fluent and 
facile, never forces its natural eloquence ; why her humour 
plays with a diffused light over all her work and seldom needs 
the advertisement of scintillating epigrams. Judged by 
almost every standard to which a comedy like this should be 
referred, I find her book the most remarkable that I have 
read for many years. 

Fortunately in America, which has a vastly wider reading 
public, and, at times, a keener flair for genius, The Divine 
Fire has been received with instant enthusiasm. This must 
be Miss Sinclair’s consolation when she finds herself in the 
noble army of prophets and sibyls who have missed honour 
in their own countries. 

Lady Penelope, by Morley Roberts (F. V. White & Co.), 
is, reports one of my Assistant Readers, a high-spirited 
Society novel of the irresponsible type. With its bright 
dialogue and bustling incident it suggests possibilities of 
stage adaptation in the fonn of a rattling farcical comedy, 
thongh there are certain difificulties m the plot which a 
dramatist might find insuperable. The heroine, Lady 
Penelope Bradiny, has eight devoted suitors, a fanatical dis- 
like of tlie vulgar publicity of snuii't weddings, and no sense 
of humour whatever. She subjects her unlaappy suitors to a 
period of probation on the Ruskinian system, pairing them 
off in uncongenial couples with instiuctions to learn to 
tolerate one another, in the hope that she will eventually 
reward one of them with her hand, hut on the distinct under- 
standing that she vdll never let anyone know who her 
husband is, -while he, whoever he may be, will also be 
expected to conceal tlie fact. Later, she invites her suitors, 
friends, and relations to a party, and informs them all that 
she has married one of them, but declines to say which. 
And when in due course an announcement appears in the 
Births column of the Times, it gives Lady Penelope's 
unmarried surname only, which naturally not only intensifies 
the mystery, but causes a scandal. Whereupon each suitor, 
from mistaken motives of chivalry, attempts to save his 
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lady’s name by proclaiming himself as the husband. Hence 
more bewilderment, misunderstandings, assaults and batteries, 
wild pursuits and flights in motor-cars, and a general 
atmosphere of confusion and mystery that goes on thickening 
till the last page hut one, when it is satisfactorily cleared by 
the arrival of the genuine husband. The mid-Yictorian 
Duchess of Goring, the Bishop of Spilshoroiigh, and Boh, the 
hoy who has been taken away from three great public schools 
for fighting, are weh-drawn and amusing characters, and 
altogether Lady Penelope may be recommended with some 
con&ence to those in search of entertainment. 


By all students of English literature, and by all admirers 
of the varied work of Willtaim Makepeace Thackeray, a 
hook entitled The Thackeray Country, written by IjEWIs 
Melville, and recently published by Messrs. Black, will bo 
most heartily welcomed. Tiiacicebay’s country, the land of 
his choice, was Bohemia; Upper, not Lower, Bohemia, rich in 
Johnsonian tradition, where men like Warringlon and the 
once dandified Pen resided, in such chambers and amid such 
queer surroundings as caused Major Pendennis, from West- 
End Clubland, to shudder on the occasion of his first visit to 
this unfashionable quarter, when, being mistaken for the 
expected pot-boy, he was peremptorily bidden to “ come in ’ ” 
Xot a few of the illustrations, those of the Temple, for 
example, seem somewhat unnecessary. 

The Baron hinits himself to three corrections, which he 
makes of his own personal knowledge. It was not Douglas 
Jerrold but Andrew Arcedeokite who, by way of congratu- 
lating Thackeray on the reading in public of his first lecture 
on the Four Georges, said to him in his squeaky voice, with 
specially assumed, and peculiarly irritating, cockney manner, 
“Brayvo! Thaok, my boy! Uncommon good show. But 
it’ll never go without a planner." As nearly as the Baron 
can remember, this is how Aroedeokne himself told it to him, 
thereby corroborating Thackeray’s own version of the story, 
which the Baron heard from Thackeray himself, on an 
exceptional occasion, when it was the Baron’s privilege to 
be seated with him, Percival Leigh, and Mark Lemon at the 
Punch dinner table after most of tlie company had left. 
Then it was that, as Tpiaokeil\.y was recounting “ the DickeNvS 
and Yates affair” at the Garrick Club, he brought down liis 
fist Avith such an emphatic thump on the arm of his chair 
that he considerably startled the youngest of the party. It 
was little Andrew Aroedeokne, too, whose un expected entrance 
into the Garrick smoking-room so disconcerted Thackeray— 
who at the moment was in the middle of some humorous 
story, with which he was entertaining a circle of admirers— 
that he suddenly dried up, just as though he were an 
inexperienced and nervous young actor who had forgotten 
his part. Whereupon Aroedeokne, quietly lighting a cigar, 
addressed the great man, in a cheerfully patronising manner, 
with these delightfully inappropriate words, “ Proceed, sweet 
warbler, your story interests me much.” Thackeray made no 
retort, but hastily left the room. 

This the Baron long, long the 

ago had from the aforesaid 
Andrew, whose society he much 
cultivated, and also from that 
inimitable raconteur Shirley 
Brooks. The third error is 
misspelling the Baron’s family 
name both in the book and 
its index. Well — there ’s the 
danger of running into remi- 
niscences — so the Baron pulls 
up short, and again recom- 
mends Mr. Lewis Melville’s RE 

book to aU and sundry. 
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WHERE THERE’S A WILL AND NO WAY. 

Stout Party. “Now then, young Lady, don’t sit on me, please!” 
Young Tjady {sweetly) “I’ll try not to.” 


MAIL-CART DIALOGUE. 

II. 

Can you see anything of her ? ” said 
the infant, whose range of vision was 
limited to smoking chimneys and electric 
tram standards, owing to its supine 
position in the mail-cart. 

“Yes, I can see her right enough,” 
replied Twoyears, craning round the 
hood and peering through the glass 
door into the dim interior of the draper’s 
shop, where Nurse sat absorbed at the 
ribbon counter. 

“How much longer is she going to 
be?” inquired the infaut, peevishly 
squirming about under the strap. 

“ Oh„give her time,” said Twoyears ; 

“ she’s only had seven boxes down yet. ! 
The postman winked at her this morn- 
ing, you know, so she ’s buying a new 
ribbon for her cap on the strength of it. 
— Oh don’t start crying, for goodness 
sake; I get enough of that in the 
nursery. Do draw it mild in the mail- 
cart.” 

“But I’m teething,” whimpered the 
other. 

“Well, if you are you’d better keep 
it to yourself, or they ’ll start vaccinating 
you at once.” 

“ What ! ” ejaculated the baby, “ don’t 
I suffer enough as it is with my gmns 
but they must go and dig holes in my 
arm, and then grumble if I cry.” 

“Ah, that’s where they have joul 
They vaccinate you when you ’re teething, 
so that one cry does for both. Being 
the eldest of the family I fell into the 
trap — but you take my tip, cry now for 
your gums and in six months’ time for 
your arm, even though it ’s quite better.” 

“But they’ll think me such a dis- 
agreeable baby if I cry for nothing.” 

“ I daresay they ’ll do that anyhow,” 

Uncertain how to take this the baby 
pulled down its lip as the easiest way 
out of the dilemma, when the other 
hastily interposed — 

“ Come — cheer up, Chummie — you ’re 
not in your bath anyhow — and if you 
were you’d have a better time than I 
did at your age. That was before we 
made our money. We only kept a 
general. I shan’t forget Mother’s first 
attempt at bathing me.” 

“ Did you cry ? ” said the infant with 
interest. 

“ Yes, to a certain extent, but not so 
much as she did — and oh, how hot she 
got! She was frightened of drowning 
me, so as soon as I saw an opening I 
slipped into the deep water of the basin, 
and she nipped me out in no time. It 
was a dodge worth repeating. Not that 
pretending to drown in soapy water is 
an jam. But you ’re young yet for that 
sort of thing — ^and anyhow you’U find 
people won’t worry you as long as you ’U 
keep asleep.” 


“Oh, won’t they?” said the baby. “I 
don’t believe there ’s a single person of 
my acquaintance, from Nurse’s aunt to 
the Kitchemnaid’s grandmother, but 
runs her finger round my gums every 
time we meet.” 

“Oh— tuomen/ Perhaps so — ^you’re 
one of them ; but you won’t find men 
noticing a kid of your sex and age.” 

“But they do. Nearly every man in 
the street speaks to me as he passes.” 

“Well, it ’s very unusual, then,” cried 
Twoyears. “ What do they say ? ” 

“ They say, ‘ Hallo, Baby 1 how ’s 
Nurse ? ’ ” 

“Well, of course,” said Twoyears 


after a pause, “I don’t want to doubt 
your word, but it ’s unusual. You are a 
girl, aren’t you ? ” 

“ I believe so,” said the infant doubt- 
fully. “I fancy I heard Nurse say so.” 

“ Oh, you must be, from the bonnet. 
If you were a boy, like me, you ’d wear 
a fluffy white mortarboard thing two 
sizes too large for you, with a tendency 
to tilt over one eye. You ’re a girl right 
enough, though what they want more 
girls for beats me. There ’s a baby girl 
next door, two opposite, and hundreds 
of them in the Park. What ’s the good 
of them ?— that ’s what I want to know.” 

“ You wait a bit,” said the infant. 
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- - ■ j (jQgg j/,. Punch’s Eepresentative congratulate I 

LATEST IMPERIAL POLICY. iMr. Waixer on liis rendering of this fine declpatory part, I 

Jj these days when Melm tasS^lnd^RSlirtheS'ifiTsV^^^^^ 

and snch-like theatncal absurdities, constitute tiie most Raymond Roze for his music, though one can have a 

S™ Sis?i ssz“ d lita. <» 7* sooi MMorio 

lonrsoiuies, as Henry the Fifth, should play is not a buZiet d action. 

arouse audience after audience, representative of aU sorts pd = 


conditions of Englishmen and Englishwomen, to such a pitch GROWING IMPOTENCE OF THE PRESS, 

of honest enthusiasm as seldom greets even an exceptionally THE (aROWIIMti IIVIKUI .... 

sensational melodrama,’ is a remarkable fact, constituting a [if -n-e are to helieve the statement that a vast majority m the eountiy 
genuine and thorougUy weU-merited tribute to the discern- 


raent of IVIr. Lewis Waller as a Manager, to the excellence of ' 
ids own impersonation of the warrior Eng, pious as he is 
chivalrous, and to the intelligent acting of a first-rate working 
company. _ 

Unfortunately on the occasion of the visit of Mr. Punch s 
Representative to the Imperial Theatre, Miss Mary’ Rorke, 
who should haY^e played the part of Chorus, one of the many 
exceptional charms of this reviY^al, was suffering froin loss of 
voice, and unable to appear. The entire audience sincerely 
s^anpathised with her, as they also suffered from loss of voice, 
and that voice, hers. 

I The cast is too full — there are some thirty-eight speaking 
' parts--for this Representative to give adequate praise to each 
and every one, Yvhere all are so exceptionally good. He 
I would like to see Mr. Trane: Dyall, as the Bauphin, more 
1 lively, gay, and light-hearted, than he is; for is he not the 
' practical humourist who has sent that box of tennis balls to 
the English King ? The Dauphin should be in strong contrast 
to Henry, reminding one rather of what the latter had been 
when he was Harry Monmouth. 

Mr. Thom.\s Kingston, as Corporal Nym, overdoes the make- 
up and the business of this part, notably where his by-play 
detracts from the pathetic interest aroused by the Hostess's 
(Miss M. Griffin) touchingly natural description of the death 
of Sir John Falstaff, hfr. William Calvert’s Bardolph is 
good. 

The rendering by Mr. John Beauoblaaip of two characters so 
distinct as the determined but courtly Archhishop of Canter- 
hury and the Yucillating French King Ghmdes the Sixth, is 
admirable. Full of humour is the Welsh Captain Cower of 
Mr. Edmund Ferris, though, if he will cudgel the unfortunate 
Pistol so severely, it seems to me that Mr. Williayi Mou.ison, 
the artistic representative of this cowardly, bombastic, 
amusing knave, the last of -pooT Falstaf's followers, takes the 
chastisement far too stolidly, rarely uttering a cry, hardly 
writhing, and never once attempting to escape. 

Than Miss Kate Ruskin as the Boy, Falstaff's page, no better 
representative could be found. Her French coiwersation 
and her acting as the interpreter between swaggering bully 
Pistol and the unfortunate French nobleman (who surely 
ought not to be represented by Mr. Cil\rles Meyer as so 
utterly abject a victim), is thoroughly natural, and adds 
greatly to the humour of tbis absurdly burlesque scene. By 
the way, how has it come about that this sharp-witted, 
decently educated youth should have been in the confidential 
service of the Fat Knight and his company of blackguards ? 
Much might be vnltten on this page. 

Miss Sarah Brooke is charming as Katharine, and the light 
courtship duologue between the French Princess, speaking 
her own language fluently, and King Henry, whose education 
has been so neglected that he cannot, as a linguist, be classed 
with Falstaff's page, attempting to express himself in the 
same tongue, is, as a detached scene, a delightful bit of 
comedy, recalling for a moment, as does the practical joke 
of the leek, the days when the King, a gay young man 
about town, larked with Boll, being quite unrestrained by 


‘ a^ppIIptipp nf 1 ovei whelming proportion of the London Press diametrically opposed to 

’ " _ . i nn iLa vrital miPStinn t.hft hoilT.I 


pulilic opinion on the most vital question of the hour.] 

As Thought acquires an ampler sway 
I ’ve watched the old illusions die, 

And felt it only right to lay 

The facts before the common eye ; 

I ’ve admitted a gradual breach 

In the faiths that we used to confess, 

But to one I have clung like a leech — 

I allude to the Power of the Press. 

When sceptics thus assailed my creed : 

‘‘ These writers by the day or week — 

Are they a supernatural breed 
Of genius, giant, god or freak ? ” 

I replied, “ They are human, of course. 

But the might that they -wield with the pen 
Is a very mysterious force 
As employed in the moulding of men ! ” 

Some say it was the breakfast hour, 

When intellects are passing cheap, 

Which gave the Press its plastic power 
Over a public dazed with sleep ; 

For myself not a rap do I care 
How it came to impose on the brain ; 

It has burst like a bubble in air, 

It has soared to the sightless inane ! 

Vainly, to judge by truant votes, 

Some 85 per cent, or so 

Of London’s journalistic throats 
Urge the reforms of Fiscal Joe ; 

For the louder they din in her ears 
That her commerce is going askew, 

The more firmly the country adheres 
To precisely the opposite view. 

Yet readers love the patriot page ; 

No Little Englanders are these ; 

For ]oy of Empire they ’ll engage 
To go and maffick all you please ; 

They have dreamt an Imperial dream 
Of the Fowl and her Filial Brood, 

But they couldn’t consent to a scheme 
That affected the bulk of their Food. 

It seems, at sight, a trivial phrase — 

“ Your Loaf — he means to make it less ! ” 

Yet none who knows our little ways 
Will wonder how it hurt the Press ; 

For your Briton ’s a person of sense 
When you get at his innermost core ; 

His regard for the Mail is immense, 

But the love of his tummy is more ! 0. ! 


We learn from the St. James's Gazette that at Mr. Cham- 


the etiquette that now fetters him as the reformed rake, the beiuain’s meeting at Gainsborough all the 600 guinea seats 
manly, pious and bluff soldier-King. on the platform were taken. Surely a record price ! 
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A LESSON IN POLITENESS. 

Bobhie (taking the second apple-^to Mabel), “If Auntie had parsed them to me first, I’d have taken the littlest one” 
Mabel. “Well, 's\mT’s the matter? You’ve got the littlest one!” 


TO A SEffi-DETACHED 
NEIGHBOUR. 

Again the firelight shadows mix 
Their mazy dance, and on mine ear 

Soft steals throngh. intervening bricks 
The strain that once I held so dear. 

’Tis but a simple-sounding thing, 

Yet ere an hour or so hath, sped 

I feel a hopeless longing spring 
Within my breast to know you dead. 

Oh count me not a Philistine, 

One of that rude, untutored throng, 

Which only designates divine 
The music of a dinner-gong. 

Go, ask my relatives and those 
AVho know me best, and they ’ll agree 

That hieath this cold exterior glows 
A heart attuned to harmony. 

Oft, oft wiU. organ-gidnders pause 
To gaze upon me in their play, 

Incredulous that they should cause 
A rapture such as I betray. 

And many a wandering minstrePs eye 
Hath shed a soft Teutonic tear 



Within a generous mug of niy 
Imported Munich lager beer. 

And yet your music stirs in me 
No subtly-sweet responsive thriU, 
Its one achievement seems to be 
To make me most supremely ill. 

Is it, perchance, because your fond 
And faithful fancy scorns to roam 
To melodies that lie beyond 
The narrow range of ‘‘Home. Sweet 
Home?” 

Or does this lonely, brooding heart. 
That craves a silent hour, condemn 
The way in which you always start 
At nine and play till two a.m. ? 

I know not, friend ; I only know 
That if you do not shortly cease 
I mean to summon you to go 
Before a Justice of the Peace. 


“Four men who robbed a shop at 
Shipley were traced by a trail of patent 
food.” In fact the Force (headed possibly 
by P.-C. SuNNt Jim) was on their track. 


THE LITTLE FATHER, 

Niohol, Nioeol, little Cz.vr, 

How I wonder where you are ! 

You who thought it best to fly, 
Being so afraid to die. 

Now the sullen crowds are gone, 
Now there ’s nought to fire upon ; 
Sweet your sleigh beUs ring afar. 
Tinkle, tinkle, little Czar. 

Little Czar, with soul so small. 

How are you a Czar at aU ? 

Yours had been a happier lot 
In some peasant’s humble cot. 

Yet to you was given a day 
With a noble part to play, 

As an Emperor and a Man ; 

When it came — “then Nicky ran.” 

Little Czar, beware the Lour 
When the people strikes at PoAvcr ; 
Soul and body held in thrall, 

They are human after aU. 

Thrones that reek of blood and tears 
Fall before the avenging years. 
While you watch your sinking star, 
Tremble, tremble, little Czar ! 
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LIFE’S LITTLE DIFFICULTIES. 

Xn. — T he Chauffeur. 

I. 

Mrs. Adrian Armyne to her sister. 

(Extract.) 

"We have found a most delightful 
chauffeur, a Frenchman named Achille 
Le Bon, who speaks English perfectly, 
although with a fascinating accent, and 
is altogether most friendly and useful. 
He is continually doing little things for 
me, and it is nice too to have someone 
to talk French with. Adrian’s conversa- 
tional French has always been very 
msty. You remember how in that little 
shop at A-vugnon in 1880 he said “ Quel 
dommage ? ” for ‘‘ What is the price ? ” 

II. 

Mr. Adrian Armyne to the Conservative 
Agent at Wilchester. 

Mr. Adrian Arhiyne presents his com- 
pliments to Mr. Bashford, and greatly 
regrets what must look very like a slight 
in his absence from the chair at last 
night’s meeting, but circumstances over 
which he had no control caused him to 
miss the way in his motor-car and after- 
wards to break down at a spot where it 
was impossible to get any other vehicle, 
Mr, Armyne cannot too emphatically 
express his regret at the occurrence, and 
his hope that trust in his good faith as 
a worker in the cause of Fiscal Reform 
may not be permanently shattered. 

III. 

Sir Vermn Boyce to Mr. Armyne. 

Dear Armyne, —I think you ought to 
know that I came across your Frenchman 
with a gun in the Lower Spinney this 
morning, evidently intending to get 
what he could. He explained to me 
that he distinctly understood you to say 
that he was at liberty to shoot there. 
How such a misunderstanding can have 
arisen I cannot guess, but he is now 
clearly informed as to divisions of land 
and other matters which apparently are 
different in France. It is all right, but 

I think yon ought to keep an eye on 
him. Yours sincerely, 

Vernon Boyce. 

IV, 

Mr'S. Armyne to her sister. 

(Extract.) 

Achille is certainly very useful, 
although his mercurial French nature 
rnakes him a httle too careless about 
time, and once or twice he has been 
nowhere to be found at important jimc- 
tures. For instance, we completely 
missed Lord Tancaster’s wedding the ! 
other day. Not that that mattered very ; 
much, especially as we had sent a silver : 
inkstand, but Adrian is rather annoyed, j 
Aohille plays the ^ndoline charmingly | ! 

(we hear him at night in the servants’ 
hah), and he has been teaching me 
repousse work. 

V. 

Airs. Amnyne to Airs. J ach Lyon. 

Dear EIrs. Lyon, — husband and 
myself are deeply distressed to have put 
out your table last evening, hut it was 
one of those accidents that occur now 
and then, and which there is no fore- 
seeing or remedying. The fact is that 
we were all ready to go and had ordered 
the car, when it transpired that Achille, 
our chauffeur, had been called to London 
by telegram, and had left in so great a 
hurry that he had no time to warn us. 
By the time we could have sent to the 
'vullage and got a carriage your dinner 
would have been over, and so we decided 
not to go at aU. Achille has not yet 
returned, which makes us fear that the 
poor fellow, who has relatives in Soho, 
may have found real trouble. 

Yours sincerely, Emily Armyne. 

VI. 

Mr. Armyne to Achille Le Bon. 

Dear Achille, — I am very sorry to 
have to tell you that it has been made 
necessary for us to ask you to go. This 
is not on account of any dissatisfaction 
that we have with you, hut merely that Mrs . 
Armyne has heard of the son of an old 
housekeeper of her father’s who wishes 
for a post as chauffeur, and she feels it 
only right that he should be given a 
trial. You will, I am sure, see how the 
case stands. Perhaps we had better say 
that a month’s notice begins from to-day, 
but you may leave as much earlier as 
you like. I shall, of course, be only too 
pleased to dc' all I can to find you another 
situation. I should have told you this 
in person, hut had to go to town, and 
now write because I think it would be 
wrong not to let you have as early an 
intimation of Mrs. Armyne’s decision as 
possible. I am, 

Yours faithfully, 

Adrian Armyne. 

VII. 

Mr. Annyne to Achille Le Bon. 

(By hand) 

Bear Aohiiie,— I am afraid that a 
letter which was posted to you from 
London when I was last there, a month 
ago, cannot have reached you. Letters 
are sometimes lost, and this must be 
one of them. In it I had to inform 
you that Mrs. Armyne, having made 
arrangements for an English chauffeur 
who has claims on her consideration 
(being the son of an old housekeeper of 
her father’s, who was in his service for 
many years, and quite one of the family), 
it was made necessary for us, much 
against our will, for we esteem you very 
highly, to ask you to go. As that letter 

miscarried I must now repeat the 
month’s notice that I then was forced to 
give, and the permission for you to leave 
at any time within the month if you 
like. I am, yours faithfully, 

Adrian Armyne. 

VIII. 

Mr. Armyne to his nephew Sidney 
Burnet. (Extract.) 

There seems to he nothing for it but 
to sell our car. This is a great blow to 
us, but we cannot go on as we are, 
apparently owning a car but in reality 
being owned by a chauffeur. 

IX. 

Sidney Burnet to Mr. Armyne. 

Dear Uncle, — ^Don’t sell the car. The 
thing to do is to pretend to seU it, get 
rid of your Napoleon, and then have it 
back. Why not say I have bought it ? 

I will come over one day soon and drive 
it home. Say Thursday morning. 

Your affectionate nephew, 

Sidney. 

X. 

Mr. Armyne to Mr. Sidney Bmmet. 

My dear Sidney, — ^Your plan seems to 
me to be ingenious, but your aunt is 
opposed to it. ^ She says that Achille 
might find it out. Suppose, for 
example, he came back for something he 
had forgotten and saw the car in the 
coach-house again! What should we 
do ? Another objection is that poor Job 
is ill, and Aohille remarked to me the 
other day that before he took to 
engineering he was a gardener. From 
what I know of him this means that, 
unless Job gets better, Aohille — if your 
plan is carried through — ^will ask to he 
retained in Job’s place, and this will 
mean that we shall never see asparagus 
or strawberries again. Don’t you think 
that we might go to town, and you could 
ride over to “Highcroft” and give 
Achille notice yourseK for me? We 
will go to town to-morrow, and you 
might see Aohille on Monday. 

Your affectionate uncle. 

xr. 

Sidney Burnet to Mr. Amyne. 

Dear Uncle, —I went over and sacked 
Achille to-day as arranged, but he 
replied that he could take notice only 
from you; and that from what Aunt 
Emily had said to him just before you 
went away he is sure there has been 
some mistake. As to notice from you 

I ’m afraid the beggar ’s right. He seems 
to have taken advantage of your absence 
to build a reaUy rather clever pergola 
leading from Aunt Emily’s sitting-room 
to the rose walk, as a surprise for Mrs. 
Armyne, he said. He has also re-painted 
all your bookshelves and mended that 
pair of library steps. With the dispatch 
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of this bulletin I retire from the position 
of discharger of Frenchmen. 

I Your affectionate nephew, 

SlD^TEY. 


Mrs. Jack Lyon to a friend a few | 
months later. {Extract?) I 

You remember the Aii^rYNT:s ? In i 
despair at ever getting rid of their 
chauffeur, who certainly led them a ' 
fearful dance, although he was rather a 
dear creature, the poor things let their 
house for a year and decided to travel. | 
I have just heard from Belia, from | 
Florence, that she met them toiling up | 
the hiU to Fiesole the other day, and ' 
behind them, carrying Mrs. Armyne’s 
easel, was — who do you think? The 
chauffeur 1 


THE FORCE OF EXAMPLE. 

[“‘How do you like North Dorset ^ ’ asked a | 
working man of Mr. Balfour in Mancliestei | 
‘ I have no objection to North Dorset ; we must , 
take these things as they come,’ replied the , 
Premier, who then shook hands with his inter- , 
locator and stepped into his carriage.” — Daily \ 
Paper.] 

As Mr. Alfred Lyttelton was returning 
the other day from an amateur theatrical 
performance of A Chinese Honeymoon, 
he was accosted by a sandwichman, who 
asked him, “What price Chinese wives 
and famihes in the Transvaal?” “My 
good man,” replied Mr. Lyttelton, “I 
have no objection to Chinese wives and 
families. We must take these things as 
they come, — or don’t come,” and, politely | 
handing the man a choice Borneo cigar, 
the Colonial Secretary adroitly turned 
into an “A B C,” where he ordered 
birds’-nest soup and roast puppy. 

“ What do you think of the Board of 
Trade Returns ? ” asked an Aston ViUa 
Forward of the ex-Colonial Secretary, as 
Mr. Chamberlain was recently making 
some purchases in Birmingham. “ What 
do I think of the Board of -Trade 
Returns?” echoed Mr. Chaimberlain in 
his most genial tones. “ Why, I think 
they ’re perfectly lovely ! Of course I ’m 
not going to take them lying down, but 
that ’s no reason why they should make 
me sit up.” With these words^ Mr. 
Chamberlain presented his q^uestioner 
with a choice orchid, patted him on the 
back, and took a flying leap into a 
passing hansom. 

As Mr. Brodrick was leaving the India 
OfGce a few days ago, he was hailed by 
an o mni bus-driver with the trenchant 
query, “How do you like Lord Curzon?” 
Mr . Brodrick, with that sunny smile and 
ready tact which have endeared him to 
all classes in the community, immediately 
rejoined: “What’s the matter with 
Lord Curzon ? He ’s aU right ! ” The 
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IMITATION THE SINCEREST FORM OF FLATTERY. 

Lady Grahington {to very distinguished artist, 'whom she has just met for the first time). “ Do 
YOU KNOW I AM SO VERY PLEASED TO MEET YOU, AND I MUST TELL YOU, MY LITTLE SISTER HAS 
MADE SOME REALLY QUITE TOO WONDERFUL COPIES FROM SOME OF TOUR ILLUSTRATIONS, AND WE 
ALL THINK SHE OUGHT TO M:AKE QUITE A LOT OF MONEY OUT OF THEM. Oh ! AND COULD YOU TELL 
ME WHERE SHE COULD SELL THEM, AND ALL THAT SORT OF THING, IT WOULD BE SO AWFULLY JOLLY 
FOR HER, don’t YOU KNOW ! ” IDistinguished artist thinhs it u'ould, and feels very highly flattered 


’bus-driver shook his head, but Mr. ' 
Brodrick, determined not to miss an op- 
portunity of conciliating public opinion, 
mounted the top of the onmibus, and 
taking a front seat drove off in such 
absorbing conversation with the Jehu 
that the ’bus ran into one of the lions in 
Trafalgar Square. 

As Mr. George Wyndham was on his 
way to read a paper on Shakspeare’s 
sonnets in relation to the Irish Bacon 
trade at Mr. Sidney Lee’s superb mansion 
in Kensington, he was suddenly stopped 
by an infuriated Orangeman from 
Belfast, who shouted at him, “ What do 
you think of Ulster now?” “Oh, I 
suppose I mustn’t complain of Ulster,” 
replied the Irish Secretary. “It is all 


in the day’s work.” With this he 
pressed a fine cabinet photograph of Sir 
Antony Maodonnell on his interrogator, 
twirled his moustaches to their Ijest 
Rodin sleekness, and hurried off to Lex- 
ham Gardens. 

“Where’s your Willie Shakspeare 
now?” asked a member of the Stage 
Society of Mr. Beerbohm Tree, as the 
great Actor-Manager stood on the steps 
of the Garrick Club, thoughtfully pe- 
rusing a telegram from a contortionist 
who wanted a leading part in the next 
revival of King Lear. “Anywhere but 
in my theatre,” replied the Friend of the 
Footlights, turning lightly on his heel 
and disappearing through the historic 
swing doors. 
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QUEEN SYLVIA. 

Chapter XII. 

lloiL ilte Queen found her father, retained her eroim, and 
hecame engaged to he married. 

TirE Sutler, Laving made the startling announcement of 
the arrival of King Otho’s emissary, stood stiU and expres- 
sionless in the attitude customary to well-trained domestics. 
For a time nobody spoke, for everyone felt th^.t the incident 
was in some mysterious way big with fate. Sylvu was the 
first to recover herself : — 

Show the emissary in at once,” she said in a tone of 
ceremony. ‘‘ It is not fitting that one who brings a message 
from King Otho should be kept waiting. We desire aU who 
are present to stay, for thus there will be an appearance of 
state about our reception.” 

The next moment the emissary was introduced. He was 
an aged nobleman of Eisenblut, and his uniform glittered 
with decorations that bespoke a long career devoted to the 
service of his country. It was for this reason that his 
sovereign had selected him for the mission — for this reason, 
and also because he spoke the language of Hinterland fluently 
and without a trace of foreign accent. When he came before 
the Queen he made a low obeisance, and then, drawing him- 
self up to his full height, he produced a letter and spoke : — 

''Your Majesty,” he said, “my august master King Otho 
has confided to my care this precious document for presenta- 
tion to your Majesty. Deign to read it and lionour me by 
permitting me to take your gracious commands as to the 
answer I am to convey to my King.” 

With this he bowed again and handed the letter to SviVLt, 
who broke the seal and read it. Then she looked up with 
a flushed face, and her eyes met the anxious eyes of her 
mother, 

“Yes, Mamma,” she said, “the letter is indeed from King 
Otho. He declares his unalterable affection for me, and asks 
me to marry him when I shaU have reached the age of 
seventeen. Oh, Mamma, I am so happy ! ” And she sought 
her mother’s side and flung her arms about her neck. 

“I trust,” said her mother, “he may be worthy of you. 
You may be sure at any rate that you will find no obstacle to 
your happiness in me.” 

“Your Highness,” interposed the Lord Chancellor, who 
had by no means taken in good part the enforced interruption 
of his lecture, “ your Highness forgets the fundamental law 
which makes the consent of both parents essential.” 

“But I had not forgotten it,” said Sylvia with dignity. 
“ My mind is irrevocably made up. As Queen I could not 
break a law. As subject I can, and I mean to, be the conse- 
quences what they may. On my seventeenth birthday I shall 
abdicate, and shaU then marry Otho.” 

At this terrible declaration a shudder of horror seemed 
to go tlirough those who heard it. The emissary" started 
back, and placed his hand before his eyes as though to shut 
out some dreadful spectacle ; the Grand Duchess feU into a 
chair and gave way to tears; and the Naval Blue-Stick, 
having darted forward, was clutched by Sar.\h, who, in the 
midst of her own distracted feelings, was yet able to coiinsel 
him to preserve that self-restraint which his oflSce and the 
presence of the monarch rendered necessary. The Lord 
Chancellor too yras moved, but he soon regained his compo- 
sure and cleared his throat and spoke : — 

“It is my duty,” he said, “to point out to your Majesty 
that another fundamental law forbids the course you nropose 
to take ” 

“ I am tired of your fundamental laws,” observed Sylvia, 
not without petulance-— “ thoroughly tired.” 

“,Your Majesty,” continued the Lord ChanceUor, “has my 
full sympathy. The law, however, for which I am in no way 


responsible, declares” — here he opened his book and read 
from it — “ ‘ that it shaU not be lawful for a King or Queen 
to abdicate the Crown before the age of sixty ’ ” 

“ I shall certainly do it at sixty,” said Sylvia. 

“‘and,’” continued the Lord Chancellor doggedly, “‘a 
King or a Queen having once been proclaimed and duly 
crowned shall he presumed to have an indefeasible title, and 
such King or Queen shall in no way be disturbed or impaired 
or impeded in the exercise of his or her royal functions by 
any person who may assert a superior claim to the Crown.’ 
Thus your Majesty will perceive that even if, to suppose an 
unhappily impossible case, your royal father were to return, 
he could in no way disturb your Majesty on your tlirone.” 

The Lord ChanceUor ended and looked round solemnly, 
but at this point the Naval Blue-Stick could be restrained no 
longer. He broke from the background and from S^VRiUi’s 
grasp, and rushed to the Queen. 

“ Avast there, my Lord Chancellor,” he shouted, “ avast. 
And as for yoa, my lass, my pretty little lass, you shall have 
all you want — ay, and you shall he Queen still, God bless 
you ! ” 

“And pray, Sir,” said Sylvia icily, “who are you that you 
should ” 

“ Who am I ? ” said the Naval Blue-Stick ; “ why, bless your 
sweet face, I ’m your father. Oh, no wonder you stare — ^l^ut 
I wasn’t drowned, and I ’ve come back to make yon happy. 
I’ve got all my proofs; but this lady” — he turned to the 
Grand Duchess will recognise her monogram tattooed upon 
my am ” ; aud he hared his right arm before his wife, who 
gave one wild look at it and then, in obedience to the 
violence of her emotions and the traditions of her sex, 
screamed slightly and fainted away. 

Kf <i •:> O 

In this fashion Hildebrand was restored to his family, and 
the Queen found her father. I need hardly add that the 
consent of both parents was given to Sylvia’s engagement, 
and that on her seventeenth birthday she was married to 
King Otho of Eisenblut. Both they and their subjects are 
very liappy, and their son, a promising lad, will one day 
reign over the two Kingdoms united in one. 

THE END. 


Strenuous Teddy’s Hew Billet. 

A Reuter cehle from Washington states that “the House of 
Representatives Committee on Inter-State and Foreign Com- 
merce has authorised a favourable report on the Mann Bill, 
abolishing the Panama Commission, and placing the work 
of constructing the Canal entirely in the hands of the Presi- 
dent of the United States.'' 

Why not rail it fi’ankly the One Mann Bill ? 


WiLVT Ruilet says to it.— Mrs. Kendal, at the New 
YAgahonds’ dimier, is reported to have concluded her speech 
with these memorable words, “lam determined to try the 
part oi Hamlet," Ahem ! Sarah B. did it, so why not Madge 
K. ? A'propos, the Queen in Hamlet observes, “The lady 
doth protest too much, methinks.” Whereupon Hamlet 
replies, “ 0, hut she ’ll keep her word.” Qiii vivra verra. 


“Y^hy drag in Velasquez ?”— It could not be avoided. 
Maitre Rodin, interviewed concerning the work of James 
MoNeill Whistler, fell into the trap, and, within a few 
minutes, up popped Yeusquez ! Mr. Dick could no more keep 
the head of Charles the First out of his Memorial than can 
anyone, speaking about Whistler, omit Velasquez. Poor 
James! Rest, rest, perturbed spirit. Why can’t he be left 
alone, that is, without Yeusquez ? 
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WHAT OUR ARTIST HAS TO ENDURE! 

Cottager. “Do you ever larn folks ter paint Picters like that there, Sir?” 

Artist. “Oh, yes— sometimes. Why do you ask?” 

Cottager. “Well, Sir, this ’ere boy o’ mine ain’t fit for nuthin’. ’E be that there delicate ’e can’t do no ’ard work, an’ not 

bein’ quite right in ’is ’EAD, I THOUGHT AS ’OW THIS ’ERE ’UD BE A NICE LIGHT OCCUPATION FOR E 


WHY NOT MAKE THE BIRTH- 
COLUMN INTERESTING? 

A WEEKLY paper has the following : — 

“January — , at , to Mr. and Mrs. 

another dear little girl,” 

No doubt this marks the beginning of 
a new departure in journalism. The 
bixth-colnmn has long been regarded as 
monotonous and prosaic. The stereo- 
typed form is now likely to disappear, 
and in its place we may expect to see 
the spontaneous and untrammelled ex- 
pression of parental joys. This is the 
style we anticipate : — 

February 8, at Oradley, to Mr. and Mrs. 
Smith, a boimcing boy this time (the 
very image of his pa). 


February 10, at Kidderminster, to Mr. 

and Mrs. Quiverful, twins again I 
February 12. — ^Mr. and Mrs. Girltngton 
have the inexpressible delight of 
announcing to their numerous 
friends that they have now fourteen 
daughters, instead of thirteen, as 
formerly. Mr. and Mrs. G. are, 
however, rather sorry it wasn’t a 
boy. 


More Commercial Candour. 


“ ’s Annual Sale is now proceed- 

ing. Remnants in all departments this 
day. New Grill Room has been added,” 
Daily Dispatch, 

Purchase a bicycle and insure 

your life . — Catalogue of a Cycle Cotrir 
pany, 


The Bogie Principle applied to 
Omnibuses. 

The following advertisement for an 
artiste in the Illusionist line of business 
I appears in the Stojge : — 


WANTED.— Young Girl . . . One used 
VV to Ghost Bus. 


We are glad to learn that that 
famous Head Master, Dr. TnitiNa of 
Uppingham, has become an eponymous 
hero. The Yorkshire Posi^ in an 
obituary notice of the Rev. I^heophilus 
Rowe, speaks of him as having been at 
one time Assistant Master at Upping- 
ham-under-Thiing.” 






CHARIVARIA. 

The Russian failure in the fighting on 
the Hunho is a painful setr-hack after the 
victories at St. Petersburg. 

A Court of Inquiry kas found that 
the Winter Palace occurrence, whereby 
a loaded gun was fired without hitting 
the Czar, was an accident. 

Now that Port Arthur ^ has fallen, 
Admiral Axexeieff has received the title 
of Viceroy of Manchuria, in place of his I 
former title of Viceroy of the Far East. 
But even the new designation is some- 
what cumbersome, and we fancy he will 
^oon come to be called simply the Viceroy. 

The practice among Russian officers 
of firing at cattle from the railway car- 
riage windows on their way to the front 
has been described as inhumane. This 
seems hypercritical. They might have 
been shooting their fellow-citizens at 
home. 


Still, that was their only way of leaniing 
how near their welfare was to their 
sovereign’s heart. 

“General Trepoff,” according to the 
Dally Ghroniele, “ intends to arrange ^or 
a Press huvectw,^^ Should it not be spelt 

hourreau? 

“We want to go back to Cologne,’ 
the Macedonian gipsies have informed 
an inquirer. We had heard^ beforje 
that our visitors stand badly in need 
of the waters of that city. 

During the Hungarian elections .a' 

■ number of persons had their ears torn 

■ off. As one of Shakspeaee’s characters 

■ remarked, in a less important crisis, 
“Friends, Romans, Countrymen, lend 

^ me your ears.” 

t The new marine drive at Scarborough, 

5 which was to have been inaugurated by 
5 the Prince of Wales, was informally 
t opened by the sea the other day. 


The Czar, in receiving a deputation “If we had not had great Colonial 
of workmen, told them that their welfare responsibilities,” declared Mr. Cimbee- 
was very near to his heart, but to come lain at Gainsborough, “we should not 
to him like a rebel mob was a crime, be the people we axe.” But are we . 


The persons who attend football 
matches are sometimes reproached witlji 
never taking part in a game themselves, 
but at Dublin the other day a misdirected 
ball broke a spectator’s leg. - 

Many painful charges ^ have been 
brought against aliens, and now thfe 
Chairman of an important brewery has 
called upon the Government to. prohibit 
their entrance into England on the 
ground that they will not drink beer. , 

A Carlisle lady accused her husband 
last week of striking her in the face with 
the Christian Herald, It did not 
spire whether she retorted with a Funch 

in the eye. 

Dr. Clifford has advised the inhabi- 
tants of Wigan never to buy a certain 
newspaper, and, in the event of their 
finding it in a railway carriage (when 
the cost would be nothing), ^ neTer to 

• believe it. We disapprove ol his conduct 

in mentioning the paper’s actual name 
in connection with so pronounced an 
L innuendo ; but at the same time we are 
- free to admit that we ourselves have 
b often noticed newspapers lying on the 
seats of railway carriages. 
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Mr. (Iregshiry (Mr, Arthur leaned back in bis chair till he sce-ncd to sit upon 

his spine ‘My time is yours— and my eountiy ’s.’ ” 


"ON HALF A SHEET OF NOTE-PAPER.” | 

Extract froie the Recess Diary of Toby, MP i 

Monday, February G. — Much stir of | 
! late about discovery of unfinished novel ' 
by PizzY. The Member for Sake lias 
had corresponding luck in another 
direction. Turning over long-preserved 
contents of waste-paper baskets bouglit 
at the Gad’s Hill sale, he came upon 
what was evidently the first draft of 
Chapter XTV. of Nicholas Nicklehy. Has 
generously placed it at my disposal.’’' 

It begins in sequence to the prelude 
to the interview Mr. Oirgshitry, M.P. 
concedes to his dissatisfied constituents. 

“Now, Gentlemen,” said Mr. Gregs- 
bury (laying down the proofs of a new 
pamphlet on which Mr. Piigstyle's quick 
eye caught the title, “What Matters 
Anything ? ”), “ you are dissatisfied with 
my conduct; at least so I’m told by 
those who read the newspapers.” 

At this point divagation is made. 
The great novelist, with ahnost weird 
prophetic gift piercing the future hid 
by a new century, recognises the politi- 
cal situation of to-day. Mr. Gregsbury 
forecasts Prince Arthur, Mr. Ptigstyle 
adumbrates C.-B. Only, instead of being 
spokesman of a disappointed consti- 
tuency, the latter, heading a deputation, 
looks in as exponent of the views of an 
exasperated electorate calling for im- 
mediate dissolution of Parliament. 

In the conversation that follows copied 
textually from the recovered MS., mem- 
bers of the Boz Club and less erudite 
students of Dickens wiU perceive how 
curiously little this first draft varies 
from that found in the final version of 
the chapter. 

“Yes, we are,” said a plump old 
gentleman, bursting out of the throng. 

“ Do my eyes deceive me ? ” said Mr. 
Gregsbury, “or is that my old friend 
Piigstyle, who for long nights through 
many Sessions has sat opposite me in 
the House of Commons, enjoying the 
amity that reigns on the Front Bench ? ” 

“lam sorry to be here. Sir, but your 
conduct, Mr. Gregsbury, more especially 
in respect of your dubious relations with 
Joe, has rendered this deputation neces- 
sarjL” 

“My conduct, Pug style, said Mr. 
Gh^egsbiiry, looking round upon the 
deputation with an affable smile, “my 
conduct has been, and ever wiU be, 
regulated by a sincere regard for the 
real interests of this great and happy 
country. I think the country under- 
stands that. I think that time is on 
our side, and that the movement of 
events, in so far as it is given us to 
forecast it, will more and more show 
where the country is to place its faith 

Copyright, 1905, by the Member for Sark, 
in the United States of America. 


if it is to have security at home and 
peace abroad.” 

“We shall see,” said Piigstyle, “and 
aU the sooner if you will at once dissolve 
Parhament. Meanwhile we can’t make 
out how you stand on this Fiscal ques- 
tion.” 

Mr. Gregsbury stretched forth his legs 
and leaned back in his chair till he 
seemed to sit' upon his spine. 

“I think, Piigstyle'' he said, “I know 
what constitutes a clear statement as 
well as any man living. And I say with 
absolute confidence that you may study 
my speeches and my writings since this 
Fiscal controversy first arose — you may 
examine everything I have said and 
written, and you will find one consistent 
train of thought running throughout, 
perfectly clear, perfectly intelligible, and 
perfectly self-contained.” 

Here a voice from the back of the 
crowd asked, “ What is it ? ” 

Mr. Gregsbury affected not to hear. 

“We wish. Sir,” remarked Mr. 
Pugstyle, “to ask you a few questions.” 

“ If you please, Gentlemen. Perhaps 
it would be more convenient if you 
interrogated Mr. CHiVMBERLAiN. But let 
that pass. My time is yours— and my 
country’s.” 

Mr, Pugstyle put on his spectacles 


and referred to a mitten paper which he 
di’ew from his pocket. 

“First of all,” he ticked off, “will you 
resign, and when ? ” 

“ So far as I am concerned,” said Mr. 
Gregsbury, with a smile that illumined 
the deputation, “ so long as the party in 
the House of Commons enables the 
present Government to carry on their 
functions with dignity and utility to the 
public, so long shall we consider our- 
selves bound to them to give them what 
help and guidance we can. Go on to 
the next question, my dear Pugstyle." 

(Mr. Pugstyle went on with his catechi sm 
very much on the lines of the published 
version of the novel.) 

Mr. Gregshvi'^ always smiling non- 
assent, a hoarse mnmiur arose from the 
deputation. One growded, “ Resign ! ” 
which growl, being taken up, swelled into 
a very earnest and general remonstrance. 

“I am requested, Sir, to express a 
hope,” said Mr. Pugstyle, “that on 
receiving a requisition to that effect, 
framed in the fashion of an Amendment 
to the Address, you will not object to 
resign office in favour of some candidate 
whom the people, as indicated by recent 
by-elections, show they can better trust.” 

“I am perfectly ready,” said Mr. 
Gregsbury, “ to state, not as a matter of 
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[ fact esactly on a sheet, but on half a 
: sheet of note-paper, the essence and ont- 
line of my views on the situation.” 

Here he produced and waved in the face 
of the deputation a slip of note-paper. 

“ My dear FiigstyW he read, nodding 
pleasantly at his morning caller, “ next 
to the welfare of our beloved island, this 
great, free and happy country, whose 
powers and resources are, I sincerely 
believe^ illimitable, I value that noble 
independence which is an Englishman’s 
proudest boast, and which I hope to 
bequeath to my brother’s children un- 
tarnished and unsullied. Actuated by 
no personal motives, moved only by high 
constitutional considerations, which I will 
not attempt to explain, for they are really 
beyond the comprehension of the small 



Mr. Piigstyle {Sir Henry C.-B ) “ First of all, 
will you resign, and when ? ” 

fry of the Opposition, I would rather 
keep my place, and intend doing so.” 

“Then you will not resign under any 
circumstances ? ” asked Ur. Pugdyle. 

Mr. Oregshury smiled again and shook 
his head, ^ ' 

“Then good morning, Sir,” said 
Pugstyle angrily. 

“Heaven bless you! ” said Mr. Gregs- 
hury. And the deputation, with many 
growls and scowls, filed off as quickly as 
the narrowness of the staircase would 
allow of their getting down. 

Here the MS. ends. Perhaps the most 
remarkable thing in connection with it 
is that the exceedingly few variations 
from the accepted text seem to have 
been taken verbally from two speeches 
delivered by Petnoe Arthur during a 
recent visit to his constituents at Man- 


chester. They are in spirit and in 
phrase so entirely in Mr. Gregshury's 
vein that they can be detected only by com- 
paring the newly-discovered text with the 
printed book. As for the coincidence of 
the slips of note-paper, it is an actuality, 
for proof of which “ overhaul the wollum,” 
j as Captain Cuttle used to say. 


TEACHING THE EUSTICS. 

(A Study in Electioneering Morals.) 

I — At the Begiisjxeng of the Contest. 

From Mr. ReddFs speech ... I am 
no embittered partisan. There are 
matters, indeed, in which every one 
worthy of the name of Briton must rise 
far above the level of mere party politics. 
For example, I admit the foreign policy 
of the present Government has been 
framed with considerable wisdom, and 
has received cordial approval from all 
sides. . . . Turning to domestic matters, 
however, the Ministerial record is less 
satisfactory. . . . The instinct for change, 
Gentlemen, is a healthy one, and I 
ventui-e to suggest that a holiday from 
the cares of office would be good for the 
present Government and beneficial to 
the country at large. (Hear, hear.) 

From Mr. Bleure's speech . . . While 
admitting — as I do with pleasure— the 
considerable ability that is to be found 
on the Opposition benches, I ask you 
if there is reason in voting against a 
tried and trusted klinistr}", which has 
led a united people through a period of 
considerable difficulty ? (Hear.) 

n. — ^H alf-way through. 

From Mr. BeddFs speech . . . time to 
speak out. {Hear, hear.) The language 
of abuse I will leave to my opponent, 
who is so great a master of it. 
(Laughter.) I will only remark that of 
this miserable, craven, inefficient fraud 
of a Government the country is sick to 
death. And by your \"otes you wiU 
serve it with yet, another peremptory 
notice to quit. (Cheers.) Its foreign 
policy, as I have consistently maintained, 
is beneath contempt. (Hear.) . . . re- 
duced the unfortunate Chinese to some- 
thing like slavery . . . bribed by the 
brewing interest . . . and what of this 
Tariff reform and its results? No one 
can anticipate them exactly (Hear, hear), 
hut undoubtedly there would he a great 
rise in the cost of food, and the results 
would be disastrous to the agricultural 
classes (Cheers). Vote, then, for the 
party of retrenchment, for those great 
principles of economy blended with pro- 
gress . . . greatness of the country. 

From Mr. Blewe's speech . . . plainer 
speaking seems necessary. What is 
to he said of a party devoid of intelli- 
gence, lacking in common honesty, and 
possessing only a superflnity of leaders 


{Laughter), and an insensate greed for 
the spoils of office ? . . . solid record of 
sound legislation which the Government 
can claim ... and bring nearer the 
removal of an obsolete system which 
enriches the foreigner at your expense 
. . . and so contribute to the future 
prosperity of our great Empire. {Cheers) 

HI. — The Eve of the Poll. 

From Mr, Reddens speech . . . paint 
that reptile crew in their true colours. 
In the Transvaal quite a hundred thou- 
sand Chinese are being done to death, 
flogged as they labour in clanking chains 
until they drop ... it is simply a well- 
known fact that the Licensing Bill was 
introduced in return for a cheque of 
£215,000 10s. 6d. presented to the 
Government by the liquor - trade. 
(Shame!) If you vote for my opponent, 
the following will he among the results * 
All 5"Our children will be kidnapped 
by the Eitualists, imprisoned in monas- 
teries — already purchased in anticipation 
by the Archbishops — and taught repul- 
sive doctrines, — the cost of these monas- 
teries coming out of the rates. {Sensation.) 

. . Again, Tariff Reform will he intro- 
duced at once, your bread will cost 
ninepence a loaf, 'jour beer sixpence- 
halfpenny a glass, your tea five shillings 
a pound. Beer at sixpence-halfpenny 
a glass, I repeat — every vote given 
for the Tory will be a vote for that! 
Nor is this all. The rent of every 
cottage and farm will be doubled. Any 
tenant in arrears, under the new Act 
which the Government means to intro- 
duce, will he sent at once to prison with 
hard labour ... Is this unutterable 
tyranny to he brought about by your 
votes? (Tremendous shouts of ''No!^) 
Then remember these simple, un- 
varnished facts to-morrow ! {Cries of 
“ W e and cheers.) 

From Mr. Bleive's speech . . . monstrous 
fabrications. Every Chinese labourer in 
South Africa is given tw^o cows, a six- 
roomed house, and three months’ holiday 
in the summer ... do not wish to 
exaggerate the results of Fiscal Reform. 
This much, however, is certain. Your 
wages will be more than trebled [Cheers) 

. . . but let me be careful; even then 
men over 80 may be paid no more tlian 
forty shillings a week. Unlike some 
people, you see I exaggerate nothing! 
{Hear, hear.) Rates wiR be almost 
abolished. (O/ieer^.) Your household hills 
wiU be halved. {Cheers. A mice, ''What 
about rents 9 ”) Everyone will be able to 
buy his own house, so rents will not have to 
be paid. Four times your present wages 
—no rates — no rents — cheap food . . . 
To gain them, vote to-morrow for me! 
(Cheers.) To refuse them— vote for the 
contemptible Radical who, for the sake 
of catching your votes, has even dared 
to tamper with the sacredness of truth ! 




CHANGELINGS. 

Master. “Hi, there! What do you mean dy riding oyer those Turnips? Don’t you know the damage it does? Can’t you see they are Turnips?’' 
Farmer Jarge. “Be they Tuemits now? Well, I be blessed] When I planted un, it were Eaps!" 
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MRS. BRASSINGTON^GLAYPOTT’S GHILDREN’S PARTY. 

I. 

If I had had my way we should not have had a cliildren’s 
party at all this year As I said to ‘'Modern 

children, especially in such social circles as we move in, expect 
more and more nowadays, and I really can’t undertake to do 
things on the same scale as the Guldenschweixs, or the 
or the Sploscheimers. And when you’re always 
saying things haven’t gone so well in the City lately ! ” 

]\lmiADUKE said he didn’t like the idea of our children 
accepting their young friends’ hospitalities without making 
any return, l3ut, as I told him, our Torqujl and ER]vm7G.\itDE 
are such popular children people are only too delighted to 
have them. As for the disappointment to our chicks, they 
had both expressed their perfect willingness to accept five 
shillings apiece instead of having a party — which of course 
would come incalculably cheaper. 

But he said things hadn’t come to such a pass that he 
couldn’t afford to give a children’s party, and do the thing 
in style, too. He hinted that this was good policy from a 
business point of view. I represented that it was utterly 
out of the question for me to do the thing as it should be done 
on my housekeeping allowance, and he gave me an extra 
cheque, which he said ought to cover not only a first-class 
sit-down tea and supper but a really refined and expensive 
entertainment fi*oin Harrod’s or Whiteley’s into the bargain. 

I might have managed to make it do, I daresay, if only 1 
hadn’t had such frightfully bad luck at Bridge about that 
time that I was positively compelled to economise wherever 
possible. 

So, when my maid Melanie happened to mention a young I 
man of her acquaintance who was anxious to obtain engage- 
ments at parties as a conjurer, and who (according to her) 
was quite extraordinarily talented, I toW her to see if she 
could arrange with him to come to me and give an hour and 
a-half’s performance for a guinea, this sum to include his 
cab-fares. I was careful to add this, because most enter- 
tainers make an extra charge for cab-fares, and they aU seem 
to live a long way outside the radius. Melanie was to point 1 
out that, as at my house he would have an opportunity of 
exhibiting before highly influential and wealthy people like 
the McMammons, the SPLOSCHEniERS, the Guldensohweins and 
others, he might find it to his advantage to make a consider- 
able reduction in his usual terms. 

Later Melanie reported that she had so strongly impressed 
this upon him that he had declared his willingness to 
perform for me gratis, just for the sake of the introduction, 
and Melanie added that he had offered to conclude by 
distributing a few small gifts, provided I saw no objection. 
I said if he liked to go to the expense he was of course at 
perfect liberty to do so, so long as lie remembered that such 
presents should be of a certain value if they were to give 
pleasure to children in such a set as ours. 

Melanie assured me he quite understood, and that it 
would be all right, so I left it entirely to her — ^luther against 
my own instincts, for she was a girl I never could take to, 
somehow — it was always most unpleasant to meet her eyes in 
the looking-glass while she was brushing my hair of an 
evening. Still she was clever and useful in many ways, and 
I quite thought 1 could depend on her in a matter of this 
sort. 

We had next to no refusals, and Marmaduke not only came 
home early from the City himself that evening, but actually 
persuaded such busy people as Mr. Splosgheiker, Mr. MoMam- 
MON, and Mr. Guldensohwein to look in while their respective 
offspring were still seated at the tea-table. 

It was a thrilling thought, as one of our grown-up guests 
remarked to me at the time, that every one of those tiny tots 
was a potential little fifty-thousand-pounder at the very least, 


always supposing, of course, that their dear parents met with 
no serious financial reverses before they reached maturity. 

The little GumENSCiiTOiNS are not what I call prettily- 
behaved children at table, and I am sui-e they had enough 
to eat of one sort aud another, even if I did not think fit to 
pro\ide quite enough hot tea-cake and cnuiipets to please 
them. 

The other children made no complaints —except that the 
young SPLOSCHEmERS declared the crackers were swindles and 
not worth puUing, as they contained no jewellery ; but ■when, 
on EiaiYNG.VRDE’s announcing proudly that there was going to 
be a conjurer upstairs after tea, one of the little MuMAmroNs 
declared he was sick of conjiuers, and at their party they 
were going to have a Magic Kettle and a Ballet from the 
Empire, I confess I began to have misgivings about the 
entertainment I had provided. 

For I really knew nothing about the man — not even his 
name. I had only Mel-ANUe’s word for his being able to 
conjure at all, and I shuddered when I reflected that he 
might actually be capable of coming without a dress suit on. 

It is not suiprising that when at length every child 
admitted having reached the stage of rei:)letion, and the 
Butler announced that the conjurer had arrived and was 
awaiting us in the drawing-room, I led the way upstairs with 
a sinking heart, and a fervent wish that I had not gone out of 
my way to do a kindness to this obscure 'protkje of Melanie’s. 

Many a time did I repeat that wish iDefore that awful 
evening was over ! F. A. 


HOTEL SIRIUS, LTD. 

[Hotels for dogs have been started in America. These hotels are 
replete with eveiy luxury and lefinement ; sumptuously fitted suites, 
baths, restamants, gjuiinasiums and shampooing rooms are provided. 
Chambeimaids and \\ aiters of a superior order are placed at the disposal 
of dogs unaccompanied by their own valets ] 

Notice. 

Ladies and gentlemen belonging to Residents at this hotel 
are requested strictly to observe the following rules : — 

1. Yisitors desirous of being recognised may view Residents 
from behind the glass panels of the Caniary, whence they may 
endeavour to attract attention by quiet gesticulation. Tapping, 
whistling, chirping noises made with the lips, or other sounds 
likely to disturb Residents are strictly prohibited, 

2. Sticks, umbrellas and whips must be handed to the 
hall-porter. 

3. Damp, muddy, or untidy persons will on no account be 
admitted. 

4. Dresses of serge or other rough material are strictly 
prohibited in the Lap-dog Lounge. 

5. Boots must be removed prior to entering the rooms 
marked “Silence.” List slippers may be obtained from the 
attendants on payment of 2(1. 

^ 6. Evening-dress must be worn by aU visitors invited to 
dine with the Residents to whom they belong. 

7. Considerable offence having been given to Residents by 
the growing practice of visitors of speaking to them without 
introduction, the Management are now compelled sxmiinarily 
to expel all persons detected in this breach of good manners. 

8. Visitors are on no account to pass comments whilst 
watching middle-aged or obese Residents exercising in the 
gymnasium. 

9. Approved children, if not suffering from coughs, colds, 
chapped hands, or similar complaints, may 3 oin 2ie recrea- 
tion of juvenile Residents in the Puppies’ Pandemonium 
between 10 and 11.30 a m. 

10. Yisitors may on no account use the brushes or towels 
provided for Residents in the toilette departments. 

11. During Siesta hours— 2.0 to 5.0 and 8.30 to 9.30 p.m.— 
the hotel is closed. 
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HERR FLEDER MAUS’S NIW SYMPHONY. . 

{By Our Special Eeporter.) ! 

The new and Shifonlal^ 

Patologica, in D minor, oi xierr Feeder j 
Macs, the eminent surgical composer, ; 
was brought to a hearing for the first 
time at the Operating Theatre of the 
Langham Hospital on Saturday last in 
the presence of an unusually large num- 
ber of students, and evoked an amount 
of enthusiasm which has rarely, if ever, 
attended a similar perfonnance 

The sjnnphony, w^hich is in the usual 
four movements, may best be described 
as a complete translation into 
terms of musical sound 
of the progress of a serious 
illness. A few bars of intro- 
duction, of a sinister and 
morbific tendency, indicate the 
presence of disquieting but 
ill-defined symptoms, a short 
but dignified phrase for the 
trombone expressing the 
arrival of the family doctor. 

We are then launched, in 
the first subject, a long and 
feverishly agitated theme 
assigned to the oboe, upon a 
poignant exposition of his 
sufferings by the patient, the | 
peculiar harmonisation' 
suggesting acute bronchial ' 
trouble. The development of | 
this theme suggests sue- ' 
cessively dialogue, diagnosis, i 
and decision, a strepitous , 
figure in the viohns depicting | 
the anxiety of the patient’s ’ 
wife on being informed that 
his temperature is 104, and 
that an immediate operation 
for extirpation of the gal- 
liainbic paradigm is impera- 
tively necessary. The second 
subject, heralded by a few 
short sharp chords on the 
brass, typifies the entry of the ^ 
great surgical specialist, and is of an 
abrupt and incisive character. The 
presence of an anaesthetist and nurses 
is clearly adumbrated in the working 
out and, by the time the reprise is 
reached, the audience is reassured by 
the conviction that everything that 
money can procure has been done to 
reheve the unfortunate patient. His 
complaint' follows a normal course 
throughout the rest of the movement, a 
striking coda in which two new themes 
make their appearance indicating the 
composer’s personal views as to the 
relative merits of allopathy and homoeo- 
pathy. 

The second movement, in the same 
key, takes the form of a Scherzo delhunte, 
the opening section by its inflammatory 
and tempestuous diathesis indicating 
only too plainly that the hero (whom it 


is perhaps permissible to identify with 
the composer himself; is suffering from 
a severe relapse. Great activity prevails 
in the highest register of the string.s, 
while the percussion department is 
reinforced by four side-drmus, and 
the trombones in three -part liannony 
maintain an obstinate thrombosis which 
is weU-nigh excruciating. An interest- 
ing footnote in the full score, however, 
suggests that if the effect of this section 
is too overpowering for sensitive tym- 
pana the use of cotton-wool is not to be 
deprecated. A brief trio affords dynamic 
relief, ^but its fantastic character makes 



FANCY BILLIARD SKETCH. 

A Massi Stroke. From Old Cotton MS. 


it only too clear that the hero is in the 
thraldom of the most acute amentia, and 
the recurrence of the opening section in 
an aggravated form prepares us to hear 
the worst at any moment. 

Happily these gloomy forebodings are 
not fulfilled. The third movement, 
Adagio Gomatoso in B flat major, by 
its opening bars at once indicates that 
the fever has abated and the patient has 
fallen into a profound and trypanosoma- 
tous slumber. The instruments are 
muted throughout, from the violin to 
the triangle, and a deliciously narcotic 
atmosphere is diffused by a variety of 
ingenious devices, including the burning 
of Papier d'Asle and other oriental 
condiments. Elaborate analysis of this 
simple but extraordinarily poetic move- 
ment is quite unnecessary : it is enough 
to say that it pursues the even tenor of 


its way -with unimpaired serenity, dying 
awuy in an exquisitely long - drawn 
cadence — in which due prominence is 
accorded to the solo piperazine. 

The Finale, B major, with the cheer- 
ful heading “ Convalescence,” strikes a 
reassuring note in the confident opening 
pluase which leads into the first subject 
proper, which is positively redolent of 
])eef-tea. Indeed throughout the entire 
movement a steady dietetic progress is 
maintained. Fish is clearly suggested 
in some vigorous scale passages, and a 
fluttering figure in the clarinets show’s 
that the embargo on chicken or other 

: white meat has at least been 

! temporarily witlidrawui. A 
brief interlude for two 
contra-carne Inglesi, superbly 
I rendered by Dr. Hvra and the 
I Hon. Neville Lyttox, intro- 
duces a transient element ol 
discord, but their eloquent 
protest is speedily over-ruled 
by the triumpjhant entry of 
i the second suliject, a full- 
blooded fibrous melody wdiicli 
emerges again and again with 
ever-increasing strenuousness 
until its final apotheosis in 
the exultant Coda di Bore 
is thundered out with 
the full strength of the 
orchestra. 

It only remains to be added 
that the composer, who con- 
ducted his own work with 
unfaltering nerve, was sum- 
moned again and again to the 
platfonn at the conclusion of 
the performance, the applause 
being loudly renewed on Pro- 
fessor Pay Laihcester rising 
in the body of the hah and 
intoning in a compulsory 
Greek mode the welcome 
announcement that Heir 
Feeder ]\Hus had consented 
to join the staff of the Natural 
History Museum as honoraiy Demon- 
strator in Polyphonic Anatomy. 


"We hope that the character of those 
who advertise in the Church Times is 
not dechning, but the fohowing appeals 
are perhaps not quite ah that is satis- 
factory : — 

L ady wishes to find place for man (36), single, 
educated, as Companion-Attendakt , . . 
capable of anything. 

B achelor clergyman wih he glad o£ some- 
one to share his comfortable and bright 
Home . . . Suit Lady. 

(It is a brother of the cloth who 
kindly forwards us the second of these 
advertisements.) 

Motto foe an Hereditary Sweep. — 
Fohow soot. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

The aiitlior of He that Eateth Bread with Me (l^iETHUEN) 
conceals sex under the indefinite signature, H. A. Mitchell 
TCe \ ts. My Baronite would wager a ducat (if he had one) 
that the writer is not a man. Only a woman 

t could conceive such a character as that of 
Clifford Machemer, and tell his story without 
giving him an occasional dig in the ribs, or 
irom time to time punching his head. 
Clifford is tall and handsome, has a soft 
voice and a charming manner. So he treads 
tlie primrose path without reproach or scorn. 
To tell the truth, he is a cowardly blackguard 
who wrecks the life of his first wufe. Abandoning her, he finds 
another, fuller and whiter of flesh, as Mrs. (or Miss) Keays puts it, 
and, when he is satiated, goes back to his first love, who of course 
receives him with open arms and undimmed aflection. Her 
content falls short of perfection only because she thinks it is 
really too selfish of her to take her oiled and curled Clifford 
away from the other woman. That lady, suspecting Clifford's 
wantonness, having paid an angry visit to the first wife, is, 
on her way back, conveniently slaughtered by an express 
train. Wife number one, miraculously recovering from the 
very jaw’^s of death, is thus enabled to make Clifford happy 
ever alterwards—or at least as far as the narrative goes. All 
this seems preposterous. But there are some strong situa- 
tions in the domestic drama, and the characters of the 
s-pirituelle wife and her fleshly rival are cunningly contrasted. 
In a strange book perhaps the most extraordinary thing is 
the title. For any conceivable connection with the story it 
might just as well have been labelled She that Taketh Tea 
•with Me, 

Maga (Blackwood) remains a marvel among monthly 
Magazines. Oldest of aU, it has the energy and vivacity of 
youth. My Baronite, a diligent reader, does not remember 
a better number than that proudly numbered MLXXH, 
issued this month. It opens ^vith a slashing bit of hterary 
criticism that wiU almost make Christopher North glow in 
his grave with gratification. In castigating the work of the 
biographer for what he describes as ‘'apiece of jaded and 
illiterate hack-work,” the reviewer is certainly a little hard 
on the subject of the biography. But when a Scotch 
Reviewer’s blood is up he is, as ^tion knew, prone to hit 
out all round. Maga has, since Peninsular days, been for- 
tunate in obtaining battle-pieces by eye-witnesses, “ Lines- 
man’s” contributions from the Transvaal, repubhshed, have 
taken their place in literature. He finds a worthy successor 
in who to this month’s Magazine contributes three mar- 
vellous pictures of fighting by sea and land in the Far East. 

3^ From Grant Richards comes a tiny book of 

London Characters, so small as to be incased 
in a cover ingeniously got up to resemble 
an ordinary match-box, and described as 
Seines for Children. The 
safety seems to the Baron to consist in every- 
body’s being safe to mistake the imitation 
for the real article. Not wanting to 
purchase matches, people will neglect this specimen of light 
literature wherein will be found spariding verses by Miss 
Jessie Pope, illustrated by John ELvssalls well-drawn and 
brightly-coloured character sketches. This little work of 
eccentric art is at present unique, as the Baron believes; 
and one thing is certain, that it is quite impossible to find a 
match for it. 

The lAheral Magazine, issued by the Liberal Publication 
department housed at 42, Parliament Street, purports to be 


a periodical for the use of Liberal speakers and canvassers. 
It is that in fullest measure. But there is no reason why its 
usefulness should be confined to one political canip. 
Unionists, Liberals, Free-fooders, Tariff Reformers, Retalia- 
tors, whatever we be, we are each all one in desire to have 
within reach a handy political record of the year. Such a 
treasure my Baronite discovers in this volume. It is quite 
true that the Editor, after Dr. Johnson’s way with the Whigs, 
sees that the Tariff Reformers, and the Unionist Party 
generally, do not get the best of it. But facts and figures 
are what the honest seeker after truth wants, and here they 
be in abundance. 

The plot of The DolVs Dance, by Clarence Forestier- 
Walker (Digby, Long & Co.), is boldly devised, the painful 
story carefully constructed, and the novel so well written that 
from first to last the reader is kept in suspense as to the 
ultimate issue. The Baron is of opinion that only a very 
painstaking and experienced man of the world is likely to 
comprehend the precise nature of the letters which give 
their unscrupulous possessor so powerful a hold over the 
younger brother, in whom, rather than the elder, the interest 
is centred. “Tout com'prendre,” quotes the author, “c’est 
tout 'pardonner.” The truth of this most charitable motto 
the Baron admits, but he is puzzled as to its present applica- 
tion. Does it mean that to perfectly understand “the Doll’s” 
movements is to pardon all that the Doll has done? But 
which is the Doll? Is it the younger brother? Surely, if 
this be so, is it not somewhat 

unfair on the part of the author HHi BAKOH 

thus to label his victimised 

hero, who is anything but a 

dancing doll? The Baron can 

see no other mere puppet in the 

show. If then the Baron can- 

not “tout comprendref^ how ISi'j ° 

can he “foi<fc pardonner^^ the [@‘]i 

author? Whether he does so 

or not, his opinion on the 

literary and artistic merits of 

the work remains as he has _ 

placed it on record. B.-^. 






mi 


iKSOP ON TOUR. 

A CERTAIN Play had a most thrilling Ta])leau at the End 
of the Tliird Act, -which seldom failed to rouse the Audi- 
ence to the utmost Pitch of Enthusiasm. The Fleroine was a 
Maiden, condemned, after many minor Annoyances, to be 
tliro-wn to the Lions in the Coliseum (which, in the Play, 
was supposed to be in Rome), and the Hero had decided to 
die with her, as the only logical Consequence of repeated 
Asseverations during the previous Acts that he could not live 
without her. And when they had embraced a great many 
times and assured one another between whiles that Lions 
do not hurt much if you know how to take them, it was 
their Cue to walk slowly hand in hand to a Massive Door 
at the back of the Stage, and, amidst the horrid Growls of 
the rest of tlie Company behind, to pass away to their Fate 
and their Supper. But one evening, when the fateful Portal 
was thrown open to receive them, it discovered the Carpenter’s 
toy Terrier, wagging its Tail, somewhat guiltily indeed, but in 
an unmistakably friendly manner ; and, as the Latin Exercise 
Book says, there were some who laughed. 

Moral . — “ The little less, and what worlds away ! ” 

Note by the Way. — If the present prospects of Kent coal 
are^ happily realised, then the best part of this county will 
be its seamy side. 
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TAKING UP A GOOD POSITION; 

Or, the Advantages op being a Thorough Sportsman. 


BRAN BATHS. 


^ The above form of cold weather ablu- 
tion, so much in vogue in Parisian 
circles, will appeal to the more highly 
strung and delicately nurtured among 
us who share the Continental prejudice 
against soap and water. We guarantee 
that if our readers will try the following 
directions (borrowed from a lady’s paper) 
they wiU not only enjoy a complete 
change of complexion, but experience 
after-effects which the passage of many 
days will fail to wipe off. Boil four 
quarts of bran in a gallon of water, pour 
the liquid into a bath, massage the flesh 
with bags made of cheese cloth (obtain- 
able at any American cheese merchant’s) 
containing a mixture of the bran — ^weU 
cooked as above and glutinous — orris 
root crushed, castile soap and powdered 
borax. The new coat thus formed on 
the surface of the skin must be allowed 
to harden before adding a second coat 
of emollient jelly, composed of gum 
tragacanth, glycerine, alcohol, and oil of 
violet. The proper smearing consistency 


of this mixture is not attained until it is 
the thickness of honey or golden syrup. 

We must advise our readers at this 
point to suppress an overwhelming 
desire for moonlight soap and a scrub- 
bing brush, as by exercising patience 
and self-control the bran bather will 
soon become accustomed to a sensation 
of stickiness. The treatment must be 
continued through the cold weather, as 
it has the additional charm of protect- 
ing the pores from the rigours of our 
spring climate. 

We hasten to add that the Iran lath 
must not be confused with the Iran tul^ 
one of the many points of difference 
being that a dip in the* latter creates a 
desire to repeat the experiment, which 
is rarely the case with the former. 

Maxim Gorky’s new drama bears the 
name of “Z)ac7im?be,” which, we under- 
stand, is pronounced, “Dash Nicky.” 

Betieb than Stones in Bath Buns. — 
Sarah Beenharut in a new rdle . 


PSNOBISME ? 


[It is stated tbat a gentleman of the name of 
Smith proposes, by way of differentiation, to 


adopt Ine signature of “ Psmith,” on the analogy 
of the mute p in “psalm.”] 

Hear, all ye countless Smiths and 
Schmidts, 

Who long have exercised your wits 
In numerous ways to mask or mimic 
Your world-pervading patronymic ! 

Ye Smits and Schmitzes, Smiths and 
Smithes 

Or Smijths (whereat my tongue-tip 
writhes), 

A Mr. PsMiTH has added lately 
Eds variant, which arrides me greatly. 

It shouts aloud, this silent P, 

A patent of gentility, 

To match, with little extra trouble, 

Those small initial /’s writ double. 

Soon in the Landed Gentry books 
We shall be meeting Pnokes and Psnooks, 
And last, with rival ardour whetted, 
Ptomrkins and Ptdbbs will get Debretted ! 


VOL. oxxvii r. 
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NO OFFENCE INTENDED. 

“ Do TOTJ BITE TOUR THUMB AT US, SiR ? ” 

Romeo and Juliet, Act I , Sc 1 

[The statement of lh \ Lee, M.P., Civil Lord of the Admiialty, to the 
effect that the new disposition of our sea foices will enable ns to deal 
n ith emergencies in the North Sea as well as in the English Channel 
has provoked expostulation in Berlin, and been severely repiobated in 
our ouTi Radical Press.] 

"When I observe our well-known British fleet. 

So fine, so large, so palpably effective, 
j And ask the Liberal Thinker in the Street 
i What is, if any, its precise objective, 

j It seems that I, thus groping in the dark, 

I Have made a most indelicate remark. 

Why tliis is so, I simply fail to see. 

We ’re fit, of course, to cope with all creation, 

Yet, pending that combine, there well may be 

Some special, some “most highly favoured nation,” 

On whose particular attempt to fly 
Our Admiralty keeps its weather eye. 

Can it be France ? And would we, then, unweave 
Those fetters soft as silk and warm as flannel, 

Or tear our hearts from off our mutual “ Sleeve ” 

(This is a word-play on the French for Channel), 

Just at the moment when she means to land 
And start a Palais Ohantant in the Strand ? 

Or Russia ? No, we couldn’t spoil the sport 
Of that amazing tar, the gallant Togo ; 

Onward from Madagascar’s fruity port 
Let her by all means, if she wants to go, go ; 

We are determined, I can safely say, 

To put no difficulty in her way. 

Is it America ? Ah, dearest bond ! 

Think of the mother yearning towards her daughter ! 
Think of the hands across the herring-pond ! 

Think of the liquid more opaque than water ! 

Pledges of faith which none who dines may doubt 
When Mr. Choate (God bless him !) trots ’em out. 

Italy loves us on account of Caine ; 

Belgium is busy with the Congo tourist ; 

Portugal isn’t quite so strong as Spain, 

And Spain’s “ Invincibles ” are of the poorest ; 

Greece has mislaid the pluck that broke the Persians, 
And Norway’s modem Viking runs excursions. 

I doubt if Denmark really matters much, 

Or Austria, on the bottled Adriatic, 

Or Holland, though her ancestry was Dutch, 

Or Turkey, where the fleet is most erratic ; 

Or Switzerland, with courage more than most, 

But largely hampered by a lack of coast. 

Then is it Monaco ? She keeps a yacht, 

But only one, and insecurely plated ; 

Or China ? No, I rather fancy not, 

So recently her amos were dislocated ; 

Nor may we compass (this is Monroe’s view) 

The chastisement of Chili or Peru. 

Enjin, there ’s Germany. But that ’s absurd. 

I grant her navy visibly increases, 

But have we not the Kaiser’s solemn word, 

I Who says his purpose coincides with Peace’s ; 

Viss.f to protect the claims of Teuton brands 
Throughout his world-embracing Hinterlands ? 


So, after all, our braves who hold the bime, 
Acquired at so exorbitant a rental, ‘ 

Would seem to nurse no definite design, 

Tlieir object being mainly ornamental ; 

And to convey the contrary impression 

Is to commit a “blazing indiscretion.” 0. 8. 


ARS ARMOURIS. 

A'mour virimqiie cam to the tune, if possible, of the 
ancient hunting song entitled, “He ’s the man for Galway! ” 
Here, at the Leicester Gallery show, Leicester Square, is the 
artist to draw a covert, to he in the first fliglit from start to 
finish, and to he presented with the brush. Those who have 
admired this artist’s excellent black-and-wliite art in Mr. 
Pnnclis pages, — hounds, horses and riders, correctly drawn, 
f ull of action , always literally dans le mouvement, may have been 
inclined to say to the artist “ nimium ne erede color But the 
fortunate youth turns out to be a dab hand as a colourist, and 
many of the specimens now exhibited show Mr. G. D. Armoi r 
taking his place with the best among the Brethren of the 
Brush who depict purely sporting subjects. The picture 
representing the immortal J orroeks is rightly labelled “ No. 1,” 
for, to our thinking, in the humour of the situation, in its tone, 
in the attitude of Jon^ocks and in that of the intelligent 
hunter he is bestriding, and in the extensive landscape 
showing the fields below where hounds aro running, this 
composition has not its equal in the entire collection, though 
the clever No. 42, Viewed away'^ and 72, ''The Poachers 
are wdthin measurable distance of it. The almost insuper- 
able difficulty that must have presented itself to the artist 
was that the delineation of Jorrocks could not he his own 
creation, as the type had long ago been created by John Leech. 
But this difficulty has been overcome by Mr. Armour, who 
has very cleverly given us only a back view of the well- 
known J omveks, M.F.H. 

As we have said above, our unstinted praise is given to 
the majority of his pictures in colour, not to aU. The 
colouring is unequal ; yet in the instance of No. 67 its 
thinness will escape, at first sight, the criticism of the 
spectator, wdio cannot fail to laugh heartily at the humour of 
the situation. The rider has come to a stylish Lawn Meet, 
and in full sight of huntsman, whips, and all the ladies and 
gentlemen of the hunt, the unfortunate visitor has been 
suddenly bucked off by his horse which, heels in air, is 
turning its head towards him, evidently enjoying his discom- 
fiture. Besides No. 1, there are two illustrations from 
Jmrocks, one of Pigg (not Pig, as the catalogue hath it\ 
James Pigg, his huntsman, and one of Binjimin; but those 
who remember Leech’s illustrations of Eiandley Gross wiR not 
care much for these. Note No. 12, showing “ the sort of horse 
that makes his owner unpopular.” This is good in every 
way. There are in aR ninety-two sporting pictures, “ plain 
and coloured,” thoroughly English in spirit. The coRection 
is unique. But before leaving we return to “No. 1,” and 
insert “A” before the numeral. 


Tile Horoscope Test. 

T^XPERIENCED BUSINESS WOMAN as manugcreas, floor-walker, 
ALi supervisor. Not necessarily experienced in hair -dressing, but must 
be tactful, rehable, and bom about Sept. 22. — Adct. in Daily Telegraph. 


The Instinct of Self-Preservation.— It is rumoured that 
the Government intend to bring in a BiR to prevent Pre- 
mature Interment. One sympathises strongly with the 
personal feehngs of the Cabinet in regard to the perRs of 
suspended animation. 
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Cr'S>t:nik 


JUQGERNAUTICAL. 

Unfortunate Cyclist (icho 'has 1)6671 howled over hy motor-car) “ Did you see tee number ? ” 
Jarge. “Yes, there was three on ’em. Two men and a woman.” 


A VERY HARD CASE. 

[With apologies to Vanity Fair, Eearth and 
Borne, Daily Mail, Weekly Dispatch, and any 
other paper that wants them ] 

No. XXX. OF Series. 

A., a gentleman of means, consults Lis 
lawyer B. (of tlie firm “B. and S.”) 
with regard to some property lie wishes 
to settle on his future son-in-law X. 
B. knows that X. is an adventurer who 
has been blackballed for each of the 
seven Clubs to which he (B.) belongs. 
That evening B. meets at dinner a casual 
acquaintance 0. who says to him: “If 
six men and two boys can dig a trench 
thirty feet long by ten feet wide in two 
days, and I employ one more man and 
decide to double the depth of the trench, 
how long wiH they take digging it?” 
B., who holds eight spades to the king, 
leaves it to his partner S., who goes 
hearts. The S.’s have not been in the 
neighbourhood long, and it is reaily the 
Z.’s turn to call. Mate in three moves. 

Answers adjudged correct, 

“ If the S.’s have already moved three 
times they are probably not very desir- 


able people, and Lady 2. would be quite 
within her rights in having nothing to 
do with them.” —Flossie. 

“If B. has eight spades to the king 
and seven clubs there was obviously a 
,mis-deal. B. will therefore have to deal 
again, and must be more careful this 
time.” — Cavendish. 

“ Thirty-seven days,” — Senior Op. 

“If S. really called out of turn, the 
Z.’s can claim the usual penalty.” 
— Expert. 

“B. should do nothing. A black-ball 
does not imply anything against one’s 
character.” — Blackballed for N.L.O. 

“A masse shot off the black ball into 
the middle pocket.” — R oberts. 

“If Lady Z. does not feel strong 
enough to call she should leave it.” 
— ^Madge {Contributor to several Society 
Papers). 

“ K. B. to Q. Kt. 3 .”— Cantab. 

“If 0. is really keen on finishing his 
trench as quickly as possible he should 
borrow one of B.’s spades and take a 
hand himself.” — Common Sense. 


“B., being a law^^er, will probably do 
nothing— and charge for it.” — ^Disgusted. 

“C. must apologise and send in his 
resignation.” — One of the Old School. 

“Lady X. must certainly bow to the 
Duchess.”— Society Girl. 

“ No trumps.”— Jacqueline, Spots, and 
1001 others. (Pippin got the uprights 
correctly, but his third light was inferior.) 

“ Write to the Colonel of his regiment 
and explain.” — H. A. C. 

“B. should do nothing.” — ^Fluffles, 
Peashooter, Pom-Pom, and 137 others. 

“ Nothing.” — Todgers and 13,297 
others. 

‘ ^ Anything.” — Todgers and 32, 158 
others. (Todgers is informed that he 
cannot send in two answers to the same 
problem.) 

The foUovnng answer failed to score 
marks. 

“A. should buy a box of Blank’s Back- 
ache Pills. Invaluable against Headache, 
Dizziness, Shooting Pains, and Phlebitis.” 
—— (Advt.) 
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THE STRENUOUS LIFE. 

[“ The handling of husbands br ^vives in America amounts to an ari, 
a profession, almost a science. Based on the theory that the moie one 
has to do the more one can accomplish, ladies urho have hard-TVorking, 
enterprising spouses simply retiie from active life. If he manages Lis 
office and business satisfactorily, Avhy not take over the house and 
servant ^ ” — Daily Chromde ] 

The clerks in tlie office grew pallid with, fright 
When Washington P. Tennessee hove in sight ; 

He came like a bhzzard, he raged and he tore, 

He stormed and he hustled, he bullied and swore^ 

Till his trembling employees were bound to agree 
Life wasn’t worth living with Washington P. 

This feeling by Wall Street was commonly shared, 

Tor few were the people whom Washington spared. 

He cornered tobacco, he cornered home rails, 

Wheat, brandy and cattle, tinned salmon and whales, 
Wool, cotton and velvet, pig-iron and pork — 

In fine, he had cornered most things in New York* 

Such, then, in the City was Washington P. 

At home, too, as busy as ever was he ; 

He rose ere the morning began to grow grey, 

And first he considered the meals for the day, 

The soups and the entrees, the joints and the fish, I 

And the wines to be served with each separate dish. 

Then the footmen came up to his room in a cue, 

And he told them precisely what each was to do : 

He took most elaborate trouble to teach 

The housemaids and tweenies the duties of each ; 

He scolded and drilled them until they could say 
What work should be done at which hour of which day. 

He next hurried ofE for a round of the shops, 

Examined the chickens and prodded the chops, 

Took a critical glance at the fine fatted quail, 

Saw the salmon was fresh and the partridges stale, 
Ordered bacon and butter and coffee and tea — 

0, terribly busy was AVashington P. 

Then he went to the office and laboured away, 

Making hundreds and thousands of dollars a day, 

And when he came home in the evening to dine, 

He took a last glance at the menu and wine. 

And anxiously hoped to have aU things complete 
By the time his fair Sadie descended to eat. 

As dish after dish was brought round to her place 
He furtively studied the look on her face, 

And if ever she wore a dissatisfied air 
Poor Washington P, was reduced to despair ; 

But if a rare smile slie allowed him to see, 

Life stiU was worth living to Washington P. 


TO THE OFFICE OF WORKS. 

{In the matter of Two Old Ladies and Tuv Cows,) 

Gentlemen,— In the exercise of that power which, the ways 
of Providence being mysterious, has been committed to you, 
you have some few days since driven from their accustomed 
place in the Mall two old ladies and their pair of cows. The 
ladies, as I say, are old. Ea^h has passed her seventieth 
year. Of the cows, whose names, I am told, are Naneij and 
I cannot speak with the same certainty ; but it seems 
to be established that for some years they have performed 
with reasonable promptitude and willingness the simple 
primary duty of all cows : they have stood patiently over 
pails and given their milk for the sustenance and refreshment 


I of such youthful specimens of humanity as might chance to 
! linger under the awful shadow of the Duke of York on the 
one side and the no less terrifying red brick of the Admiralty 
on the other. The cows, then, provided milk ; the old ladies 
saw to the wants of Nanqj and Leggy, and, as an additional 
attraction, kept a little stall, an unpretending structure, from 
which they dispensed cakes and sweetmeats in return for 
coppers. The occupation, no doubt, was humble ; so are the 
ladies who pursued it ; but humility even in these gilded 
days is of itseh not an offence. Moreover, the spectacle was 
a pretty and a pleasant one. Hard by are great mansions 
and monuments of power, memorials of departed splendour, 
magnificent abodes of official activity. I have seen the old 
ladies and the cows and the stall many a hundred times, but 
it has never struck me that their presence could offend the 
columnar Duke, or the Admiralty, or the back of Carlton House 
Terrace, or the bold statue of the defiant Marine, or even the 
proximate and classic glory of the Horse Guards and the 
adjacent public buildings. 

The cows and their guardians, so peaceful and so little 
distracted, so venerable and placid and so essentially rustic, 
seemed rather to bring a pleasant waft of simple human 
feehng to the pomp and parade of their surroundings. But 
to the cold eye of authority it seems they were an offence, 
and so one fine morning an official issued his decree and, lo, 
the two old ladies with their stall and Peggy and Nancy 
have been swept away. 

I ask you, Gentlemen, was it kind, was it thoughtful 

V* Q c* o 

But scarcely had I finished the second paragraph and had 
commenced the third of my plaintive appeal, when informa- 
tion reached me to the effect that Ms Gracious Majesty him- 
self has insisted on the ancient dames being re-installed, or, 
if not exactly that, on having new stalls provided for them 
not far from their ancient milk walk. The grateful old ladies 
have written a touching letter of thanks to the King, by 
whose kind action my letter to the Board of Works is now 
rendered unnecespry. The Milk of Human . Kindness for 
ever ! Vive le Eoi ! Yours, Urbanus. 

P.S.— Happy Thought. Garry and Emma; o?’, the Royal 
Milkmaids— 3, short drama in two acts (scene laid on Cowes 
Esplanade) with satisfactory finale. 


THE EXEMPLARY' DUKE. 

I TRUST I shall escape rebuke 
If I discourse about a Duke. 

He buys his hats at Blank and Co.’s, 

So I am told by one who knows. 

He hkes to walk about his Park, 

He loves the singing of the lark. 

He has (it is his Ducal way) 

Three satisfying meals a day. 

He generally sleeps in bed, 

A piUow underneath his head. 

Such is his sense of what is meet, 

He wears his hoots upon his feet ; 

And sometimes, so I understand. 

He wears a glove on either hand. 

In many papers you may note 
Siiich anecdotes as these I quote : 

The many useful hints they give 
AA^ill show us clearly how to live. 

It is so nice for you and me 
To know what is le dernier cri. 

I cannot think how people thrived 
Before the Paragraph arrived. 

(I should have said, — how people throve 
Before the Paragraph arrove.) 



Febecaet 15. 1905.] PUNCH, OE THE LONDON CHAEIVAEI. 115 i 



AN INFANT ROSCIUS. 

Stage Manager {interviewing children with the idea of engaging them for a new 'play) “Has 

THIS CHILD BEEN ON THE StaOE?” 

Proud Mother. “No; but he’s been on an inquest, and he speaks up fine!” 


j THE PATH TO PARNASSUS. 

I A Few Wrinkijes foe Poets Commencing 

I (With aeknoidedgments to “ Smitlis 
; Weekly:^) 

i There are few maxims more thorotighly 
i discredited than that which pronounces 
j poets to he bom and not made. For, 

I while it may apply to hards who write 
* for posterity and nltimately secure the 
! world’s applause, many of our most 
j successful rhymesters have attained their 
; influential position simply by patience 
: and perseverance. The Poet Laureate 
was originally called to the Bar, and did 
not devote himseK to literature until he 
was twenty-six. 

One great advantage of the poet’s 
calling is that it can be practised in 
spare moments. Sir Lewis Morris has 
told us that a great deal of The Epie of 
Hades was composed on the Underground 
— or in bed, while the entire stock-in- 
trade — ^pens, ink, paper and a second- 
hand rhyming dictionary — can be 
obtained for the outlay of a few shillings. 
In short, the only serious difficulties 
about writing poetry are the choice of a 
theme and the mode of its treatment. 
Many fine themes have unfortunately 
been already appropriated, but there are 
as good fish in the sea as ever came out 
of it, and even an old theme, when 
furbished up and treated in a bright, 
crisp and thoroughly up-to-date style, 
may prove extremely palatable. Fresh 
ideas are not always easy to find. 
Besides, though you may bring a poet 
to the Pierian spring, if he has hydro- 
phobia you cannot make him drink. 
Hence the great thing for the poet com- 
mencing is to acquire a good stock of 
ideas, and to this end they should be 
carefiilly recorded in a notebook kept 
especially for the purpose. 

Happily, ideas have not always to be 
hunted for. They sometimes present 
themselves in the most unexpected way. 
Thus, the present writer once found a 
saleable one in the pages of a money- 
lender’s circular thrust into his letter- 
box. On another occasion a contribution 
which realised 75. 6d. was evolved through 
a visit to a dentist. The germ of a third 
was furnished by the random ejaculation 
of a sandwichman who had slipped on a 
piece of orange peel. 

The next question that presents itself 
is that of rhyme. Rhyme is, of course, 
not absolutely indispensable to poetry, 
as the case of Milton’s Paradise Lost 
abundantly proves. But no poetic aspi- 
rant, unless possessed of an independent 
income, can be recommended to devote 
himself to the composition of blank 
verse. The plain fact is that anybody 
can write blank verse — novelists often 
do without knowing it. Rhymed poetry, 
on the other hand, can only be written 


by a conscious effort. Here the test of 
remuneration is unanswerable. Milton 
obtained only £5 for Paradise Lost, 
while The Ahsent-Minded Beggar brought 
its, gifted author at least ten times that 
amount for Ins charity. 

Next to rhyme the most difficult thing 
to manage is the metre, though here the 
best models allow themselves a good 
deal of latitude, and the insertion of an 
extra foot or two is an agreeable ex- 
crescence which greatly assists the march 
of the poem. 

As regards treatment generally, it is 


obvious that the idea must be worked up 
in as poetic a way as possible. Baldness 
is to be avoided, but a too luxuriant crop 
of verbiage is equally to be deprecated. 
It is difficult to state exactly what con- 
stitutes the true poetic quality, but 
certain broad rules can be laid down for 
the guidance of Parnassian pilgrims. 
The poet must always strive to idealise ; 
he must omit commonplace details and 
emphasize the romantic aspect of his 
theme. Thus, if the subject be sleep, it 
is well to make no reference to snoring, 
while many useful adjuncts of our daily 
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life, sucli as kair-Lruslies, mntton-cliops, 
hot-water bottles, sausages, except when 
disguised under some delicate alias, 
are not susceptible of poetic treatment. 
Again, precise accuracy is not expected 
of the poet. It is the privilege of the 
poet to exaggerate, to dispense with logic, 
and to defy statistics. Hence the admir- 
able practice of modern schools of 
journalism of making the composition of 
poetry compulsory on all pupils. 

It only remains to add a word or two 
on the subject of remuneration. This 
of course varies according to the character 
and status of the periodical in which 
the poem appears. But few high-class 
journals pay less than 3<^. a hne for 
verse. A fluent versifier can turn out a 
lyric of 30 or 40 Hues every day, giving 
an average (excluding Sundays) of say 
200 hues a week, or 10,400 lines a year. 
This output, at the minimum tariff men- 
tioned above, wiH bring in an income of 
£130 a year, which, though less than 
the wages of an expert chauffeur, is 
much above the stipend of the average 
curate. 


LIFE’S LITTLE DIFFICULTIES. 

Xm.— The P. G. 

I. 

Mrs, Uamay to her Sister-in-law, 
(Extract.) 

Week George’s affairs are settled J 
shall have, Mr. Graham thinks, about 
£80 a year ; and Messrs. Kershaw are 
to give me £75 for finishing George’s 
little history book, and the column I con- 
tribute to the Planet brings in a guinea 
a week. I may also get a little more 
work. Anyway by the time Tom’s school 
is paid for I shall not have much left. 
I am therefore going to take Mr. Gra- 
ham’s advice, much as I dislike it, and 
advertise for a paying guest to take 
the two unoccupied rooms. Mrs. Vin- 
cent and I (she comes in a good deal and 
is very bright) had some fun last 
night drawing up advertisements; but 
in the end I sent to the Mm^ning Post 
something quite staid and commonplace. 

II. 

Miss Bayley to A. M. 

Miss Bayley would be glad to have 
further particulars as to A. M.’s ad- 
vertisement for a paying guest in the 
Morning Post. Miss Bayley is looking 
out for a congenial home, and would be 
prepared to pay what is asked, but 
certain conditions are imperative. Church 
of England, perfect drainage, a cook 
who understands vegetables, and a south 
aspect. 

III. 

Mrs, Macnay to Miss Bayley, 

Mrs. Maonay presents her compliments 


to Miss Bayley and hastens to set her 
doubts at rest. The rooms which would 
be at Miss Bayley’s disposal have an 
aspect unquestionably south, the cook 
understands vegetables thoroughly, the 
drainage is good, and although Mrs. 
Macnay does not herself attend the 
church the house is free from aU. taint 
of dissent. 

IV. 

Miss Bayley to Mrs, Macnay, 

Miss Bayley thanks Mrs. Macnay for 
her letter, and is proposing to come on 
Monday to see the house, provided the 
following eight questions can be satis- 
factorily answered : — 

(1) Are there any children ? (2) Does 
anyone practise the pianoforte ? (3) Are 
chickens kept by any near neighbour ? 
(4) Is there a good young doctor avail- 
able? (5) Is the Vicar high or low? 

(6) Could a pony-trap be obtained easily ? 

(7) Do you object to a dog, a veiy quiet 
gentle Pomeranian? (8) Is there any 
intellectual activity in the vicinity — a 
Dante Society for example ? 

V. 

Mrs, Macnay to Miss Bayley, 

Mrs. Macnay presents her compliments 
to Miss Bayley, and begs to reply to her 
questions in order. 

1. One little girl, aged 7, is the only 
child, except in the hohdays, when a boy 
aged 13 will return. 

2. There is no piano. 

3. And no chickens. 

4. The doctor is 43. 

5. Low Church. 

6. Several pony-traps. 

7. Do not mind dog. 

8. No Dante Society. A mothers’ 
meeting every first Monday in the month. 

Mrs. Macnay wiR be pleased to show 
Miss Bayley the house on Monday. 

VI. 

Mrs. Macnay to her Sister-in-law. 

(Extract.) 

The only reply that agreed to the 
terms was from a Miss Bayley, but her 
questions were so fussy that I answered 
her in a way which Mrs. Vincent and I 
felt sure would end the matter. We 
decided she could not go on with it, but 
the next post only brought a longer list 
of questions, eight in aU, tabulated like 
an examination paper. So we have 
answered these this evening, also like 
an examination paper, and now feel 
really free of the inquisition and ready 
to try again. 

VII. 

Miss Bayley to a Friend. 

(Extract.) 

I went down to see the house on 
Monday and hked it extremely. Mrs. 
Maonay seems to be the widow of a 


literary man, and will, I think, do aU I 
want. Her terms are absurdly low, and 
the neighbourhood seems very charming. 
I consider myself most fortunate . . . 

VEIL 

Mrs. Macnay to her Sister-in-law. 

(Extract.) 

In spite of my letters Miss Bayley 
came as arranged, with the harmless dog, 
and the first thing that happened^was 
that it bit the knife-and-boot boy in the 
leg. Miss Bayley was very sorry, but 
explained that it was the green baize 
apron that did it — Prinny (that is the 
dog’s name) once having been ill-treated 
by a furniture man. She stayed an 
hour and looked at everything, and I 
must say that I dislike her immensely, 
but her ready acquiescence in the matter 
of terms makes it almost impossible not 
to take her. I wish now that I had 
asked more, as Mrs. Vincent ^wanted me 
to. One is always so wise afterwards. 
It is agreed that she comes^next month. 

IX. 

Miss Bayley to Mrs. Macnay. 

Dear Mrs. Maonay, — ^I have decided 
to share your house on the terms we 
have arranged, but I must ask you first 
to make two or three slight changes. I 
was conscious on the landing by my 
room of a discoloration in the wall 
which could not, I think, be due to any- 
thing but damp. I have such a horror 
of sciatica that I feel compelled to make 
a point of having some damp course 
applied before I take up my residence 
with you. Another matter is the knife- 
and-boot boy who so unfortunately 
placed himself in Prinny^ s way. I am 
conscious that I am asking a great and 
perhaps unreasonable favour, but I do 
so trust you may see your way to getting 
another boy in the place of this one, or I 
am convinced that Prinny may suffer. 
If convenient to you I shall move in on 
Monday, the 2nd of next month. 

Yours truly, Adeiaide Bayley. 

X. 

Mrs, Macnay to Miss Bayley. 

Dear Miss Bayley, — I very much 
regret to have to trouble you, but I have 
been reminded by my lawyer that it 
would be very irregular if I did not go 
through the formahty of asking you for 
references. Will you kindly let me have 
one or two ? I am. 

Yours truly, 

Annie Maonay. 

[Several dull and rather acid letters 
occur at this point.] 

xr. 

Miss Bayley to Mrs. Macnay, 

Dear Mrs. Maonay, — am at present 
Hving in a small flat at Kensington, and 
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, previously to that I Tvas travelling. So 
I I have not very much experience as a 
j paying guest. But I was with a Jilrs. 
i Crewd at 5, Wihnington Terrace, East- 
bourne, for a few weeks, and she would 
perhaps answer your purpose, although 
I must warn you that her nature is, as I 
found out only too soon, thoroughly 
cantankerous, and her pen may easily be 
poisoned against myself. I am, 

Yours truly, 

Adelaide Bayley. 


Miss Bayley to Mrs. Creicd, 

Dear Mrs. Crewd, — ^It has often trou- 
bled me to think that we have so com- 
pletely lost sight of each other since I 
had to give up my pleasant rooms in 
your house. I write now because I 
have just received from a friend in 
Hong-Kong a case of tea, and remember- 
ing how fond you were of China tea I 
am sending you a parcel of it in memory 
of old times. Yours sincerely, 

Adelaide Bayley. 


Mrs. Crewd to Mrs. Macnay. 

Mrs. Crewd presents her compliments 
to Mrs. IM^cdtay and begs to inform her 
that it is some time since Miss Bayley 
shared her house, and she cannot 
remember very clearly what happened ; 
but Miss Bayley was always prompt 
with her share of the expenses. 


Mrs. Macnay to her Sister-in-law. 
i^xtract) 

I am horribly afraid that Miss Bayley 
has got to come. Mrs. Vincei^t (who 
mimics her to perfection) is for breaking 
off negotiations, even now, at this last 
minute, but I don’t see how to do it, 
and the money is, after all, very im- 
portant. 

HEADS AND HEARTS. 

[The Psychologist’s idea of a suitable 
V^dentine.] 

Loxg ago, my dear, when Science 
Loaned from Fancy what she lacked, 
Placing rather more rehance 
On Hypothesis than Fact, 

People with perverted notions 
Laid the body out in lots. 

And located our emotions 
In the most unlikely spots. 

Thus, they prate about our “ choler,” 
Thus, they babble of our “ spleen,” — 
Phrases which the finished scholar 
Merely understands to mean, 

That a somewhat wdld vagary 
Made the old philosopher 
Range around his “ little Mary ” 
Passions far removed from her. 
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WANTED-REDISTRIBUTiON. 

“I THINK IT SUCH A PITY THAT POOR MEN DON’T KNOW ENOUGH TO REMAIN SINGLE.” 
“ Yes — AND THAT RICH ONES DO ’ ” 


We of course are not so foohsh : 

We to-day should scorn to see 
Such a ‘‘never-went-to-schoolish ” 
Physical anatomy ; 

Yet we keep one superstition : 

Age to erring age imparts 
One deplorable tradition : 

’Tis the Shibboleth of Hearts. 

So we find the shops again f ah 
Of St. Valentine his Ghost ; 

Hearts, devoted or disdainful. 
Interchange, and by the post 
Light-appareUed Loves await us. 
Piercing with pictorial darts 
That hydraulic apparatus 
Of the inter-costal parts. 

WeU, they ’re wrong, then, let me teU 
’em ; 

Since the seat where passions reign 


Lies beyond the cerebellum, 
Somewhere in the upper brain ; 
Love ’s a kind of ideo-motor 
Action that depends upon 
Oertain centres in the coat or 
Rind of the encephalon. 

That is why I send no token 
Of a cardiac distress ; 

Hearts, my darling, are not broken 
In the Stream of Oonsciousness ; 
To denote the dizzy vortex 

Where my love has lately swum, 
I have diagrammed the cortex, 
Dearest, of my cerebrum. 


We are asked to say that the play whiclx 
is about to be “ written round” Coco will 
I be entitled Merely Hairy Man. 




[THere is a legend tliat tlie practice of leaving tKe bottom, button of the waistcoat unfastened has an Etonian origin.] 
Jovial Passenger. "Eton?” Perfect Stranger. "No. Drinktn’!” 


CHARIVARIA. 

The first anniversary of the beginning 
of the Russo-Japanese War was cele- 
brated very quietly in Russia last week. 

Meanwhile any chance of peace between 
General Kuropatkin and General Gripen- 
BERG seems as far off as ever. 

It was announced that General Kuro- 
PATKiN had resigned, but aU that hap- 
pened was that General Kuropatkin 
was resigned to General Gbipenberg’s 
resignation. 

General Stoessel has given an indig- 
nant denial to the Times allegations 
against himself as to Port Arthur. If 
there was a large amount of ammunition 
left at the time of the surrender, then 
it was not his fault but the faiolt of 
those officers whose duty it was to throw 
it into the sea. 

And M. Kokostzoff, the Russian 
Minister of Finance, has given, to a 
newspaper correspondent, a satisfactory 
explanation of the St. Petersburg slaugh- 
ter. The crowd in the Winter Palace 


Square threatened to be so great as to 
endanger the lives of those assembhng 
there ; so, to relieve the pressure, a num- 
ber of persons weie shot down. It is 
hoped in official circles that the last has 
now been heard of the affair. 

According to our newspapers, the 
authorities are exhibiting strange inde- 
cision in regard to the fate of Maxim 
Gorky. He is released from prison on 
alternate days. 

The Russian Government is of the 
opinion that it is being unjustly blamed 
for not stopping the War. It is really 
the Japanese, they say, who keep it 


To bring President Castro to terms a 
naval demonstration is to be made by 
the American Government against the 
Venezuelan coast towns as soon as 
arrangements with the leading American 
cinematograph firms have been com- 
pleted. Tenders for the erection of grand 
stands to view the demonstration should 
be addressed to President Castro direct. 

‘‘Large numbers of motor-omnibuses 


are being built for London,” says the 
Express, and “ the Metropolitan Asylums 
Board proposes to organise a sy stein of 
motor-ambulances.” But our opinion 
is that motor-omnibuses will prove to 
be no more dangerous than the horsed 
vehicles at present in use. 

The Car Macjazine suggests that the 
motor omnibus shall be called the 
Mobus. And the “pirate,” we suppose, 
the Robus ? 

Mr. Milton Wellings has been con- 
fiding to an interviewer the secrets of 
the birth of the latest sixpenny song. 

“ It was early morning : the mountain 
tops were fringed with that pink hue 
which is so glorious and so tender. 
Suddenly some invisible presence seemed 
to sing to me, and the song was ‘A 
Whisper of Lovef” We consider that 
it shows pretty poor taste in Messrs. 
Pearson to sell a song like that for a 
tanner. 

A report having been circulated to • 
the effect that the Greek Royal Yacht 
had been fired at by the Baltic Fleet, 
the Eng of the Hellenes has issued a 







• “ENOUGH IS AS GOOD AS A FEAST.” 

Lady . “ There ’s your Horse, Count 1 There ! ” 

The Count {xcho has token several tosses). “Mergi, Madame. I wish him not. It is enough. I finish— I go home ! ” 


statement to tlie effect tlaat “the Royal 
Yacht never came in sight of the Baltic 
Fleet at any time or place.” That is no 
answer to the charge. 

Almost ready . — A Guide to the Hun- 
dred Best Books on Lhassa the Unknown. 
— (Advt.) 

The latest official returns show that 
Revivahsm is spreading even to Trade, 
and Mr. Chamberlain is reported to be 
seriously alarmed. 

Meanwhile, what certain politicians 
are praying for is not a Torrey but a 
Tory Revival. 

The railway companies have done so 
badly in the past half year that extra- 
ordinary efforts are now being made to 
retain their customers. The Great 
Northern ; Company, >ioT instance, are 
whitening [the edges of their platforms 


to prevent persons stepping over in the thing akin to panic in several Qovern- 
fog, or in the dark. ment offices. 

Earl Spencer has at last promulgated Our Flat has been revived, and the 
a Liberal programme. The chief item Marquis of Anglesey may be back in 
is strenuous opposition to the policy of town any day. 
the other side — ^whatever it may be. " 


^ ^ X rt X X* 1 The Real Heroine of Port Arthur. 

Recent occurrences at Constantinople 

have caused the Sultan to wonder The following passage is ^ from an 
whether, after all, there may not be account, in the Western Morning News, 
something in the rumour that he is not of a lecture delivered by Mr. Frederic 
loved for his own sake alone. Villiers at Exeter. 

“In conclusion Mr. Villiers quoted General 

The first of a new series of Saturday Nogi’s opinion that General Stoessel’s strategy 

to Monday revolutions has just been Y®®, the defence of Port 

Arthur was worthy of the unstinted admiration 
held in Argentma, the week end being world.-Mrs. D. Smith had charge 

selected as offering greater conveniences arrangements.” 

to busy men. ,, - 

The statement made by a medical From the Northern Whig: — “Her 

expert to the effect that lack of mental father was , who died some years 

exercise culminates not infrequently in ago, his widow having died of a broken 
softening of the brain has caused some- heart ^eviouslyy 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Extract from the Diart of Toby, M P. 

House oj Commons, Tuesday, Feb, 14 
; — ^Asleep for six months, House and 
Lobby to-day leap into life; nnnsnal 
' buzz of excitement ; hitherto through 
i series of Sessions Opposition been lying 
i low, sayin’ nex’ to nnffin. To-day quite 
I cock-a-hoop, not to say cock-a-C.-B., 

' inclined rather to patronise Ministers , 
feel towards them impulse of hospitality 
' akin to that which in olden times en- 
‘ (lowed with nosegays and brimming 
' tankards of beer condemned criminal on 
his way to Tyburn. 

La vie est hreee, let us be tender with 
it whilst it still flutters. Et puis bonsoir. 

Hero of the day Arthur HAiriLTOX Lee, 
Civil Lord of Admiralty. A former 
predecessor was Ellis Ashmead Bartlett, 
Knight. Understood at time of his 
promotion to Ministerial office agreement 
entered ii]pon that thereafter he was to 
shut up. Promise honourably kept 
For years the most blatant of politicians, 
he, whilst at the Admiralty, sat dumb 
on the Treasury Bench or roamed silent 
through Sheffield. 

And here’s Lee suddenly breaking 
out in submarine threats to a friendly 
Power perturbing the continent with 
the shadow and scent of bloudie war ! 

Impulse doubtless came from warlike 
associations. A man hasn’t been Adju- 
tant of Hong-Kong Volunteers for full 
twelve months without imbibing mar- 
tial ideas. When nearly two years ago 
Prince Arthur looked upon Member 
for South Hampshire with friendly eye, 
a quaint Httle error crept in, momentarily 
obfuscating his mind. Every excuse 
for the little mistake. Don Jose had 
just launched his Tariffs barque, war- 
ranted to convey the Unionist Party 
over the shoals, past the rocks of Op- 
position, triumphantly landing them 
through the gate of a General Election 
to the safe and spacious harbour of 
renewed lease of power. 

Prince Arthur’s mind occupied in 
trying to think what he thought of the 
problem ; his keen intellect, devoted to 
the task of finding phrases that would 
clearly express his meaning, got a little 
mixed up in geography. Knew very 
well that Lee had been a man of war at 
Hong-Kong. Had not the native poet 
Chin-Chin sung his prowess in deathless 
verse, filling nearly a column in the local 
paper? It would be in accordance 
with ordinary nature of things that 
ex-Adjutant of the Hong-Kong Volun- 
teers, called to the Ministry, should he 
placed at the War Office. Unfortunately, 
in hurry of the moment, and not having 
at hand the Attorney-General to correct 
the impression, Prince Arthur got it 
into his head that Member for Sonth 
Hampshire had earned his renown in 


the Kaval Service. Hong-Kong, if not 
actuaily an island, Tvas certainly a port. 
Probably jntted out into the sea. The 
ex-Adjutant was, accordingly, made 
Civil Lord of the Admiralty, with the 
consequences alluded to. 

Coming on the top of other things, 
this untoward incident might he ex- 
pected to depress the Preaiier on eve of 
new Session. On the contrary, never 
found him more beaming in countenance, 
more airy in manner, more bubbling 
with certainty that matters would, some- 
how, muddle through. 

“As I said at Manchester the other 
day,” he cheerily remarked, “we must 
take things as they come. Of course it 
was awkward about Lee. But it aU 
comes of inability that hampers some 
men clearly to express what they mean. 
On the Friday (always heard it was 
unlucky day) Lee goes off to the country, 
and, of course using the phrase in a 
Parliamentary sense, puUs the Emperor 
of Germany’s leg. Much squealing 
follows. Then Lee writes to the papers 
to explain he had not said what he was 
unanimously reported to have spoken, 
hut something else. Germany regards 
this something else as rather worse than 
the utterance first reported. So we have 
the fat in the fire twice. Let it he a 
warning to you, Toby, dear hoy. There ’s 
nothing like plain speaking, as short as 
you like, hut every word simply and 
straightforwardly expressing your mean- 
ing. If Lee’s escapade enforces that 
principle on our statesmen — I mean 
those sitting on the benches opposite— 
and makes the practice universal in 
public life, he will not have blundered 
in vain.” 

Business done. —Opening of the fifth 
Session of the First Parliament of King 
Edward the Seventh. General impres- 
sion that there won’t be a sixth. 


MR. HENRY JAMES’S NEW 
NOVEL. 

Information having reached us that 
Mr. Henry James contemplates writing 
a novel on the political complications 
which have arisen since Mr. Chamberlain 
left the Cabinet, one of our representa- 
tives journeyed down to the country 
residence of the famous cryptogram- 
matist to obtain confirmation at head- 
quarters of this striking rumour. 

“Is it true, Mr, James,” asked our 
representative, “that your next novel 
wiU deal with Fiscal Policy ? ” 

“ What a distinctly rum question ! ” 
remarked mine host of the Golden Bowl. 
“Pohtics on me — ^at least, the actuality 
of them, in the dust of the arena, unless 
conceivably handled hy an opulent and 
clairvoyant brush — could never exercise 
a stimulating influence. But Balfour ’s 
great, quite unspeakably great.” 


Subsequent conversation established 
the interesting fact that Mr. Henry J ames, 
without treating of the details of the 
fiscal controversy, proposes in his forth- 
coming novel to elucidate the relations 
between Mr. Balfour and those who left 
the Cabinet, and with his accustomed 
courtesy he was kind enough to supply 
us with the following luminous scenario 
on a half-sheet of note-paper : — 

“ They thus tacitly put it upon him to 
be disposed of, the whole complexity of 
their peril, and he promptly saw why : 
because he was there, and there just as 
he was, to lift it off them and take it : 
to charge himself with it as Sindbad the 
soldier had been charged with the burden 
of the Old Man of the Sea. It wasn’t, 
of course, their design and their interest 
that he should sink under it ; it wouldn’t 
be their feeling that he should do any- 
thing but ‘hang on,’ ‘hang on’ some- 
how for their benefit, and even as much 
as possible in their company, to keep 
proving to them that they had truly 
escaped, and that he was still there to 
simplify. The note of reality, in so 
much projected light, continued to have 
for him the charm and the importance 
of which the maximum had occasionally 
been reached in his great ‘ finds ’ —con- 
tinued, beyond any other, to keep him 
alert and attentive. Nothing perhaps 
might affect us as queerer, had we time 
to look into it, than this application of 
the same measure of value to such 
different pieces of property as old golf 
putters, say, and new coUeagnes ; all the 
more indeed that the amiable man was 
not without an inkling, on his own side, 
that he was, as a taster of life, economi- 
cally constructed.” 


Answers to Correspondents. 

“ Canny Scx>t.” — We do not know your 
mother-in-law, but from your account of 
her methods we think you were quite 
justified in sending her home and re- 
placing her with a Japanese folding 
screen. As you say, the latter is likely 
to contribute more to the harmony of 
your^ drawing-room ; it is less expensive ; 
and it can, at any moment, be shut up. 

“Midget.” — So you answered that 
advertisement in C. B. Fry's Magazine, 
which undertakes that “the height of 
either sex can quickly be increased from 
two to five inches,” and have already 
reached the latter figure? But you 
must not be discouraged at your 
people’s failure to remark this in- 
crease of 150 per cent, in your stature. 
After all, the advertisement gave you 
fair warning when it said that “ these 
marvellous results can he accomplished 
at home without the knowledge of your 
most intimate friends.” You write a 
very good hand for your size. 




Miss Campbelltna-Bannermau to Mr. Cha^erlain. 


Mr. Chamberlain to O.-B. 
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MRS. BRASSiNGTON-GLAYPOTrS CHILDREH’S PARTY. 

II. 

When we got upstairs, there was the Conjurer, waiting for 
us under the arch between the two drawing-rooms. He had 
put on a dress-suit, and was, for a person in that position, 
quite gentlemanly-looking, though pale. He commenced his 
performance with a few simple card-tricks — but either it was 
too soon after tea, or the children were not impressed by an 
entertainer who was not in fancy costume and had none of 
the usual gilded apparatus — for the poor little things made 
no attempt to conceal their boredom. 

And my Eemyngaede, who is rather a proud child, was 
naturally offended by his taking such a liberty as to extract 
eggs and billiard balls from her hair before all her young 
friends. Though I must say our Toequil, who is his dear 
father’s own boy for smartness, made the Conjurer look 
supremely ridiculous by not only denying that he was really 
producing the yards and yards of coloured paper which 
were apparently being reeled out of his Httle inside, but by 
informing everybody (and correctly, too !) how the trick was 
done. 

Altogether the entertainment seemed to be falling so flat 
that I felt obliged to teU Mrs. Gildingham that I could not 
understand it, as the man had been very highly recommended 
to me, and that I hoped he would show us something really 
clever and amusing by and by. He must have overheard 
(as I certainly intended him to do), and it seemed to put him 
on his mettle, for he said that for his next experiment he 
should require the assistance of a grown-up, and singled 
out Mr. Gildingham, who, with a condescension remarkable 
indeed in a company promoter of his experience, consented 
to oblige him. 

I could see Mr. G.’s dignity was a little ruflSed at the mere 
suggestion that he might be a confederate, and he was as 
starded as anybody when something alive and kicking was 
taken out of has double-breasted waistcoat. 

The Conjurer called it a rabbit — but it was unlike any 
breed of rabbits that I am acquainted with, having a much 
longer tail for one thing, besides being a bright scarlet, 
and covered all over with little scales. He rubbed the 
beast into two — a red and a green one — ^before our eyes, and 
they shot up the curtains and disappeared behind the gilt 
cornice. 

Nobody made any comment, though I could see several 
people were considerably impressed. As for Mr. GildiNgha]M, 
he slipped quietly downstairs, and, so I afterwards heard, 
asked the butler for a whisky-and-soda before leaving the 
house. Then the Conjurer suddenly called out little Moeitz 
Rosenstern, and asked him if he had a headache, which the 
child denied. But we could all hear his little head ticking 
away like a tape machine, and presently we saw a stream of 
tape actually flowing from his left ear. His father, from 
sheer force of habit, I suppose, rushed to read off the message. 
What it was I cannot say, as we could not find the tape after- 
wards, but Mr. Rosensteen, with a smothered exclamation 
which I only trust the children did not catch, rushed from 
the room, and presently we heard a hansom clattering off in 
a frantic hurry. Moritz told Toequil next day that, when he 
got home that evening, he was severely spanked by his papa, 
which seems rather unreasonable. 

I really forget what trick came next, but I think it was the 
production of an immense glass bowl of water from Mr. 
Splosoheimer’s coat-tail pocket. When this trick is done 
with goldfish it is quite pretty, but there was hardly time 
to notice what was in the water in this case, as Mr. 
Sploscbeimer in his nervousness upset the bowl, and the 
thing inside got away. Mrs. MoMAmoN dedared that it bit 
her on the arme, which I do not believe. She was always a 


fanciful hysterical woman, and if it was a snake at all I am 
convinced it was a perfectly harmless one. 

StiU, though the man wus certainly a cleverer conjurer 
than had at first appeared, and the juveniles began to look 
with more approval on his efforts to amuse them, none of the 
older people seemed to be really enjoying themselves. How- 
ever, we all applauded, to avoid hurting his feelings, and, 
even when he gave a ventriloquial exhibition with an exces- 
sively rude httle wooden puppet out of a bag, which made 
remarks on every grown-up present that were so personal as to 
be almost libellous, they managed to laugh good-humouredly, 
though I could see that I and MARMimuKE were suspected of 
having furnished the particulars. 

There is no doubt that, in persuading Mr. Guldensohwein, 
much against his wishes, to be hidden for a second or so under 
an embroidered piano-cover, and then revealing him as a large 
and very pink pig, the Conjurer went much too far — though 
I am bound to admit that the children, and especially the 
little Guldenschweins, were delighted. For myself, I was most 
distressed that such a thing should have happened in my 
house, and to Mr. Guldensohwein of aU people ! 

At the same time, I do think he might have shown a little 
more of what I call hoiihomie about it, especially as the effects 
of the illusion (or transformation, or whatever it was) wore 
off very soon, and indeed were hardly noticeable by supper- 
time. But some people are born without the sense of 
humour ! 

I should have been thankful myself, as I know a good 
many people were, when the tiresome man announced the 
last item on his programme, if only it hadn’t been a 
Distribution of Gifts to all the children from what he called 
“the Ine:^auBtible Electrolier.” ^ For one thing, I was 
anxious about the chandeHer (which is coloured Venetian 
glass and fragile), and, for another, I had the gravest doubts 
as to what he might choose to consider suitable presents for 
those innocent mites. 

How he contrived that a series of white-paper parcels 
neatly tied up in ribbon — ^blue for boys, and pink for girls — 
should appear to drop, one by one, into a hat from the centre 
of the chandelier is more than I can explain — but it was a 
rehef to find that the contents gave satisfaction not only to 
the children but to their parents also. 

At least, it was a relief till I discovered that each of the 
pink packets contained one of the trinkets which only left 
my jewel-case on very special occasions, while every boy 
received an Oriental curio in carved jade or ivory or crystal, 
from a collection which Maemaduke had picked up privately 
for a mere trifle and hoped to dispose of at Christie’s some 
day at an immense profit. And, as the little wretches were 
quite aware of the value of the objects, it would have been 
useless to try and reclaim them. Under all the circum- 
stances, the only thing to do was to encourage the parents 
in their impression that our little surprise had been, care- 
fully thought out beforehand. So it really was hard to bear 
when 1 found out afterwards, fi*om indirect soui*ces, that it 
was considered to be a piece of vulgar ostentation on our part ! 

I managed to persuade Toequil and Eemyngaede to leave 
their own parcels with me unopened — ^hoping to get back 
something at all events — ^but there was absolutely nothing 
inside either packet, though I am afraid both the children 
still suspect their mother of being a story-teller. 

If I had had an opportunity I should certainly have told 
that conj uring person in very plain terms what I thought of 
his performance, but by the time I was sufficiently composed 
to do so the man had gone. I sent for Melanie, fully in- 
tending to discharge her on the spot, but was informed that 
she had discharged herself some time previously — ^which 
shows that she was every bit as bad as the man. 

Who he was, or why he should have chosen to play such 
pointless and ungentlemanly pranks on us is a perfect 
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I mysterj- to me, but I cannot for a moment admit that there 
! was anytliing in the least supernatural about the affair. We 
are hardly, I should hope, the kind of people for a visitation 
of that description. hatever we saw (or rather Imagined we 
saw) that evening, I am positive can be quite satisfactorily 
put down to hypnotism, or something of that sort. 

All the same the consequences have been most unfortunate 
! Marmaduke is not nearly so intimate with Mr. GuldeNoChwein, 

' Mr. Splosoheimer, and Mr. McIMammon, or indeed any of his 
rich city friends, as he used to be,— and of course he puts all 
the blame on me ! And for some days after the party there 
were troubles in the nursery^ too, owing to Nurse’s finding 
such quantities of ivorine billiard balls and breakfast eggs in 


darling Eeaiyng-^de’s hair, while poor little Torquil would 
spout streams of coloured shavings by the hour together, 
which. was very troublesome for eveiw’body, though I am 
thankful to say the doctor prescribed some medicine which 
effectually prevented any return of the symptoms. 

I think I am a httle run down myself, and I have had to 
give up my “At Home” day. I should be sorry to miss 
Dklrs. McMaaiaion:, Mrs. Sploscheiaier, or LJrs. Guldenscewein, 
and ah my other friends, if they should happen to cah— but 
sitting alone in the drawing-room waiting for them was 
more than I could endure. It was nothing but nerves, I 
]^ow— but I simply could not keep my eyes off the cornices. 

F. A. 


THE MUSIC OF I 
BOHEMIA. I 

Sir Alexander 
^Mackenzie is giving 
a series of lectures 
on Bohemian Music. 

Very interesting 
subject were it 
limited to within ^ 
only a radius of one ' 
mile around Covent | 

Garden taken as 
the’, centre. Sir 
Alexander wiU pro- 
bably remember the 
old Bohemian music 
of the very Bohe- 
mian “ Coal Hole,” 

“Cider Cellars,” 
and Evans’s Supper 
Rooms, tempore 
Thackeray. We 
trust that the 
learned Musical 
Doctor win give us | 
the history and j 
origin of such; 

Bohemian choruses | 
as commence with | 

“Tol lol de rol lol,” j 
“ Rum ti iddity hi | 
gee bo,” “with his” 

— ^the comic singer’s 
— “ fol de rol lol,” 
shoAving how these 
words became 

gradually part and ‘ 

parcel of Enghsh Minstrelsy. Had these atoms of apparently 
unmeaning syhables any secret political meaning ? Was 
there anything Jacobitish hidden in such a refrain as the one 
to the ancient song of Bill Simmons, which, after every alter- 
nate phrase of fonr bars in one-two-three time, was thus 
worded, “ Tit fa lara titti fal la?" Doubtless the derivation 
of “Tol de rol” and so foA is to be found in the songs of 
the people long before Sbahspearian days. It is to be hoped 
that Sir AT.v.vfNmF.R will not allow so rare a chance to escape 
him, and we trust that he wiE be able to sing the old songs, 
exq^sitely accompanying himself to “Sam Ecdl," “Billy 
Barlow raggedy 0,” and others of old Bohemian distinction. 

To make the entertainment perfect Sir Alexander would 
have to “ make up ” for the parts of “ Sam Sail ” and “ Billy 
Barlcnc," and sing these songs “in character.” A great 
attraction^ — — — — 

Peefeot ExAMPtE OF “ FicATiNa CAPITAL.” — ^The City of Cork. 



PHYSICAL LETHARGY.” 


Reveeestlj designed as a companion to Watts’s geeat statue of “Petskal Energy. 
(It has been suggested that this might also be placed on the Matoppo Hills, South Africa, 

AS A SYMBOL OF THE SOBER AND UNFLAMBOYANT COLONIAL POLICY OF LIBERAL GOVERNMENTS IN 

the past.) 


A BOZ BANQUET. 

Although, on the 
occasion of the 
celebration of the 
Birthday of 
Charles Dickens 
(Tuesday, Feb. 7), 
Lord James’s well- 
reasoned discourse 
on “Boz as a Social 
Reformer” was 
most instructive, 
containing matter 
which, being con- i 
sidered by Lord 
Halsbury as contro- 
versial, roused the 
Lord Chancellor to 
comic combative- 
ness, and although 
Mr. Choate was in 
happiest vein, his 
speech being fol- 
lowed by a carefully 
prepared lecture by 
Mr. Parkinson, and 
though Mr. Comyns 
Carr devoted his 
eloquence to a sub- 
ject which was evi- 
dently very dear to 
his heart, yet the 
earnest, impas- 
sioned speech of Mr. 
Henry F. Dickens, 
so evidently in- 
spired by true filial 


love and reverence, was not only last and not least, but it was, 
admittedly on all hands, the speech of the evening. Mx. Hei^y 
Dickens, K.C., is the very best illustration of the wise child 
who not only does know his own father, and understands him 
thoroughly, but has the rare gift of so simply yet eloquently 
stating his case as to convince those least open to conviction, 
and to convert all his hearers to his own carefully considered 
decisions. Such was the unanimous opinion of the Boz^ Club 
and its guests, numbering some hundred and fifty convives. 

The menu, provided by the Savoy caterers, was excellent ; 
wines and waiting good ; thorough harmony prevailed, but 
there was no music to interfere with the conversation, let, 
to have made the banquet ideally perfect, there ought to 
have been a “ redistribution of seats.” 


The Hero of the day is now to be seen at any performance 
of Much Ado at His Majesty’s Theatre. We welcome Miss 
Viola on her return to health and to the stage. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 



To those whose literary and dramatic palate is stiU so fresh 
as to be ticHed by sensation and mystery let the Baron 
commend the perusal of J. E. Muddock’s romantic novel, 
entitled From the Clutch of the Sea (Joffif 
Loxg). The tragedy is rather intensified than 
relieved by two delightful characters — the old 
sea captain, Peter Blandford, and his blind 
daughter. The plot is intricate and cleverly 
worked out, though in somewhat of a dis- 
connected fashion, for which meandering, 
towards the end of the book the author, e^ndently struck by 
the fact, regretfully apologises. The style of writing adopted 
by Mr. Muddock is somewhat old-fashioned, perhaps as 
befitting what used to be called the “ transpontine ” melo- 
dramatic character of the story. A touch of modernity would 
have been better. No one nowadays in ordinary conversation 
says, “I know not.” But, sighs the Baron, “ Melodrama, with 
all thy faults, I love thee still,” and so he recommends this 
novel to the experienced reader, who will know at what time 
to call to his aid the Skipper and his boy in order to make 
all sail and get rapidly into port. 


Hie Secret Woman (Methuek) is a stron g book. Some may take 
exception to it on the ground that it is even morbidly strong. 
As Shaxspeare divined, mankind likes light mingled with the 
shade of tragedy. Even in King Lear^ which Mr. EnEir 
Phillpotts’ latest effort equals in sombreness, the dramatis 
'personcB include “Fool,” My Baronite hastens to admit 
that Mr. Phillpotts is not wholly unmindful of this adjunct 
to the perfection of art. Mr, Westaway, the light-hearted 
spendthrift flockmaster, whose proudest recoUection is that 
he once signed a cheque for over £50, and whose generous 
improvidence finally breaks up his home, is delightfully 
drawn. For the rest, the family friends and acquaintances 
of the Secret Woman are dour folk, doggedly going their own 
way, dropping husbands down a well and lying in wait for 
brothers with murderous intent should they offer barriers to 
progress. The theme is pitched on a highly strained note, 
to be maintained only by ^eat gifts. These Mr. Phillpotts 
brings to his work, reaching what is as yet his supremest 
achievement. There is a succession of stirring dramatic 
scenes, notably that where Barbara, sacrificing herself on the 
altar of filial affection, proposes to marry the amorous but 
miserly Arscott, and another where the Secret Woman con- 
fronts the widowed murderess and accuses her of her crime. 
For background the grim story has the hills, the dales, the 
streams, the skies of Dartmoor, which hir. Phillpotts knows 
so well. 


The level of excellence of the “ English Men of Letters ” series 
(Macmillan) is maintained, perhaps uplifted, by Mr. Stephen 
Gwynn. Volumes have been written, notably by Lord John 
Russell, about Thomas Mooee, who himself 
has not been backward in letting the public 
know what manner of man he was, Mr. 
Gwynn had set for him the more modest, 
though not less difficult, task of presenting, 
within limits compelled by the scheme of 
the series, an epitome of the poet’s hfe and 
works. It is admirably done, with touch 
discriminating though sympathetic. We follow Moore 
through his butterfly life, and discover it based on a stony 
pathway of hard work ; in later life, when the burden was less 
easy to carry, of sheer drudgery. Solaced and strengthened 
by his charming wife, Moore’s closing days were hampered 
by the reckless extravagance of a worthless son. Laying 



down the book my Baronite feels he knows Tom Moore better, 
and therefore hkes him more. 


The Ganterhury Pilgrims^ by H. 8. Ward (A. & 0. Black), 
will interest and dehght all Kentish men good and true, and 
moreover will encourage many who maybe “ strangers yet ” to 
visit and make a sojourn in that sweet county, celebrated, as 
Mr, Jingle says, “for its apples, cherries, hops, and women.” 
It was not in Mr, J ingle's line to commence his laudation with 
any allusion to the cathedrals of Rochester and Canterbury, 
nor to Saint Thomas a Becket, of whom Mr. Jinyle may 
never have heard. Mr. Ward’s book is replete with delight- 
ful old world stories and legends, aU well and wisely told, 
without the slightest indication of a sneer at simple folk who 
cling reverentially to tradition. As a pleasantly instructive 
companion and trustworthy guide to Kent, this book can be 
strongly recommended by the Baron. 


If Major Arthur Griffiths, the author of Winnifred's Way 
(F. V. WmTE & Co.), like another celebrated Major, be “a 
tough plant, yet,” quoth the Baron, continuing his adaptation 
of the quotation, I would he were “ constant as an evergreen ” 
to his mysteries of Crime and Police, such as have thrilled 
his readers in The Rome Express and in other notable 
romances. When the Major condescends to a modern Society 
novel for the sake of dehneating a wayward flirt’s character, 
true as is his touch, and interesting as he has made this 
story, with its capital social sketches of scenes and characters, 
the Baron cannot but regret the absence of all sensationalism 
and villainy. At the same time the Major is to be congra- 
tulated on not having one bad character in the book. It may 
be that he has a lot of villains ready to take their places in 
another sensational novel; for the Major, once again to quote 
the immortal Joey Bagstoch, is “sly, devihsh sly.” 


Modern Merry Men, by William Andrews — surely it should 
have been “Merry-Andrews” — (published by Brown and 
Sons), will be of considerable use to aU and sundry 
who may wish to learn something about “the authors in 
the hghter vein in the Victorian Era” without running 
the risk of purchasing their entire works, as such a specu- 
lation might not he altogether satisfactory. There are 
forty-eight authors mentioned, and the specimens of their 
merriment are, on the whole, well-selected. The illustrated 
cover, showing a figure of the Motley Fool with cap and 
heUs, is perhaps scarcely appropriate when we find that 
Robert Southey, Haynes Bayly (not Bill), Charles Dickens, 
AusTnr Dobson, Arthur Locker, Tom Moore, Mackworth Praed, 
are included in the list of “Merry Men,” unless, we judge of 
a fool less by his folly than by his exceptional wisdom. It 
maybe that, as Thackeray is on the list of The Merry Men, 
the artistic designer of the 
cover was inspired by the 
great novelist’s description of 
himself as wearing the motley, 
and he may have been struck 
by Thackeray’s own portrait 
of himself, in a Doyle-hke 
vignette, where, having dropped 
the professional cap and bells, 
he reveals his own unutterably 
sad countenance as that of the 
real man behind the grinning 
mask he has for the moment 
laid aside. 


The Baron’s friends will remark that the last three para- 
graphs suggest colourable pretexts for review as connecting 
the names of Black, White and Brown. 
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EX xmiLO xmiL tit . : 

[' Fashions in drama change as frequcntl j as ; 
' fashions in hats. It has been reserved for onr ; 
own day to evolve the comedy of nothing-in- | 
particular, Nowadays nothing happens in a : 
play.^^ —TJie Oiitl 00 J: j j 

ScE^'E — Xoicliere in 'particular. ! 

Charactee?. 

He, a nonentity. 

She, another, 

Ee, Dear ! 

She {wearily), Oli please don’t. ; 

IPoes nothing. ! 

He, Why, what ’s the matter ? | 

She. Nothing. [He does nothing, i 

She, "Well, yon may as well go on. It ; 
will he something, anyhow. {Yawns.) ! 
Nothing ever seems to happen in this ! 
play. I don’t know why. It isn’t my ' 
fault. Oh, go on. 

He, All right. Don’t suppose it 
amuses me, though. Darling, I love 
you — will you marry me ? 

She {very xcearily). Oh, I suppose so. 

He, Thanks very much. {Kisses her.) 
There! 

[Returns proudly to his seat, and does 
nothing. 

She {with sudden excitement). Suppos- 
ing I had said “No,” would you have 
shot yourself ? —would you have gone to 
the front? — would your life have been 
a blank hereafter? Would anything 
interesting have happened ? 

He {with a great determination in his 
eyes). Had you spurned my love 

She {excitedly). Yes, yes ? 

He {icith emotion), — ^I should have — 

I should have — done nothing, [Does it. 
She. Oh! 

He. Yes. As for shooting or drown- 
ing myseH, if any little thing of that 
sort had happened it would have been 
off the stage. I hope I know my place 
[She does nothing. 

He (politely). I don’t know if you ’re 
keen about stopping here? If not, we 
might 

She, We must wait till somebody else 
comes on. 

He. True. {Reflects deeply.) Er — do 
you mote much ? 

[She sleeps. The audience foUoios suit. 

Curta in — eventually. 


WHAT MAY BE IN A NAME. j 

It has been proposed to christen the 
new Thames steamers after famous j 
people who have been associated with 1 
London. If, as may be supposed, some ] 
vestiges of their namesakes’ character- { 
istics should animate these boats, we ] 
may shortly expect to read paragraphs ] 
hke the following : — 

It was found impossible to get the ( 
John Bushin to go under the railway i 
bridge at Charing Cross, and her pas- 1 
sengers had to be transferred to the 
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FEMININE AMENITIES. 

Miss Gush. “ What do you think op my new Huntee ? Isn’t she a dreah ? ” 
Mrs: Sharp. Quite. A perfect Niget-mare, I should say!” 


Isambard Brunei, a boat which negotiates 
bridges with the utmost facility. 

Owing to the presence on board of an 
alderman’s daughter, the David Garrick 
behaved very unsteadily during her trip 
past the City yesterday, rolling about in 
an alarming manner, and refusing to 
keep her head straight. Her captain, 
however, says it was only her play. 

The Samuel Johnson has gone ashore 
off the Temple. It is supposed that she 
was endeavouring to tap a lamp-post on 
the Embankment in passing. 

The Sir Thomas More has repeatedly 


broken loose from her moorings near 
the Tower steps. 

The J, M. W. Turner had a slight 
collision with the Hogarth last week, 
and each has lost severd plates. 


Belenda est N.T.C. 

Inquiring Citizen {to welldnfoTmed 
friend). I say, what does this business 
between the Post OiEce and National 
Telephone Company mean? 

Friend (knowingly). It means — ^a deal. 

[Exit. 


VOL. oxxvni. 





TROUBLE IN THE INTERIOR. 

‘ Some MEii are borit great ; others have greatness thrust upon them.” 


‘‘A WARRIOR TAKING HIS REST.^’ 

’Tis not in Mabshall to command success, but be might 
do more, Messrs. YRomujs and Chudleigh, onr Charles and 
Arthur, be might deserve it; nay, in a general my, onr 
Captain of comical conceits bath, in nearly all his former 
pieces, well deserved it. Have we not, onr dear Charles and 
Arthur, rejoiced with the Pet of tbe Eegiment when be 
rejoiced, as witness onr beaming faces and landatory remarks 
when we met yon in tbe lobby of tbe Criterion during thh 
performance of that most amusing Killicrankie, so now must 
we condole with yon, and with him, upon the sad and sudden 
loss of that rollicking drobery tempered by quiet humour, 
so characteristic of bis previous work ; for these qnaHties, 
truth to tell, are conspicuously absent from his latest piece, 
The Lady of Leeds, at Wyndham’s Theatre. 

Tbe cast is good, the ‘‘Farcical Romance,” as its author 
terms it, is not. Weedoh Grossmith ought to be funny as a 
victimised cockney waiter who tries to play tbe aristocrat, 
but be only faintly reminds us of bis debgbtfuILy comic 
miseries in The Magistrate, with (ah!) the inimitable Mrs. 
JoHisr Wood, and of his conceit and helplessness as the dis- 
tin^isbed little amateur, admirably contrasted with the 
stobdity of Brardok Thomas in The Pantomime Rehearsal. 
And, a 'pro^pos of this last mentioned piece, in which every- 
body is supposed to be an amateur actor, what strikes us 
about this same Lady of Leeds is its amateurishness. It is 
the sort of entertainment that at a private party would have 
been pronounced by the pohte ^ests “immensely clever,” 
while the charming hostess, with her accomplished but 


modestly simpering dramatist by her side, would have been 
more than Ratified at being assured, over and over again, 
that “ the piece, my dear lady, is quite good enough for the 
professional boards,” and that, “as a matter of fact” (in a 
complimentary way this would have been added), ‘far worse 
pieces and far inferior acting to what we have just witnessed 
in this Theatre Royal Back Drawing-room to-night have been 
known to achieve marvellous success on the regular pro- 
fessional stage.” And so to supper, with sharpened appetite ; 
and drinketite ; then home, when of course these dear good I 
honest people will confidentially impart to one another their 
real opinion of the entertainment. 

In this Lady of Leeds the actors stroll in and out quite 
casually and aimlessly, except for the purpose of protracting 
the piece to a third Act. It seems as if the author were a 
bit weary of the job, and, not wishing to bother his brains 
about a trifle, had hit upon the notion of taking the old 
Bulwer-Lyttonian play of The Lady of Lyons, now ahnost 
unknown to modern playgoers, and using some of its mate- 
rials in the concoction of a kind of dramatic ragout. Why 
not have revived Herry Btron’s capital travestie of Bulwer*s 
Lady of Lyons with its grand coup, in the last scene, of the 
two Napoleons 9 Alas 1 that particular burlesque could not 
be revived with the least chance of success, any more than 
could the Napoleonic uncle and nephew, because at present 
our most versatile comedians, or rather those who could be 
most versatile comedians, have neither the experience forced 
on them, nor have they the same devotion to the deed as those 
good all-round players in the old Strand Theatre days, when 
Jimmy Rogers, Johrrie Clarke, James Blard, Marie Wiltoh 
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and Ckuilotte Sauxders could, like Robsoy, make us weep in 
domestic drama, and split our sides with laughter at the 
irrepressible humour of their eccentricities in burlesque. 
To-day real burlesque can no more be set on its dancing legs 
than can be re-popularised Bulwer-Lytiox’s effective fustian. 
It is but fair, however, to recall that within the last four 
years there was one notable exception to this in the ease of 
the burlesque of Sherlock Holmes, 

Mr. 0. M. Lowxe is very good as the heavy retired Colonel, 
as is Mr. Vaxe Tempest in the objectionable part of the 
impecunious, unscrupulous Irish peer, Lord O'Gorman. There 
are no pleasant characters. The two principal men are more 
or less unprincipled cads, and the third is a conceited little 
snob, without the courage of a pretender. 

Miss 1Na2sty Price as Miss Chitty, the vulgar heiress of a 
fortune made in gingerade, conscientiously represents, as 
it may be supposed, the author’s creation ; and as for the 
acrid, uncongenial, semi-fashionable lady, Lady Anne Wilviot, 
if Miss Fortescue, precisely representing the author’s inten- 
tion, as she must be credited with doing, cnnti ives to render 
this specimen of female snobbishness tolerable to a fairly 
good-natured audience, it is a great tribute to her art. 
Perhaps such an actress as the late Miss Rose Leci.ercq might 
have extracted some amusement for us out of Lady Anne, I 
but even then it could have been no easy task. Miss Fortescue I 
labours also under the disadvantage of having been called 
in to undertake the part at the shortest possible notice. 

Mr. McCleery’s Venetian scenes are most effective, All 
that could be done for it in the way of stage management 
by Mr. Dioif Boucicault (who, as to the natural position of 
furniture, still retains certain eccentric theories, on which, we 
trust, his own domestics never act ehez Ini), has been effectively 
done. But cheer up, Messieurs Charles and Arthur, hke- 
wise Cap’en Robert, there is another and a better piece where 
this latest came from, a piece that will wipe The Lady of 
Leeds out of the memory of man, a piece the eclat of which, 
peradventure, nevertheless and all to the contrary notwith- 
standing, will assist in replacing in a correct artistic position 
upon our dramatic warrior’s brow the weU-earned, proudly 
worn laurels that in this, his latest action, have become 
somewhat rudely knocked askew. Sound trumpets! heat 
drums ! Marshal your forces, and pen in hand once more 
unto the breach, brave friend, and take the town, by storm ! 


LITERARY NOTES. 

A WELL-KNOTO diner-out has, we learn, collected his remi- 
niscences, and would he glad to hear from some obliging 
gentleman or gentlemen who would earnestly request” 
him to publish them. 

We should add that no names would be mentioned, the 
preface merely opening as follows : — 

“Althoaph. these stiay gleanmgs of past years are of but ephemeral 
value, and though they were collected with no thought of publication, die 
writer at the earnest request of a friend ” (or “many friends,’’ if more 
than one) “has reJuctanuy consented to give his scattered reminiscences 
to the world.” 


The following volumes in "‘The Biter Bit” series are 
announced as shortly to appear : — 

“ The Fighter Fit ; or Practical Hints on Pugilistic Train- 
ing.” 

“The Lighter Lit: a Treatise on the Blumination of 
Thames Barges.” 

“The Slighter Slit : or a New and Economical Method of 
Cutting out.” 

“ The Tighter Tit : Studies in the Comparative Inebriation 
of Birds.” 


THE TRUTH OF IT. 

Oh me, the sorry numbers that I sing 1 
How am I changed since that ingenuous prime 
When I began to flap a ’prentice wing, 

And probe the deeps of Rhyme ! 

Had one foretold that I was doomed to sink 
From my high pedestal — that I must fall 
To be a hired Buffoon — I really think 

There would have been a brawl. 

For in those days I felt the sacred flame 
Burn in my very cockles ; then I dreamt 
Only of loftiest theme and noblest aim, 

And most superb attempt. 

I would be sweet, yet lack no whit of strength ; 

1 would conjoin high Milton’s moral tone, 
Tennyson’s melody, and Browning’s length, 

With something all my own ; 

Till proud Opinion hailed me half divine, 

And decked me (greatly beaming) with the bays, 
And name and fame were synonyms in mine 
Imperishable lays. 

Friend, it has been to me a deep regret 
That after great expense of time and skill 
Candour compels the statement that the net 
Results are simply nil. 

I have not done the things I would have done ; 

Fame in her temple keeps no honoured niche 
For me ; my plans were all upset by one 
Insuperable hitch. 

Oft in the mind some flower of epic art. 

Or lustrous Ode, would gorgeously unroll 
The perfect splendour of its every part 
Into one perfect Whole. 

In the mind’s eye I saw each delicate grace ; 

I knew each word, each impulse of the theme ; 

Only they always vanished into space 
Before I got up steam. 

’Tis sweet to give one’s passion leave to flow, 

Sweet in one’s fond imaginings to soar, 

But when you get no further, well, 3 ^ou know, 

Friend, it becomes a bore. 

And so it was vuth me. My noble pride 
Was wounded, and my hopes were put to rout; 

“ What use,” 1 said, “to have the flame inside, 

When 3 'ou can’t get it out V ” 

And thus I feU, doomed by the iron law 
That hampers Genius with opposing wrongs, 

To squeeze, “ through scrannel pipes of wretched straw,” 
My “lean and flashy songs.” 

I am content to seek no lofty flight, 

It is enough that I may play the Fool ; 

Others may scale Olympus’ skyey Height, 

Or quaff the sacred Pool. 

I am not jealous ; nay, I wish them well. 

And, if they think it worth the wear and tear, 

They can attempt the heavens, or go to Hel- 
icon, for all I care. Dum-Dum. 
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THE TRUE FOOD OF THE GODS. 


By F Psalmanazar, 

Tite letters wliich have appeared in 
the Times on Japanese fare are doubtless 
interesting and even instructive, but 
nothing has yet been said of the infinitely 
more seductive and scientific dietary 
adopted by the natives of the Ruwenzori 
plateau of^Central Africa. I cannot say 
that I am so venturesome as to try to 
preach its substitution for the roast })eef 
of Old England or the nut cutlets of 
latter-day vegetarians. Still, this article 
may serve to lay before Mv. TuiicIlh 
readers what our diet really is. 

The staple articles of food of the 
Ruwenzoris (or the Rutituwenzoris, as 
Burckxiarot calls them) are pulse, beans 
and eels, with very small and occasional 
additions of benzoline forcemeat balls. 

The following lull of fare, which 
attempts to give the three daily meals 
for a family of moderate circumstances 
and healthy appetites, will show how 
they live. 

Breakfast (about 7 to 9*30 a.m.). — | 
Halma soup (with vegetables, ponchos. I 
<fec.), lava jelly, biled beans, pickled 
cabbage, tea, Scotch ale, zoedone, am- 
moniated quinine (sometimes raw eggs 
with Condy’s fluid, or boiled sweet peas 
or pangofflins, &c.). 

Lunch (about 11 to 3*30 P.M.). — Eels 
boiled in lava jelly, vegetables stewed 
in lava jelly, pickled ponchos, biled 
beans, tea (sometimes also a little raw 
flamingo soaked in salt water, or par- 
tially cooked pancakes, <&c,). 

Supper (5 to 10 p.M.).“Lava soup 
(with vegetables, fishes, biled beans, &c.), 
pickled bronchos, vaseline fritters, roast 
pigmy, raw eels sliced and eaten with 
halma sauce, i)roiied (or boiled) sweet 
peas, early (or late) spring onions, tea 
and Neapolitan ices. 

The Halma or jumping beans are 
grown all over Uganda and Waganda. 
They are the staple food of the cele- 
brated pigmies of the Aniwhimi, and 
so far as I know cannot be had here. 
They are eaten boiled, either young or 
ripe, and are manufactured into the 
articles mentioned above, of which moly, 
guru and shufli are the most important, 
and I shall try, if your valuable space 
allows, to give you the shortest possible 
account of these three. 

1. MoZi/.— Steamed Halma beans, hops, 
pepper and pulse are mashed and pre- 
served for a period not exceeding four- 
teen days, during which coagulation 
takes place, usually producing a brown 
pasty mess. This mess is diluted to 
form soup, stickphast, cream for brown 
boots, &c. 

2. Guru Sauoe . — The ingredients are 
almost the same as in Moly, except that 
a greater quantity of pulse (at 80° in the 



WELCOME. 

“ Oh, Uxcle, I ’m so glad tod ’ve called. Babt’s so cross, and it always amuses him 

AND MAKES HIM LAUGH WHEN EE SEES YOU ^ ” 

shade) is generally added. After coagu- sines, co-sines, or scalene triangles, and 
lation the diluted mash is strained to is eaten as it is, or fried next morning, 
obtain a sauce of an almost purple tinge, or given to the poor when other comesti- 
The name “ Guru ” is said to have been bles are handy. The remnant (okapi), 
bestowed on it because the original being a vitrified and voluminous mass 
inventor, Ras Mongusia, a Uganda poten- called humorously hoki-poki by the 
tate, on tasting it for the first time aborigines, is compressed into small 
exclaimed m a loud voice, “0 Guru, pellets by the use of a hydraulic ram, 
Guru, Guru.” Both in Moly and Guru and used in blowpipes to bring down 
Sauce those who have not been accus- cassowaries and other prognathous and 
tomed to them will detect the aroma of deleterious denizens of the air. 
the ju-ju (magnum honum), I have provided these Uganda meals 

3. Shufli . — Biled beans (cramle rape- to some courteous English firiends, who 
tit a) mashed in a mortar with some have declared that they have never 
addition of hot worter (aqua fortissimo), tasted anything like them before, and 
The thin mash thus resulting is then am forming a syndicate, with Mr. Le\T3- 
strained through bombazine bags, and son’ Tiles the famous dietetic reformer as 
a slight infusion of liquorice is added, chairman, with a view to erecting a great 
when it instantly begins to conjobble, Shufli restaurant on the vacant site south 
forming a sweetly pretty flake -w-hite of Aldwych in ease the “Paris in London” 
macaroon, which is cut into cubes, scheme is not realised. 
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WHILE THE IRON WAS HOT. 

[“A strike incident, wMcli miglit seem 
incredible unless actually witnessed, occurred 
here yesterday. The chief girls’ school in 
Warsaw, following the example already set by 
the university and high schools, struck work. 
The four hundred pupils chose a representative, 
who presented a written protest to the director 
on behalf of her fellow pupils. The director 
invited this delegate to a private interview, but 
the girl refused. The director thereupon tele- 
phoned to the chief of police, who called upon 
the military commander to send troops to the 
school. This was done, and the four hundred 
girls marched out past a patrol of one hundred 
armed soldiers and went to their homes.” — The 
Times.} 

Bottleton High School. 

Dear Mr. Punch, — People may say 
that Eussia is a very horrid conntiy— 
but don’t we, all the girls at Bottleton 
High School, that is — wish that we 
lived there! This is what they caE a 
free country, but when we strike it means 
— well, I’ll teE yon what it means. 
Flossie Aggs, who is a day girl and owes 
me tenpence, brought this bit of the Times 
to school, and of course we aE settled at 
once that we should strike. J ust think 
of it! No lessons, a haughty message 
to Miss Spinks refusing to interview her, 
and then — oh, joy! — hundred armed 
soldiers sent for from the barracks — ^most 
luckEy there are barracks not a mile 
away — and then us marching out most 
I dignified with our noses in the air and 
Miss Spinks fainting with rage and aE 
the soldiers drawn up saluting us in two 
rows with the handsome young officers 
in front and — oh, this is what Miss 
Spinks calls “slipshod” in my com- 
position exercises, but I can’t bother 
about that. Just think of that picture, 
Mr. Punchi just think of it ! Isn’t it 
glorious! And here are we starving on 
disgusting bread and water— but that ’s 
the end part of the story again. 

The beginning was aE right. We 
settled to strike in the second morning 
hour, which was geography. Miss Spinks 
asked Dolly Gregson the chief rivers of 
Italy, and she answered, “Vesuvius, 
bicycles, and the pluperfect indicative.” 
You should have seen Miss Spinks’s 
face ! Then she asked Kate Tormalin, 
who said — aE in one breath, because she 
had learnt it by heart — “Down-with- 
tyranny-and - respect - the - j ust - claims-of- 
humanity ! ” Miss S. turned ghastly 
pale, ^but she managed to ask me the 
principal exports of Mexico. I said, 
very loudly, “Ah. bah!” — ^which is the 
French for “ Shut up ’’—and that was 
aE, 

“Are you aE quite mad?” gasped 
Miss Spinks, “or what — ■ — ” 

At this moment I shoved our written 
protest into her hand, and she read it. 

'“The undersigned,” it said, “solemnly 
resolve that they will do no more geo- 


graphy, history, mathematics, or other 
work to have and to hold from this day 
forward, because their s 3 mipathies are 
aroused and we have tender hearts. We 
cannot conjugate verbs whEe Russian 
tyrants are keeping the Emperor safe. 
The undersigned resolve that they wiE 
go on toted strike, and we joEy weE 
mean it too. And your petitioners wiE 
ever pray.” 

“And now, Miss Spinks,” I said, 
“ please may I go and fetch the 
soldiers ? ” 

Mr. Punch, you would not leliete the 
awful way she raved. We were very 
firm, and silent, and proud. “To ask 
for an interview is useless,” said Dolly 
Gregson, “ our purpose is ” 

Then Miss Spinks got up and went 
out in a rage. Presendy we found that 
she had locked the door behind her. 
Some of us thought she had gone to the 
barracks herself. But no soldiers came, 
nor did the dinner-beE go, even when 
it was long past dinner-time. Mr. Punch, 
we became frightfuEy hungry. At last 
Miss Spinks opened the door one inch 
and told us that the cook, we should be 
pleased to hear, had gone on strike also, 
and would not yield until we did*. So 
we had only bread and water all day. 
And next day — ^alas, Mr. Punch, how 
can I confess it ? — we said our geography 
lesson as usual. 

Can you teE me how much it costs to 
go and live in Russia ? 

Yours affectionately, 
Dorothy Jenkins. 


AMONG THE MOTORS. 

With fixed resolve and purpose set 
He paused each car to scan hard, 
Uncertain whether he should get 
A Mors, ArgyE, or Humberette, 

A Lanebester or Panhard. 

“ They aE seem good as good can be,” 
He said, “or even better. 

But special points in each I see : 

This one’s ignition pleases me, 

And that one’s carburettor. 

“ The finish of this make is such 
That nothing could be finer ; 

Nor can I eulogise too much 
This other’s anti-friction clutch 
And its astute designer. 

“ Tliis is an easy car to steer, 

And merits close inspection ; 

And this one’s differential gear 
Undoubtedly comes very near 
To absolute perfection,” 

And so with patience, faith and skiE 
AE equaEy misguided, 

He searched Olympia with a wiE, 
And late at night was searching stiE, 
And stiE was undecided. 


CHARIVARIA. 

The Pantomime season is nearing an 
end, but, on the other hand, Parliament 
has begun to sit. 

Some countries seem to have aE the 
luck. The opening of the Nova Scotia 
Legislature had to be postponed owing 
to a terrific snowstorm. 

It is said that Earl Spencer, by letting 
the policy of the Liberals be known 
beforehand, has seriously impaired the 
chances of their success in a General 
Election. 


The Director of the Albany Observa- 
tory, New York, bears the title of Princi- 
pal Boss. It is rumoured that Sir Henry 
Campbell-Bannerman is seriously consider- 
ing the adoption of this impressive title, 
with a view to increasing his authority. , 


Mr. J. Redmond has received the fol- 
lowing message from the United Irish 
League of Amierica: — “Irish America 
wish^es God-speed to L*ish Party ^ in 
smashing Tory GSvernmenf. Irish, 
America has smashed Treaty ‘ with 
Britain. Another £1000 foEows in a 
few days to aid in the work.* God save 
Ireland.” Ay, ay. 

The scheme for the erection of “ Paris 

in London” in Aldwych has been 

“referred back” by the L. 0. C. It is 

thought, however, that if the promoters 

wiE undertake that the buildings shaE 

be ugly enough, and the entertainment 

sufficiently duE, the project may yet 

receive the' requisite consent. 

# 

Lord Roberts has been praising the 
Motor Volunteer Corps. There is no 
doubt that, if only the cars can be got 
to explode at the right moment, we have 
here a weapon of considerable value. 

Mr. Maohnow, the Russian Giant, is 
said to be in treaty for a disused light- 
house as a pied-a-terre in this country. 

Paradoxes will never cease. Mr. Henri 
DE Vries, the Dutch actor, appeared in 
seven parts in one piece last week at the 
Royalty Theatre. 


The honours paid by the Kaiser to 
the late Professor Adolf Menzel show a 
generous spirit on the part of His 
Majesty,, for it must be remembered 
that the Kaiser himself is also an artist. 


Mr. A. Henry Savage IxAndor, it is 
said, has not yet got over his shock at 
the cool way in which Tibet has been 
appropriated by other writers. 


The fierst of the Czar’s concessions to 
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his people has now taken place. I^ast ! 
week 300 J ews were flogged by peasants ' 
at Homel with permission of the police, i 

A French crniser and a British cimiser 
ran aground last week. Later on, the' 
French cruiser sank, but the British '; 
cruiser felt that the Entente had been! 
carried far enough, and refloated herself. ! 

The sympathies of M. Santos-Dumont j 
during the present struggle in the Far ' 
East are, it is said, most pronouncedly ; 
in favour of the Russians. This is not ' 
unnatural in one who is interested in ' 
solving the problem of human flight. ! 

In August last, according to the ! 
Freemayi^s Journal, Mr. IjABOUCEERE ' 
wagered a Unionist Member £100 that ' 
the present House of Commons would 
not meet again, and he has just had to j 
hand over the amount. It is only fair 
to Mr. Balfour, who is nothing if not ' 
kind-hearted, to mention that he was in | 
entire ignorance of this bet when he i 
caused Parliament to be summoned. | 


The Prince and Princess of Wales 
have just presented three Constables to 
Ireland, to form the nucleus of a I 
Dublin National Gallery. The gift has 
been greatly appreciated, and sanguine 
hopes have been expressed by the Irish 
Party that the whole of the local Con- 
stabulary may eventually find its way 
into some such museum. 


’ With a view to increasing the number 
of churchgoers, a Sunday has been set 
apart for the preaching of sermons 
which wi^IL be especially addressed to 
those who are not there. 


JTEW DEFAKTTJBE AT TEE HAILS. 

ImPORTAOT AIsTTOUNCEMENT. 

We have it on the worst authority that 
the proprietors of the Times, one of the 
best of the threepenny dailies, have made 
arrangements to take over the control of 
the Coliseum for one week, just to show 
what can be done by the enterprise and 
resource of an Editor-Manager. 

A programme (subject to alteration') 
has been drawn up which it is calculated 
will attract all London — or as much of 
London as can be acconunodated. In 
order that the greatest possible number 
of persons may enjoy this unique oppor- 
tunity, there will be eight performances 
every day, as follows : — 

3 A.Jir. — First Performance. For 
Editors, leader-writers, and journalists 
who have put their papers to bed. Free 
list entirely suspended. 

6 A.M. — Second Performance. For 

workmen. AU seats half-price. 



AN APPRECIATION. 

(Train entering Veniee.) 

Fair American, “Waal, I guess this is where the Adriatic slops over’” 


9 A,¥. — Third Performance. One hour 
only. For business men and stock- 
brokers. 

12 NOON. — Fourth Performance. For 
people who don’t want any lunch. 

3 P.M. — Fifth Performance. For 
hankers and Foreign Office clerks, 

6 P.M. — Sixth Performance. For people 
who don’t want any dinner. 

9 P.M. — Seventh Performance. For 
people who haven’t been able to get 
into any of the other places of amuse- 
ment. 

12 MIDNIGHT. — Eighth and Last Per- 
formance. For politicians, restaurateurs, 
publicans, barmen, Tube railway-men, 
and other workers who have been 
occupied aU day. 


N.B. — As a further means of extending 
the seating capacities of the Coliseum a 
special reduction is offered to all those 
persons who do not mind other persons 
sitting on their laps, and also to those 
who do not mind sitting on other persons’ 
laps. 


ETot quite the Same. 

Scene — Exhibition of Works of Art, 

Dealer (to friend, indicating stout 
'person dosely examining a Vandyke). Do 
you know who that is r I so often see 
him about. 

Friend. I know him. He ’s a collector. 

Dealer (much i'nterested). Indeed ! 
What does he collect ? Pictures ? 

Friend. No. Income tax. 

[Exeu'fit severally. 
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Irate Station-master. “What the diyil are ye waitin’ for?” 

Engine-driver. “ Can’t ye see the Signals is against me ? ” 

Station-master. “Is IT the Signals? Sure now, ye’re oettin’ mighty particular!” 


DISILLUSION. 

{Addressed to a Lady Golfer.) 

Lady, I have loved you long and truly, 

But my love lias languished and has passed , 

My forbearance you have tried unduly. 

Tin at last, 

One short word, unmeet for lips of ladies, 

Plunged me in a disillusioned Hades. 

On the links the links of love were broken 
That so long had fastened you and me , 

That irrevocable word was spoken 
O’er the tee ; 

Henceforth woman finds in me a scoffer, 

More especially the woman golfer. 

Straining for a stroke I saw you, nearly 
(So it struck me) in a circle curled, 

Swiftly swooped the club down, yet you merely 
Hit the world ; 

And the ball you thought would soar off j^inning, 
Sat serenely, so to put it, grinning. 

Just a fad I deemed it when you took a 
Half an hour to get your bearings rights 
Though your queer contortions made you look a 
Perfect fright ; 

Still I thought your conduct more than f^dy 
When you hurled your driver at the caddie: 


While the irate victim glared and bristled, 

And I watched with fascinated stare, 

Once again the driver fairly whistled 
Through the air ; 

But you missed the ball, and tottering lost your 
Balance, and assumed a sitting posture. 

Then, to most unseemly fury goaded, 

Lady, there you made me what I am ; 

From your hps one wrathful word exploded, 

It was ‘‘ 1 ” 

Quickly I perceived that we must sever, 

.^d I have forsworn your sex for ever. 


R. I. P. 

Perhaps the most poignantly pathetic word yet uttered 

upon the decease of St. James’s Hall was contained in the 

title of a paragraph on this moving theme in a Sunday paper. 

It ran as follows : im/NTr,. 

ave et atque. 

This is indeed to wave farewell with both ands. The 
phrase “ Ave et Aque ” which occurred in the body of the 
paragraph had no such double entente, hut was clearly due 
to a clerical error. 

Reuter reports : — A certain amount of insubordination 
prevails among the crews of the Third Pacific Squadron. 
Yesterday a sailor was shot for stabbing a Lieutenant.” But 
surely this slight irregularity was only a case of high spMts. 
Tars will be tars. 
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IraU Station-master, “ What the civil are ye waitin’ for ? ” 

Engine-driver. “ Can’t ye see the Signals is against me ? ” 

Station-master, “Is it the Signals? Sure now, ye’re oettin’ mighty particular!” 


DISILLUSION. 

{Addressed to a Lady Golfer,) 

Lady, I have loved you long and truly, 

But my love has languished and has passed , 

My forbearance you have tried unduly, 

Till at last, 

One short word, unmeet for lips of ladies, 

Plunged me in a disillusioned Hades. 

On the links the hnks of love were broken 
That so long had fastened you and me. 

That irrevocable word was spoken 
O’er the tee ; 

Henceforth woman finds in me a scoffer, 

More especially the woman golfer. 

Straining for a stroke I saw you, nearly 
(So it struck me) in a circle curled, 

Swiftly swooped the club down, yet you merely 
Hit the world ; 

And the bah you thought would soar off j^pinnimg, 
Sat serenely, so to put it, grinning. 

J ust a fad I deemed it when you took a 
Half an hour to get your bearings rigbty 
Though your queer contortions made you fools a 
Perfect fright ; 

Stih I thought your conduct more than faiddy 
When you hurled your driver at the caddie*. 


While the irate victim glared and bristled, 

And I watched with fascinated stare, 

Once again the driver fairly whistled 
Through the air ; 

But you missed the baU, and tottering lost your 

Balance, and assumed a sitting posture. 

Then, to most unseemly fury goaded, 

Lady, there you made me what I am ; 

Prom your lips one wrathful word exploded, 

It was “ ! ” 

Quickly I perceived that we must sever, 

And I have forsworn your sex for ever. 

B. I. P. 

Perhaps the most poignantly pathetic word yet uttered 
upon the decease of St. James’s Hall was contained in the 
title of a paragraph on this moving theme in a Sunday paper. 
It ran as follows : 

AVE ET ATQUE. 

This is indeed to wave farewell with both ands. The 
phrase ‘‘ Ave et Aque ” which occurred in the body of the 
paragraph had no such douUe entente^ but was clearly due 
to a clerical error. 

Eeuter reports: — “A certain amount of insubordination 
prevails among the crews of the Third Pacific -Squadron. 
Yesterday a sailor was shot for stabbing a Lieutenant.” But 
surely this slight irregularity was only a case of high 'spirits. 
Tars win be tars. 
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DAMOCLES THE INDIFFERENT. 


Arthur B. Damooirs. “ AH ! SAME OLD SWORD ! 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Extracted frou the Diart of Toby, M.P. : 

House of Commons, Tuesday, Feb, 14. i 
— ^Have often lamented loss to tbe stage ! 
occasioned by Prince Arthur having | 
given himself up to politics. Might | 
have been managed differently ; above i 
and below Gangway are dozens of states- * 
men ; a heaven-born actor is rare. : 

To-night he gave fine taste of his ■ 
quality, ffinistry meet ParHament in , 
strange circumstances. With a majority j 
of four score still marshalled at his back, ^ 
everybody 'V.r.^ cvcvpt’r s i 

that Government must go ; only doubt ■ 
is as to when and how" happy despatch ; 
shall be accomplished. Meanwhile here I 
is C.-B. insisting upon knowing all about 
Prince Arthx^r’s relations with Don Jose 
in matter of Fiscal Pteform. Are the 
twain formally engaged? Are Prince 
Arthur’s intentions strictly honourable ? 
If so, what are they ? 

Don Jose sits coyly below Gangway, 
near him Harry CmypLiN, beaming with 
that inexpressible, umnistakable delight 
that indicates the prospective “ best 
man.” On Treasury Bench Prince 
Arthur seems to turn cold shoulder to 
his aUeged fiance; that may, however, 
be an attitude entirely due to topo- 
graphical situation. The corner seat 
below Gangway is to rear of Treasuiy 
Bench, and since Don Jose sits there. 
Prince Arthur must needs seem to turn 
his back upon him. 

Bluff C.-B. wants an end put to un- 
certainty and conjecture. ‘‘Here in the 
face of the House of Commons,” he said, 

“ I want a plain answer to the question : 
Is Mr. Chamberlain con-ect in saying that 




/ / m\ 



“Why should I symbolise an attitude of 
mental stability by physical motion? ” 

(Lord H-gh C-c-1.) 




i 


A Peep into the Future. 


Ancient Veteran. “ Why, Hess my soul ! Is it ? No ! Yes it is ! It *s poor old CampbeU- 
Bannennan ! Wonder what he wants ’ ” 

Aged Being. “ I-I-I thought I ’d just look in and tell you — Can you hear me ? eh ? — ^I-I thought 
you might like to know yonr Tariff Reform scheme was earned last night by a majority of two 
“What ? — ^You don’t remember a word about it ! — W ell, upon my soul ! ! ” 

(“ I have come to the conclusion that before the goal is reached and the Empire saved, the 
youngest man among us will he completely superamxuated.”— Henry C.-B ’s Speech.) 


in the matter of Tariff Reform the Prime 
Minister is in principle agreed with 
him?” 

^ Prince Arthur pained beyond expres- 
sion at this way of putting it. Had he 
not through the Eecess repeatedly seized 
opportunity to state bis position in the 
plainest language at the disposal of 
mankind ? Hay, had he not once, 
tender in his solicitude for minds lack- 
ing in acuteness, set forth his position 
with mathematical precision on half a 
sheet of note-paper? And behold, on 
this opening day of the new Session, 
O.-B., Oliver Twist of political contro- 
versy, positively asking for more 1 
Through long service to the State 
Prince Arthur lias seen and suffered 
much ; had thought himself case- 
hardened. This shock too much. It 
broke down the panoply of his intellec- 
tual pride, undermining the buttress 
of his^ physical strength. Ordinarily 
gay, light-hearted, master of himself 
though Ministries won’t fall, he to-night 
presented himself at the footlights in a 
shattered condition that dimmed with 
tears the eyes of the youngest clerk at 
the Table. He hesitated in speech in 
novel fashion that seemed to presage 
breakdown. Nervously avoiding the one 
matter in everyone’s mind, he seized 
upon miscellaneous topics of the Eio’s 


Speech animadverted upon by C.-B. 
He maundered through Manchuria ; 
tremblingly tip -toed through Tibet; 
l^lubbered on the threshold of the 
Balkans ; chortled lamentation over 
attacks on Chinese Laboui*. 

The feeling of the House thus wrought 
upon, sympathies awakened even in 
the savage breast below the Gangway 
opposite, he finally approached Fiscal 
question. For full fifteen minutes he 
talked around it, cheers and counter- 
cheers punctuating his sentences. When 
he sat down bewildered House, com- 
paring notes, found he had not added 
even a hint in direction of defining his 
personal position. 

Business done . — Session opened. 

Wednesday . — Honse still in flush 
of excitement of gathering for what 
promises to be critical Session. This 
afternoon Asquith, representing tem- 
porarily united Opposition, delivered 
first attack. Circumstances not favour- 
able to oratorical triumph. A little after 
two o’clock when he rose. Something 
ghastly in grey light of February after- 
noon. Benches only half full. Notably 
a gap on Treasury Bench where Premier 
is accustomed to lounge. More desirable 
local adjuncts for a-j fighting speech 
are found at the old-fashioned hour of 
eleven o’clockr.M., with benches crowded 
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by gentlemen wlio liave comfortably 
dined. Then yon shall hear the inspiring 
storm of cheers and counter-cheers, mark- 
ing successive stroke and parry. To open 
debate in surroundings of this afternoon 
is a process chilling to the blood. 

The greater Asquith’s triumph. 
Almost at first shot got the range of 
Treasury Bench, whither Prince Arthur 
had now returned, and of the corner 
seat below the Gangway, where Don 
Jos^i sat with the joyous feeling of born 
fighter with back to the waU, a losing 
cause in hand, a powerful armed alliance 
closing in round him. 

Asquith’s speeches alw'ays models of 
Parliamentary debate. In length they 
never exceed an hour in delivery ; fi'e- 
quently forty minutes serve for flawless 
effort. This desirable end attained by 
simple process of repressing surplusage 
of words. Every sentence tells ; each 
perfectly framed, polished, unerring in 
aim. Time was when students of Eng- 
lish language were bidden to spend their 
days and nights with Addison. The 
Member for Sark, earnest for the success 
of new Members, and for the uplifting of 
level of debate, advises them to spend 
theirs with Asquith. 

Business done . — ^Asquith, on behalf of 
fraternally united Opposition, moves 
Amendment calling for instant dissolu- 
tion. 

Thursday night . — ^A crowded House 
looked on at striking episode that may 
hereafter be recognised as marking new 
departure in history of politics. Amid 
cheers, loud but not so enthusiastic 
as in war time, Don JosiS stirred the 
smouldering embers of debate. House 
recognised in him arbiter of situation. 
If it served his purpose he might, by 
holding up his finger to docile foUowing 


of the gentlemen of England, force im- 
mediate Dissolution. If he avowed 
displeasure or discontent with Prince 
Arthur’s pir.'vetting on outside ring oJ 
Protection, the Government must go, 
Discovered in benevolent mood, Doi^ 
Jos^ confessed that personally he would 
prefer early Dissolution. But if other 
right hon. gentlemen desired to postpone 
it he, in accordance with nature and 
habit, was ready to defer. As for 
Prince Arthur’s views on fiscal question, 
expressed whether on half-sheet of note- 
paper or otherwise, he had nothing to 
I complain of. In principle they were 
’ identical with his own. 

I Prince Artepdr, lounging on Treasury 
I Bench, listened intently ; made no sign 
I of assent or dissent. Obviously Don 
^ Jose’s assertion that the Premier’s views 
were identical with his own was quite a 
different thing from tlie Premier declar- 
ing that Don Jose’s views were his. 

From corner seat below Gangway up 
gat Cousin Hugh. Striding into arena, 
he with nervous hands tore up the 
cobweb fantasy woven by the ingenuity 
of Don Jos4 and the assumed necessity 
for acquiescence on part of nominal 
Leader of Unionist Party, 

“The future of Conservatism lies with 
us,” said Cousin Hugh, proudly, de- 
fiantly. 

In the intense excitement of the 
moment he repeated the phrase, now 
with a note of pathos in his voice. As 
the division presently showed, the “ us ” 
are few in numbers. But there is only 
one Hugh Cecil, and he is among them. 

The remnant of the old Conservative 
Party still left in the Commons, uneasily 
looking on, thought of all that has 
happened since they were swamped by 
the events of 1880. Doubtless they had 


I qualms of conscience, some yearning 
towards the possibility of this gaunt, 
ungainly figure, with soul and mind 
inspired by loftiest principles, with lips 
glowing w’ith real eloquence, one day, 
not far distant, uplifting the banner of 
old Conservatism, re-creating a historic 
party. 

Business Asquith’s amendment 

negatived by 03 votes in House of 559 
Membeis. 


GIFTS IN SESSION. 

The present of a tin of toffee to every 
Member of Parliament on the Opening 
pay, although the only one mentioned 
in the papers, was by no means the only 
one which helped to lighten and re- 
munerate the task of being a legislator. 
In addition, eyery member was presented 
,by— 

I JVpssrs. Toffy with a mackintosh 
against the inclement and stormy 
weather which the Session is certain to 
see; 

Messrs. Osprey with a neat tea-basket 
(with a pound of China tea if supplied 
to supporters of the Transvaal Ordin- 
ance), to enable him to endure the 
rigours of all-night sittings without 
leaving his seat in search of provisions; 

Messrs. Bedwin with a pair of noiseless 
ruibber-soled boots, to enable him to 
leave the House without attracting the 
attention of’ the Whips, should the 
claims of golf or some other public duty 
summon him elsewhere ; 

Messrs. Blunt and Hoskell with a 
scarf-pin capable of being electrically 
illuminated at wiU. in, order to catch the 
Speaker’s eye ; 

Messrs. Confetti and Alhambra with a 
microscope to assist in discovering points 
of agreement or disagreement (as the 
case may be) between Mr. Balfour and 
Mr. ClIAMBERIAIN. 


Osculatory Practice and Perfortviers. — 
In his evidence as reported last Friday, 
given in re Walker v. Walker, the 
co-respondent, a member of the theatrical 
profession, is represented as saying that 
“It was quite usual for the male and 
female members of a theatrical company 
to kiss one another.” Is it reaUy? How 
delightful !— in many instances, at all 
events. How charming to be a member, 
not of a Saxe-Meiningen Company, but 
of such a Kissingen Troupe 1 Of course 
kissing and embracing must enter into 
the jeu de scene, when an actor has to 
make a business of a pleasure. Mr. 
Punch begs to doubt if the “ practice is 
quite usual.” If it be, then the rule on 
the stage does not hold good that 
“ kissing goes by favour.” 
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AT A MOMENTS NOTICE. 

CH.VPTER I. 

Nothing could have been more unexpected. If any fellow 
had met me as I was leaving my rooms, and told me what 
sort of day I was in for, my reply to him would have been 
“ Liar ! ” But he ’d have been right ah the same. 

I was due to lunch with Moxty BluinT)ell at his Club, and 
started to walk, but when I got into Piccadihy I found I was 
beastly late. It’s funny, but, though I haven’t anything in 
particular to do, I generally am beastly late for most things. 
So of course I had to call a hansom. It struck me, as I told 
the Johnny across the roof to drive like the very deuce to the 
J unior Beaufort Club, that he was a trifle glassy in the eye 
and white about the gills, and he was driving a chestnut 
that seemed to have got a bit out of hand. But I was 
in a hurry, and we were off at a canter before I ’d time to 
do more than tumble in anyhow and hope for the best. The 
canter quickened up into a gallop very soon, and, at the top 
of St. James’s Street, the gallop became an unmistakable 
bolt. I saw the cabbies on the stand running to their horses’ 
nosebags, and everybody skipping out of our road, and I sat 
as tight as I knew and prepared for trouble. The gates of 
Marlborough House were open, and I rather expected to find 
myself put down there — but the cabman just managed to 
slew round somehow into Pall MaU. There was a piano- 
organ just ahead with a monkey on top, and I made sure 
we should bowl over the entire show in another second. But 
there had been some rain, and the going was greasy, so, just 
before we overtook it, there was a shther, a tremendous 
crash, followed by fireworks *'"* **•'* and the next thing I 

knew I was standing looking on from a distance, feeling 
rather muzzy, but otherwise quite all right. 

The usual crowd had sprung up, as if through star-traps 
in the road. They got the chestniit on his legs, looking^ as 
if he was beginning to suspect he had made a fool of him- 
self ; the driver, too, appeared to be none the worse, and was 
being questioned by a constable, who did not seem to show 
him all the sympathy he expected. 

I was rather puzzled, though, when I saw them lifting 
a young feUow up and carrying him off to the nearest 
chemist’s. He was evidently the fare, and, up to then, I 
had been under the impression that it was my accident. 
I savr now it couldn’t have been, since there I was, looking 
on. But, from a glimpse I caught of him in passing, I had an 
idea I’d met him somewhere or other, and I wondered 
whether I oughtn’t to go and see if there was anything I 
could do for him. I Imew the chemist very well, having 
often looked in there for a pick-me-up. 

Still, if I did, I should be later than ever for that appoint- 
ment — whatever it was, for I couldn’t recollect it for the 
moment. Besides, now I came to think, I couldn’t really 
have recognised him, he was much too muddy ; it was only 
his overcoat, which happened to be of much the same 
pattern as the one I had on. I glanced at my coat-sleeve 
to make sure of this — and then I made a perfectly fearful 
discovery. It wasn’t so much that I wasn’t wearing any 
overcoat, because it was a mild spring morning, and I ’d 
hesitated for some time whether I hadn’t better leave it 
at home. It was the suit I was in. I take a lot of pains 
over choosing my clothes, and I tliink I ’m entitled to call 
myself a well-turned-out man. So it was a most awful shock 
to find that I had come out — ^in PaU Mail too — ^in a lounge 
suit of red and hlue plaid, with black braid round the cuffs ! 
I couldn’t think what had induced me to order such things 
— or, for that matter, my tailor to make them. I should 
have expected he ’d sooner have died. 

While I was wondering, a tambourine was suddenly 
, shoved under my nose. I never encourage street music at : 


any time, and I was certainly not in the humour for it just 
then, so I pushed the tambourine away — not over civiU}", I 
daresay — and it fell into the gutter. On this the person 
with the tambourine caught me a downright nasty clip on 
the side of my head. 

I was just hesitating whether to call a constable and give 
the bounder in charge, or risk a row by knocking him down 
— ^he seemed rather below my height — when I happened to 
notice what queer gloves I ’d got on instead of my ordinaiy 
white buckskins. I do occasionally wear grey reindeer— 
but these were so beastly hairy. 

Feehng more upset than ever, I put my hand to my head, 
and found I was wearing, very much on one side, a small 
round cap fastened imder the chin by elastic. This I took 
off and examined closely ; it had no hatter’s name printed 
inside, and seemed to be of some regimental pattern, perhaps 
the latest War Ojffice improvement. Now, except that I did 
once join a Volunteer Corps for a short time (and might have 
stuck on, if they ’d only let me take my poodle into camp 
with me), I never was what you might call a military man, 
and even if I had been I shouldn’t parade Pall MaU in an 
undress cavalry cap. It was so utterly unhke me ! 

And then I suddenly remembered my engagement — and 
the thought of it made me feel prickly aU over. 

I was lunching with Monty Blundell at the J unior Beaufort 
Club, where he had promised to put me up for election — and 
I ’d actually, for some reason or other which was beyond me, 
proposed to go there like this ! 

For aU I knew, Monty might have asked some influential 
feUows on the Committee to meet me — and what on earth 
would they think of a candidate who was capable of turning 
up on sxich an occasion in dittoes of some beastly loud tartan ? 
I should be pilled to a dead certainty ! It wasn’t fair on 
old Monty either, who ’s even more particular, if possible, 
about clothes than I am. Altogether the best thing to do 
was to slip quietly back to my rooms while I could, and 
pretend afterwards that the engagement had slipped my 
memor}^ 

I’d have done it, too — but unfortuuately it was just too 
late. I ’d been moving slowly along PaU Mall aU. this while 
without noticing, and when I looked up, there was I, right 
under the Club windows, and there was Monty, evidently 
on the look-out for me ! I caught his eye, and I thought I 
saw him nod cheerily in return. After aU, if he didn’t see 
anything to object to in my get-up, why should 19 So long 
as a feUow looks a gentleman and aU that, he can carry off 
the rummest sort of clothes. I’d forgotten that for the 
moment. 

Anyhow, I couldn’t get out of it now. So I waved to him 
in an airy kind of manner, so much as to say : “ Got here at 
last, my dear old chap. AwfuUy sorry I ’m so late. Explain 
everything when I get in.” Though how the deuce I was 
going to explain, I ’d no idea. And I admit I rather funked 
passing the hall-porter and the page-boys — ^not to mention 
the Club waiters in their black velvet knee-breeches and silk 
stockings. 

However, Blundell didn’t answer my signal ; he simply 
stared at me as if he ’d never seen me before in aU his life, 
and then turned away. There couldn’t he a neater cut. And 
really, now I came to think of it, I couldn’t blame him. It 
is enough to put the best-tempered chap off when he asks 
a feUow to lunch at his Club (and an exclusive Club too, 
mind you — ^not a pot-house !) and the feUow actuaUy drives 
up to the door on top of a piano-organ ! 

For that was where I was — ^though somehow I hadn’t 
given it a thought before. That explained why I felt taUer 
than usual, and — ^just here my conveyance gave a lurch, 
and, as I steadied myseK, I caught a glimpse between my 
legs of something long and greyish and hairy, hk© a lady’s 
boa which has seen better days — ^and it flashed upon me 
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suddenly that there could Le only one is also on the whole exceedingly well 
explanation of niy situation. . . . 1 done, some of the blocko it an 

I daresay I ought to have realised it , extremely chic and recherche appearance, 
long before, but when a fellow lias just ■ Specially good, I may note, are the 
been shot out of a hansom like a clay j half-column announcements of Professor 
pigeon out of a trap it ’s generally some ' Corker’s Bermonettes and BL^mish Mon- 
time beiiTe he’s able to male OMt^ imSE' 5 Tales of the Sea-hale Yard. 
exactly where he is. | It is reported on what seems to be 

1 Now I understood. That young unimpeachable authority that the Rev. 
feUow I had seen being carried off to R. J. Campbell was recently photo- 
the chemist’s round the corner was graphed by the famous firm of Snapper 
myself after all. But he was far lieyond and Fry. 

the aid of any pick-me-up. 

The vital principle, or intelli- ' 

gence, or whatever you choose 

to call it, which had inliabited ; ^ ^ 

^he ^ Regain’ 

Perhaps "there was nowdiei e ' 
else for it to go to just ^ 

was even betting’ on the cab- ! !ir| 

horse. I don’t know, and I ‘|i! ?■ ' 

must leave it^to the scientific | I ' ^ 

And really, you know, to 
come in at one end of PaU . 

Mall in a hansom cab as a .Ml 

weU-grooined young bachelor, m / 

and to come out at the other fimH ^ \ HI ffl 

as a shockingly-dressed mon- ' m \ /{ijHH 

key on a piano-organ, is one V /l!|H 

of those blows which would u\ 

knock most men out of their I 

stride, for a time at aU events. J 

WANDERING WORDS. 

Dueiitg a aiuch-needed holi- A 

day spent on the Cornish |®fjl|!L ' ' '* 4 n ftfe ij . | 

Riviera, at the house of my dis- ^ l| V] ^ 

tinguished friend Mr. Spiller- 1 -\" 

Gooch, I have been reading 

with deep interest the adver- THE MOTOR" BATH, 

tisements of the principal j^urse. “Oh, Baby, look at the Diver!” 

London papers, and have 

come to the conclusion that the literary I have not yet been able to read 
standard of these valuable contributions Professor Hooper’s interesting mono- 
is higher than at any previous time. graph on Mr. G. K. Chesterton, but I 

The publisher’s announcements in the see that Professor Hadley Rawmarsh 
Palladium, notably those emanating from deals rather severely with it in the 
the well-known firm of Odder and Odder, literary supplement of BelVs Life. 
are marvels of chaste and expressive die- From liis article I take two admirably 
tion. The Speculator has its usual pro- judicial passages. The first deals with 
portion of high-class “ ads.”; the Sentinel, Mr. Chesterton’s versatility : — 
that superb representative of architectonic . Whether we look at him as a ringleader of 
Imperialism, is better and brighter than Revolt or as literary pioneer ; as a first-rate 
ever: whde the report of Companies’ fightmg man or a fifth-rate farceur; as a survival 
me^g, m ft, 

written with entrancing ve'rve and crisp- Wells’s miUemnum, we are bound in 
ness. The back page of the University simple justice to admit that, while there is 




SxA/^ew 

■ftOTCrVa.^ 
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THE MOTOR-BATH. 

Nurse. “ Oh, Baby, look at the Diver 1 ” 

I have not yet been able to read 


much to be said on both sides, only time can ' 
tell on wliich more will be ultimately said. : 

The second deals with Mr Ciiester- ; 
ton’s capacity for self-suppression : ! 

A phrenological chart, which forms one of 
the most interesting features m Professor 
Hf>0PEii’s hook, clearly establishes the point 
that the bump of confidence is so abnormally 
deficient in the subject of his memoir that it 
was only by an extraordinary effort of will that 
he v\’as enabled to conquer this fatal deficiency 
and lise siiperioi to the shortcomings of 
nature. 

;• This seems to me pro- 

I fonndly true. I may add that 
.^ . T» — iIy. Put. Heysemvnn is add- 
I ing to his Living Luminaries 
I series (in which Professor 
'Hooper’s volume* appears) 

' monographs on Mr. James 

; M Douglas (by Mr. Swinburne j 
and on Harry R.vndux (^bv 
( , Mr. W' . B. Yhvts). 

) Mr. Chaplin, I understand, 

is very busy with the hiogra- 
ril Gilbert PaPcKER 

, ''|[1 which he is writing for 

Messrs. Whiteley. It will 
form the first of a series to 
^ he entitled “ Little Books on 

r ; Great Men,” and wiU include 

I I a study of Mr. C. iVRTiiUR 

m I Pk^rson by Mr. Leo MLixse, 

® I and one on Mr. Leo IMvsse 

mi ' I by Mr. Winston Churchill. 
ipi I am glad to see that Messrs. 

Delver promise a collection of 
poems by the late Professor 
jf|U Dl^rmid McKechnie. Of all 

u the men I remember at Cad- 

\V wallader College in my student 

lr| days, no one exercised a more 

II striking or spiritual influence 

I II on his class-mates than Diarm id 

L 1 1 McKechnte. I still remember 

IHpP I the opening lines of his touch- 

iir^ If ing little tyric : 
ilr ' n' Silently, slowly, sadly . 

.li'l |j Falleth the autumn leaves. 

' McEictiNiE spoke nothing 

*1 but Gaelic till he was sixteen, 
which will account for the 
faulty syntax of the second 
line. The poems will he 
prefaced by a sympathetic 

^memoir from the pen of the 

Rev. Angus Gawthrop, who has recently 
taken to motor-cycling with the happiest 
results. 


At Dr. Apple twig’s Academy. 

Scene — The Punishment Chamber on 
the Block System. 

Classical Headmaster (on recognising 
a hoy sent up for punishment as one 
who has been before him twice within the 
last three weeks), En iterum Crispinus ! 

Nervous Boy {thinking to appease the 
Master by his scholarship). Et tu, Brute ! 

[And the Besult ? 
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THE NEW ORDER. 

[“Last Wednesday the Education Committee at Aberdare decided to 
deprive all teachers of the right of inflicting corporal punishment.” — 
Daily Chronicle. 

“In the case of Catehpole v. Bolton, the plaintiff, a schoolboy, brought 
an action against the defendant, a schoolmaster, for damages for 
alleged slander, and the jury awarded the plaintiff £15. The alleged 
slaimer was that the defendant said to other school-children : ‘ Catch- 
pole is a bad boy. You are not to speak or play with him.’” — 
Westminster Gazette.'] 

In the days (how long departed !) 

When I diligently started 
With my satchel and my shining morning face, 

I would look with fear and trembling 
While the classes were assembling 
To discover if the tawse was in its place. 

How old Swishes used to thunder 
If I chanced to make a blunder, 

He would call me idiotic little fool, 

And upon the least pretences 
He would scare me from my senses, 

And chastise me as a warning to the school. 

AH the insults and the caning 
I endured without complaining, 

For I never dreamt there conld be any way 
To resist the whims and wishes 
Of the tyrannous old Swishes, 

Or to question his indubitable sway. 

But, while thus I played the martyr 
To this stony-hearted Tartar, 

Grew a passion to be even with my race ; 

Yea, I hungered for a victim, 

And I thirsted to affict him 
With the torments I had suffered in that place. 

With this laudable ambition 
I achieved the proud position 
Of a teacher. Ah ! to feel the thrill again. 

The delight that flooded o’er me 
When the brats first stood before me, 

And I spotted likely subjects for the cane ! 

But alas ! how vain the pleasures 
That Anticipation treasures ! 

How delusive are the dreams that she enjoys ! 

Rosy hopes that I had cherished, 

In a moment all had perished — 

I am nothing but the puppet of the boys. 

If the youngsters during class-time 
Take a fancy for some pastime — 

Tops or marbles — ^it is useless to cry “ Halt ! ” 

How could anyone restrain them ? 

If I ever try to cane them 
I am sure to get a summons for assault. 

Hay, if, goaded past endurance 
By their impudent assurance, 

I but dare to tell an urchin he is iDad, 

He at once seeks satisfaction, 

Inj ured parents bring an action, 

And a sympathetic jury backs the lad. 


Promotion in the Russian Services. 

Owing to the resignation of Port Arthur, “an Imperial 
decree orders that, for the duration of the war, Vladivostock 
is to be reckoned as a first instead of a second-class fortress.” 
For similar reasons we understand that all second-class 
Russian cruisers will be given brevet rank as first-class 
battleships. 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE, 

When Sir Barry Johnston was administering affairs in 
Uganda he had on his staff Mr. J. F. Cunningham. Project- 
ing his book on the Protectorate Mr. Cunningham busied 
himself in the collection of information connected with the 
manifold tribes that people the country. It was intended 
that this should be incorporated in a second edition of the 
chiefs book. It turned out so voluminous in quantity, 

I so important in matter, that Sir Harry advised his subaltern 
! to make a book of his own. This is done under the title 
! Uganda and its Peoples (Hutchinson). It makes a massive 
volume, with a map and over two hundred illustrations, 
which, taken by photograph in the clear light of the African 
sun, come out splendidly on the glossy page. The narrative 
has the fragmentary character of notes, but my Baronite does 
not find it suffers thereby. They are pregnant with amazing 
matter that needs no amplification of words. Passing from 
tribe to tribe Mr. Cunningham observes their social habits 
relating to birth, marriage, death, clothing, food and work. 
Customs vary in every tribe. The Bahima, for example, 
buiy their dead in a heap of cow manure ; the Baziba pay 
their deceased chiefs the consideration of leaving their heads 
above ground, whence they peer forth for two, months, at the 
end of which time a new cliief is elected. The Manyema are ' 
more frugal in their death customs. They just oat their | 
dead. But the line is nicely drawn in the matter of con- I 
tiguity. None of the immediate family may partake of the 
feast, nor may neighbours in the same village. Near rela- 
tions in a neighbouring village, informed of the melancholy 
end, call for the body of the late lamented and carry it off on 
a wooden frame. ^ “ Is it eaten raw ? ” Mr. Cunningham asked, 
as if he were alluding to a potato. “ No, it is generally roasted.” 

“ Never boiled ? ” he insisted. “ It is sometimes boiled vrith 
bananas,” answered the interrogated native. Uganda seems 
a nice countiy^ But bananas don’t atone for everything. 


During seven-eighths of the story, L. T. Me^vde’s Little 
Wife Hester (J ohn ^ng) is a strong sensational novel ; but 
at the last the strain is relaxed, and the finale will be pro- 
nounced decidedly disappointing. This novel is notable, how- 
ever, for the invention and delineation of a curiously composite 
character in the person of the heroine, a mere doll of a girl as 
foolish as Dora Copper field, as domestic as Dot Peerybingle, as 
sly as the Marchioness and as jealous as Rosa DaHle, Such 
is the strange mixture that the soft-hearted self-sacrificing 
Doctor Lommer prescribes for himself and takes to wife. It 
is a pity that the author should now and again allow the cha- 
racters to drop into an old-fashioned melodramatic form of 
speech, as for example when the utter villain of the piece is 
made to think, not to say, to himself in a style thus expressed : 
“A criminal condemned to death lies where I can put my hand 
on him ; and if J ohn Lorrimer refuses me and ceases to do my 
bidding, that criminal swings high-— -the hangman does his 
work.” Evidently this ought to be scowlingly spoken 
“ through music ; ” then he must either exit moodily, or sink 
down in an arm-chair, bury 
liis face in his hands, and, 
lights being quite down, at 
the prompter’s signal, there 
should be a quick change to a 
well-contrasted scene represent- 
ing a pretty rustic exterior all 
roses and jasmine, season win- 
terly, time about 5 p.m. Faute 
de mieux, when old Caspar’s 
work is done and he wants a 
companion for a fireside even- 
ing, Little Wife Hester may be 
recommended. 
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THE BRITISH NAVY IN DIFFICULTIES. 


Sador. “Ahot there! Get out your collision mats! Can’t you see he’s going to ram?” 


HAMLET, PRINCE OF BRUISERS. 

[Mr. James J. Corbett Las intimated his intention of appearing as 
Hamlet on an early date. He defines Lis conception of tLe part witL 
tLe statement that Le Las always felt sure tLat Hamlet “ was a -man 
who Lad a good, straight pnncL.”] 

Authorities may still contest 
TLe pros and cons of Hamlet's madness — 
Whetlier grief occupied his breast, 

And nothing more than chronic sadness 
Produced those antics of the brain 
(Discords in music else euphonious) 

Which mystified the Chamberlain, 

The sage, but flatulent Polonius, 

But now there swims into the hen 
Of critics, in their narrow orbit, 

That king of talkee-fightee men 
i^own to the world as James J. Corbett, 

Raising a more important point. 

Than those of scholarship abstruser — 

When times were badly out of joint 
Was Hamlet an accomplished bruiser ? 


It went against the grain to stab 
Laertes with a pointed whinger — 

He would have much preferred to jab 
Upon the “mark” a well-timed stinger. 

The end he looked for (see Act Y.), 

^The climax that he longed for dearly, 
Was to keep Claudius alive, 

But maul his relative severely ; 

To pick him up, and knock him down. 
Until he tendered resignation, 

And eagerly exchanged his crown 
For raw heef-steak and embrocation. 

So all whom it revolts to see 

So many players stark and bleeding, 
When falls the curtain finally, 

Will welcome this humaner reading ; 
When Mr. Corbett takes the part. 

Horrors that now from callous eyes wring 
Moisture and melt the toughest heart 
Will change to graces of the Prize Ring. 




I 


Jem finds the Dane was not a prig,’ 

Nor coward, who invites our stricture ; 

He made, when peeled to fighting rig, 

A pretty pugilistic picture ; 

He had a most convincing punch 

When trained, he was the best of stayers 
And showed as elegant a hunch 
Of fives, as Sullivan or Sayers. 


Kussia at Sea and Russia at Home* 

A Contrast. 

At Sea,—'' The chief feature of the stay of the Baltic Fleet 
at Nossi Be has been a rise of no less than 70 per cent, in 
the price of champagne in Madagascar.” 

At Home , — The old Sobor Parliament will probably be 
summoned early in March. 


We know he saw — ^he teUs us this 
in language unadorned but fervent— 
A Providence that never is 

Of fdling sparrers unobservant ; 


First Reveller (on the following mommg), "1 say, is it true 
you were the only sober man last night ? ” 

Second Reveller, " Of course not f ” 

First Reveller, " Who was, then ? ” 


VOL, oxxym* 
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“ADMIRALS ALL.” 

{With achnoidecljments to Mr. Henry Kenholt.) 

[At the time of writing these lines, theii author, like the Government, 
is without official and detailed information as to the conclusions of the 
North Sea Court of Iiiquirj" According to a 1? enter telegram of the 
23rd from St. Petersburg the Report finds that Admiral Rozhdestvekskt 
fired on the Aurora, and was “justified” in so doing. The following 
verses take no account of the British and American Rep’-esen^at’ves 
It is assumed that they had no share in the coniT :s.: cn c: ‘.he En:rc? 
humorous sections of tlie Repoi t The chief authorship of that docu- 
ment is attributed to the Austrian Admiral.] 

Fooikier, SPAUiT and Dubasoff, 

Judges of proved esprit! 

Lift we the wassail-bowl and qualf 
Health to the peerless Three ! 

Laughter loud a.s the winds that bluw 
Greets them on Europe’s lips, 

Good to be heard while men shall go 
Down to the sea in ships. 

Admirals all, of proved esprit! 

Honour and fair renoum 
Are due to the whole amazing Three, 

But specially due to Spaux. 

Never a seaman worth his salt 
But could, with a half-shut eye, 

Easily fix the damning fault 
In the place where it ought to lie ; 

One thing only was left in doubt — 

Whether the crews were drunk, 

Or let their moderate wits run out 
Owing to abject funk. 

Even at night they must have known 
The North from the YeUow Sea, 

And might have managed to grasp their own 
Vessel’s identity ; 

And if the Inquisitors, too discreet, 

Said nothing of drink or scare. 

At least they could point to Togo’s fleet 
As being engaged elsewhere. 

Well, have they solved the nautical knot 
And labelled the phantom bark — 

Whence and whither it steered and what 
It was doing there in the dark ? 

Yes, its name is as clear as Day, 

But Russia was surely right 
In the peculiar circs., they say. 

To go for the same at sight. 

This they assert, but fail to tell 
Who is the man to blame 
If the major amount of shot and shell 
Went wide of its so-called aim ; 

Hero is a mystery closely hid. 

But they find, these men in blue, 

That the thing that Rozhdestve2TSKY did 
Was a sailorly thing to do. 

Admirals all, they have said their say, 

And the Babel of tongues is stiR ; 

Admirals aU, they have gone their way, 

Leaving us half the bill ; 

But they leave us also a gift that atones 
(Hail to the humorous Three ! ) 

A gift of laughter to rack the bones 
Of our horse-marines to be. 

Admirals all, of proved esprit! 

Honour and fair renown 
Are due to the whole amazing Three, 

But speeially due to Spavx, 0. S. 


THE NEW ENGLISH. 

! We are delighted to be able to state that the excellent 
1 example set by the French Government will shortly be 
• followed by our own, and that an exhaustive set of rules for 
I simplifying and heautifpng the English language, framed by 
!a specially selected committee of three leading .journalists, 
viz., Sir Oltor Lodge, hir. Harold Begbie and the Editor 
of the Tailor and Cutter, will shortly be issued and enforced 
on aU classes of the communit}^ 

I It had been hoped that universal acquiescence in the new 
, scheme would have rendered compulsion unnecessary. Un- 
fortunately a small band of reactionaries and obscurantists, 

; headed by some incompetent pedagogues, have issued a 
manifesto of protest, and the measure of support which they 
have secured has left the Government no other alternative. 
Full details of the recommendations of the Coimnittee are not 
yet forthcoming, but it is generally understood that the use of 
a large number of specified neologisms, free spelling, and 
I split infinitives are cardinal features in this great scheme of 
; emancipation. 

1 From the mass of correspondence which has reached us on 
, the subject we have made the following selection : — 

1 Ml*. Alfred Austin writes from Malvoisie Manor: — “I have 
! great confidence in the taste and sagacity of the Committee of 
j Three, and their resolve to encourage free spelling is a con- 
vincing proof of their fitness for the task. The principle 
that spelling is to be modelled on the spoken word is essential 
to the success of the scheme, and will be welcomed by all 
true poets with enthusiasm. Free spelling enormously widens 
I the range of rhyme, and since the announcement of the new 
I departure I have found the divine afflatus in my own case has 
I immensely increased in volume and velocity. This morning 
I no fewer than three lyrics flew out of my Heliconian fountain 
j pen. 

I Mr. CmiRLES Ha3sT)S writes from St. Petersburg “ Let us 
not palter with pedantry. Hoof out the fly-blown fetish of 
! correctitude. What we want is not an ansemic vocabulary 
and a crippling syntax, but a fuU-blooded diction, teeming 
with splurge and vim. England will never really buck up 
until she learns to express herself in a crisp but lurid lingo, 

I in which the charming compounds of pigeon-English from 
' the Transvaal, the vivid phrases of the Sydney larrikin, and 
j the argot of Mayfair all find their proper place.” 

I Mr. Harry Frederickson writes “ The notion of reorganis- 
I ing our language appeals to me strongly as a revolutionary j 
' historian, I trust, however, that the claims of Byzantinism 
j will not be overlooked, and that in the new vocabulary room 
j will be found for some of the choicer gems of speech invented 
: and patented by my friend Mr. Maurice Hewlett.” 

Mr. C. Arthur Pearson writes -“Language to be efficient 
should be at once terse and luscious. No long sentences. 
But plenty of pxirple patches. It must reproduce all the best 
qualities of brainy chat, and grip the reader with red-hot 
similes and juicy adjectives.” 

Sir Henry Howorth writes “If the scheme, as I make no 
doubt it will, enriches the vocabulary of polemics, it will have 
my most cordial support. We are sorely in need of new 
epithets to render adequate justice to the treacherous fatuity 
of the Free-fooders.” 

Mr. Percy Fitzgerald writes : — “Allow me to prefer a modest 
plea on behalf of enlarging the bounds of our speech. Some 
of the critics of my last work— the nine hundred and seventy- 
third volume which I have written — have fallen foul of me 
for alluding to ‘a Highland chieftain or catamaran.’ They 
say that the word should be 'cateran.’ Surely this is 
pedantry run mad. The insertion of an extra syllable not 
only renders the word much more euphonious, but lends it 
a truly Scotch or at any rate sub-Alpine flavour.” 



FIRST ADVANCES 

Rdssiait Baifi (tevtatmly). “ AHEM ! ” 











SWEEPING ASSERTION. 

The other night, at the Noveltt Theatre, Mrs. Veee- Jones 'vtas gowned simply in a clxngikg blach yelyet, with a cloak of 

SAME HANDSOMELY TRIMMED WITH ERMINE.” — Extract from Society Journal. 


MORE WELSH LIGHTS.” 

Dear Sir, — Permit me to say, for tlie 
benefit of those wlio are interested in 
the unaccountable Inminous visitations 
in "Wales, that the phenomena are by no 
means peculiar to that country, but may 
be seen, under favourable conditions, 
from any English highway. In proof 
of my assertion I submit the following 
remarkable results of my own investiga- 
tions, which were carried out not fifteen 
miles from town. 

About 10.30 on the night of the 
twenty-fourth ultimo I started out on 
foot, armed with my camera, and found 
the country-side covered with mist. 
After pursuing my investigations for 
several hours without result, I was about 
; to seek my couch when there suddenly 
appeared before me a hundred yards 
ahead a lambent ball of blood-red light. 
The apparition was some fifty feet from 


the ground, and maintained an almost 
stationary position above the trees of a 
small coppice. 

Hastening to the spot I found the 
haze was too thick to allow a suc- 
cessful photograph to be taken, but 
fortunately I discovered a substantial 
pole near at hand up which I shinned 
without loss of time, until I found 
myself almost in touching distance of 
the mysterious luminary. Indeed I was 
just stretching out my hand to do so 
when it changed to a lambent green 
colour, and I was conscious of a sharp 
concussion on the head which necessi- 
tated my descending the pole with con- 
siderable agility, 

I regret to say that on reaching the 
ground I nearly met with an accident 
in which a locomotive was involved, but 
luckily escaped with the loss of my 
umbrella and hand-camera. 

When next evening I started out on 


my bicycle I was pleased to find the 
night was clear, although I hardly hoped 
to meet with success on two consecutive 
nights. However, I had not ridden 
hah a mile before I became aware of two 
globes of white fire about three feet 
from the surface of the ground at no 
great distance from me. Hastily extin- 
guisliing my lamp I quickened my pace, 
but far from eluding my pursuit they 
seemed to court inquiry, increasing in 
size momentarily until f was only a few 
yards distant. Suddenly I was conscious 
of a terrific impact, an unpleasant odour 
and a loud tumult of sound, and remem- 
bered nothing more for a considerable 
period. 

Although at present in the doctor’s 
hands, I intend to continue my investi- 
gations next week, when I expect to bring 
them to a satisfectory conclusion. 

Yours truly, 

PjE^OTicAL Inquirer. 
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VER! 

There 's sometliiiig beating in mj breast that t©Us me it is 
spring-time ; 

My cardiac pulses prophesy the presence of the ring-time ; 
Now maidens doff their backwardness and all the lads get 
bolder, 

And everybody ’s looking yoxmg and nobody feels older. 

The thnishes and the blackbirds sing ; the sparrows chirrup 
madly ; 

The crocuses are popping out, and don’t pop out so badly ; 
And, jdelding to the vernal warmth, the angler is reduced to 
The catching of a smaller cold than lately he was used to. 

Our Parliament has met again — it seems to be unending — 
And Arthur, that engaging child, is playing at pretending. 
Joe Chamberlain, the firework fiend, is spent like any rocket, 
And finds himself, a fiscal stick, secure in Arthur’s pocket. 
Now Wyndhaai, looking black and blue and turning on his 
teaser, 

Defends himself fi’om Antony and tries to play the CiESAR ; 
And every merry Radical, whose nerves grow daily tenser, 

Is suffering from hope deferred, and throwing stones at 
Spencer. 

Now sixteen Undergraduates of Cam and eke of Isis 
Abandon cake and cream and tart and everything that nice is. i 
They spare their words and spend their winds, and though 
their seats are slidey, 

Their minds are firm ; their oars are spruce, and soon their 
pace gets tidy. 

Their luxuries might he described as something less than 
little ; 

Their meat is tough, their bites are strong (although their 
barks are brittle) ; 

And every day they take their oars and either row or paddle, 
While someone scares them into fits a-cursing from the saddle. 

The Cantabs change their river now, and off they go tuEly ; 
And now and then they change their sides (like Churchill, 
Quest and Seely). 

Their Coach is most sever^e with them : as soon as Wauohope 
woke up 

The echoes of the sluggish Ouse they went and kept the 
stroke up. 

Sans 'peur et sans 7*eproelie they are — each one a modern 
Bay.vri> ; 

And, not yet having got their blues, the cunning beggars try 
hard ; 

And critics who come down to see say, “ This wiU be a fast 
year : 

Ah-eady they are better far, we ’re sure of it, than last year.” 

At Oxford, too, they ’ve got an Eight that ’s always going 
better, 

And though they ’ve turned her inside out they ’ve never yet 
upset her. 

Oh, much I should rejoice to watch the very far from still lips 
Of one who rides and teaches them, their mentor, Mr. Philips. 
He tells them all about the stroke, how finished, how begun 
too; 

He likes to see a thing well done and gets the men well done 
too ; 

And when they’ve had their fill of work, and every one 
looks thinner, 

He lets them down and feeds them up and fills them full of 
dinner. 

In short, in saying “ Spring is here 1 ” I’m sure I shan’t be 
tripping; 

The mint-and-saucy little lambs are practising their skipping ; 


In dreams I see th3 wa'^ing corn and catch the farmers grum- 
bling; 

The bumble-bee appears again and starts upon his bumbling. 

My soul leaps up like anything ; unless my sight grows 
dimmer, 

I ought to see on every twig a \iridescent shimmer. ^ 

Come, Ver, declare yourseH aloud ; no longer be a hinter ; 

And — what the deuce! A fall of snow? By Jove, we’re 
back in winter ! Tis. 


AT THE ST. JAMES'S. 

Lucky for Mr. Suteo that his reputation as a dramatist is, 
for the present at all events, firmly perched on the W alls of 
Jericho, for certainly it would never have attained that 
elevated position had it depended either on the “curtain 
raiser ” entitled A Maker of Men, or on the “ New and Original 
Comedy ” in three Acts entitled MoUentrave on W omen^ now 
being performed at the St. James’s Theatre. 

In both pieces —the first is only a hit of a piece — the acting 
is excellent. Too great praise cannot be given to Miss Edyth 
Olive in the aforesaid “ curtain-raiser ” for her rendering of the 
loving and plucky wife. Had Mr. Suteo been weU advised he 
would have kept this snippet of an Act, a mere memorandum 
for a scene in a play, safe in his own desk until such time as he 
should see his way either to developing it or to fitting it into 
a carefuUy planned, interesting three-act drama or comedy. 
As it is, for the sake of making the female character worth 
the attention of a good actress, he has given her soliloquies 
written in a theatrical style that might have been acceptable 
to audiences that dearly loved their Bulwer Lytton, and 
admired their Sheridan KNowles. 

As for MoUentrave on Women, described as “a new and 
original comedy,” it differs but little from a three-act farce. 
Its plot turns upon the utter improbability of a sort of superior 
Mr, Micawher, overpoweringly impressed by his own clever- 
ness, absolutely omitting aJl mention of the name of the young 
man whom he wishes a certain young lady to marry, when 
talking, impressively, on this very subject, to the girl 
herself ! Nay, more, Mr. Suteo places a sharp-witted barrister, 
an experienced King’s Counsel, in the room, as witness 
of this interview, and never allows this clever lawyer to 
interfere and say, “My dear MoUentrave, excuse me, but you 
have omitted to mention your client’s name.” The whole 
thing is too preposterous, hut, granted the absurdity of the 
root idea, it must he conceded that, except in this crucial 
instance, the dialogue is natural, though not particularly 
sparkling, and that the characters, especially that of the child- 
like and bland MoUentrave, are as amusing as those in an 
“ entertainment.” 

Mr. Eric Lewis, in this eccentric part of MoUentrave which 
is a compound of Micawher, Mr. Dick and Harold Skimpole, 
is admirable. The character could not have found a better 
representative. His light touch-and-go comedy is deliciously 
exhilarating, and it would not surprise the audience were he 
suddenly to burst into song. By the way he does, once, 
dance; and this the House intensely appreciates. In the 
Third Act there is a charming “set” by Mr. Walter Hann 
representing “the garden of Mr. MoUentrave' s house at Swan- 
age,” where the stage is carpeted with a heavy, mossy sea- 
weedy sort of grass, which, on the night when we had the 
good fortune to be present, not having been kept neatly 
trimmed, impeded the progress of the actors by almost 
tripping up Miss Marion Terry (the delightful representative 
of Lady Claude Derenham) and forcing Mr. Eric Lewis, as 
his feet got entangled in the weeds, to exclaim in a tone of 
genuine annoyance, “ I really get this grass cut.” No 
Hne in the play so took the fancy of the audience as did this. 
It caught on at once, and litercdly brought down the house. 
For quite forty-five seconds Mr. Lewis and Miss Terry were 
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. condemned to silence, and, while facing one another, they had ' 
to do considerable violence to their feelings in order to preser%'e j 
their gravity, while boxes, stalls, pit, and gallery, entering | 
thoroughly into the spirit of the thing, applauded enthusi- j 
astically. It was the hit of the evening. IS^ot a line of the 
author’s obtained such instant recognition as this impromptu 
so naturally uttered by Mr. Lewis. 

The excellence of the acting may carry the piece, and indeed I 
, it needs carrying, as the chances of its running seem to me ■ 
i somewhat problematical. Mr. XorMjAS* McKixxel gives a , 
clever portrait of the Sir Joseph Balsted, K.G.y M,P., as | 
imagined by Mr. Sutro. Mr. Leslie Faber is quite the boyish ! 
Everard Swenhoys, and great praise was on this particular | 
night due to Miss Hyldox Fr-^^klyx, 'who at short notice took | 
the very responsible part of Margaret Messilent, the silly-girlie > 
ward of the victimised King’s Counsel. ^ ^ i 

Mr. SuTRO seems to lack that quality which is recognised as ' 
an infinite capacity for taking pains. He hits upon a capital ; 
eccentric character, quite Dickensian, and then, having; 
apparently so exhausted himself with this effort as to be; 
quite unable to invent a good comedy plot in which this ; 
eccentric character shall find his proper place, he knocks I 
together, “constructs” is not the word, some old farcical j 
materials as the entourage for this absiud indmduaL Pity j 
that Mr. Sdtro should have ventured beyond the Walls of | 
Jericho. Let him return to Jericho and await the arrival | 
of another brilliant idea, En attendant he may study the | 
art of dramatic construction. 1 


A GOLFER’S TRAGEDY. 

Perhaps a golfing reader, Mr, Punch, may like to treat 
For a set of clubs, aU warranted, enclosed in bag complete ? 

Not long ago I should have scorned as palpably absurd 
The thought of the catastrophe which actually occurred ; 

Not long ago — the very recollection makes me weep ! — 

I never thought to see my whole equipment going cheap I 

I loved the game ; I did indeed ! I revelled in a match ; 

My handicap, I grant you, was a good bit over scratch, 

Yet now and then my HaskeU, hit superlatively clean, 

Would fairly fizzle from the tee and land upon the green. 

One day — a black, a dreadful clay — be cahn, 0 breaking 
heart ! 

I chanced to read an article about the golfing art,, ^ 

With views by a photographer — yes, Beidam was his name ; 

I ’d like a transposition in the spelling of the same. 

The pictures, as I gathered, -were intended to display 
The perils that beset the mere beginner on lus way 
Upon a sort of chess-board stood a golfer, who combi oed 
Each error, great and little, that can overtake mankind. 

And, as I gazed, quite suddenly I recognised the fact, 

Each picture was a portrait, unmistakably exact ! 

Here were the modes depicted of how not to hit the ball, 

Here were the golfer’s 'sdees — and I ’d simply got them all ! 

Thereafter I was haunted, as I drove from every tee, 

By visions of the a'wful sins exemplified by me ; 

My stance was 'wrong, my swing was 'wrong, my grip was 
wrong also, 

And never, never after could I make my Haskell go ! 

I tried to change my habits, and I hardly need explain 
To any golfing reader that the effort was in vain ; 

Reverting tp my former "ways, the consciousness of vice 
Made every shot a foozle, or a melancholy slice ! 

So that ’s the reason, Mr, Punch, I sob aloud and weep, 

And that is why I ’R sell my dubs, ridiculously cheap ! 



APPEARANCES ARE SOMETIMES DECEPTIVE. 

Inquisitive Boy, Oaught anything, Mister ? ” 

Angler. “No.” 

Inquisitive Boy. “ Do YER expect to ? ” 

Angler. “Oax’t sat.” (Pause.) 

Inquisitive Boy. “What are yer fishixg for?” 

Angler (becoming annoyed and trying to he sarcastic). 

NEW RULES FOR “PIT.*' 

[On the authority of the Athenceum Club.} 

(1) Tlie table shall be firmly clamped to the ground, and 
the cards shall be of metal not less than j inch thick, “with 
rounded corners. 

(2) Any player who speaks in such an audible voice that 
the position of the roof is altered shall be forced to make 
the damage good. 

(3) No player shall use a megaphone or speaking-trumpet 
of any kind. 

(4) MufSn-bells may only be employed by players who 
have formed a “ corner,” and desire to communicate this fact 
to other players. 

(5) If a player has called “comer,” and is found to have 
only eight similar cards in his hand, the game shall be con- 
tinued without him. His remains may be removed at leisure. 

(6) “Progressive Pit” 'with more than four tables shall 
only be played in a house which is at least five miles in any 
direction from other inhabited buildings. 

(7) No person who is not a player shall approach while a 
game is in progress, except in the case when a player faints ■ 
across the table and so obstmets the play. 
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sootliing tones. Accuracy of intonation ’twixt the cup and the lap,” or, Excuse 
Nl U S I C A L F I S H . ig remarkably constant feature amongst my odd little la'psus I ’ ’ 

Being a postscript to an article on ^^Tlie Sense submarine vocalists, though it has been ^ From Absent-minded Barber, ongash- 


and Sensibility of Fish,” m the Outlook.'' noticed that flounders are occasionally ing the chin of Passiye Eesister : 

T ha t fish can hear has been abun- apt to get rather flat. Bass, as their mistake ! ” 
dantly proved. The folloTring story, name implies, have generally low-pitched From Over-energetic Partner to D6bu- 
told by Matthias Dxjks of Me^^agissey, voices, and Professor Ray Lankester in tante, on tearing her ball-dress : “ Dear 
is in itself testimony of the best. “The one of his masterly monographs has me, have you ‘got the needle?’ I 
crew of one of the pilchard-boats lay dwelt on the curious varLahiy J’.sjL.'' eo haven’t.” 

becalmed one evening some miles from by large eels for coiigerga+ional singing. Other specimens of cheery apology 
the coast, and, as time hung heav^^ The sardine has a voice ci a singularly may be easily constructed on similar 
on their hands, sang in chorus one of soft and rather oily timbre, which has lines for undefeated ^ offenders at golf, 
the chapel hymns, of which they know given rise to the familiar indication con Bridge, dinner parties and ^ mothers’ 
so many since the days when Wesley Sardini. The dragonet (the meetings, for whom the ejaculation 

preached through the Duchy. The of Rondeletius) gave its name to Dragon- “ Sorry ” is too staccato, 
response came in the shape of an almost etti the famous double-bass player, and — 

miraculous draught, for thousands of Sir Frederick Bridge, the distinguished 

pilchards, mesmerised, as it w^ere, by organist of Westminster Abbey, has left THE EUPHEMISTIC AGE. 
the unison of deep voices floating on it on record that the command of the ^ ^ . , . , - 

the waters, gathered round the boat pedals enjoyed by a well-trained Mtopus “gentleman’s anatomical ^belt,” designed “to 
and were taken in the nets at the first easily surpasses that possessed by any gj^ap© the male figure into a superelegant 
cast.” human performer. Matthi-AS Dunn, tenuity,” has called attention to our “custom 

It is probable that fish are now wiser, himseH a fine performer on the concer- of using names because they are polite and 
recognising that what is gospel to man tina, was of opinion that when the ringed pleasing, and not because they are accurate.”] 
is death to themselves. But the fact seal makes a bee-line for home, bearing Time was we Britons aU displayed 
remains that fish can hear and appre- a plump cod' to her young ones, she frank and brutal candour ; 
ciate music. On a dark evening it is hums as she goes. On this point, how- used to call a spade a spade, 
well known to every constable in the ever, there is a conflict of evidence, gut now we ’re growing blander, 
vicinity that the fish leave the Serpentine Professor RomcKER’s ohseiA^ations^ of If Truth be nude, we think it rude 
in great numbers and come flopping the seals which haunt the Neapolitan To turn our glances on her : 
across the grass towards the Albert icebergs leading him to a somewhat We dare not look till we can hook 


Sorry” is too staccato. 

THE EUPHEMISTIC AGE. 

[Lord Hugh Cecil, by his story of the 


Hall in order to listen to the Torrey- different conclusion. They are however gome decent clothes upon her. 
Alexander choir. There are also in- quite unanimous in holding that no 

stances of Thames fish climbing the matter how highly developed a fish’s taste When nightly, as we sit at meat 
Terrace of the House of Commons to in concerted vocal music may be yon will Around the groaning table, 
listen to the harmony of an Irish night never find it appreciates a “ catch.” We over-drink and over-eat 
debate. But there is no record of their As lone as we are able. 


having taken to de hate themselves — 
thus differing from the unhappy 
I pilchards. 

But fish not only can hear music 
intelligently ; they also make it. Deep- 
sea concerts are very common, and 


EXCUSES AD LIBITUM. 


We over-drink and over-eat 
As long as we are able, 

’Tis not from greed we love to feed, 
And swinish inclination — 
Alackaday ! we are a prey 
To “social obligation.” 


The Daily Chronicle of February 23 To “ social obligation.” 
and the Glohe have decided that 

“ Sorry ” is the ideal form of apology. When ladies seek masseuses’ skill 


.divers bring back wonderful tales of We venture to think that it does not meet To rub away Time’s traces, 
tbeir top notes. Indeed the derivation all possible cases ; and the temporarily And sleep (as I am told they wiU) 


of the word diva is perhaps to he found contrite, therefore, are recommended to 1 

here by the sufficiently learned. We refer to the subjoined list. 

may add that Professor Rolltoker, From Admiral of Fishing Fleet to 


With masks upon their faces ; 
When they repose with peg on nose 
To mould ft into beauty — 


may add ^ that Professor Rolltoker, From Admiral of Fishing Fleet to To mould ft into beauty— 

when working at the Naples Aquarium, panic-stricken Russian Commander, on Good friend, refrain ! Don’t call them 

once provided himself with a diving being attacked and sunk by the latter : — vain! 

costume, the helmet of which was fitted “We are simply overwhelmed at the They are the “slaves of duty.” 

with special sound-receivers, and found idea of causing you groundless alarm. 

that, standing at the bottom of the Pray let us defray aU damages you may When City men conspire with Earls 
Mediterranean in that lovely bay that have inflicted.” To tempt untutored boobies 

mirrors fiery Vesuvius and the low white From Nationalist M.P., on calling By talk of valleys ffled with pearls 
roofs of Sorrento, he could with a httle Cabinet Minister a liar' — “Mr. Speaker, And diamonds and rubies ; 
practice not only distinguish several Sir, I regret to say that what I imphed When they invite the widow’s mite 
kinds of fish ^ by their voices, but in connection with the Right Honour- To set their ventures floating— 
thoroughly enjoy the artistic pro- able Gentleman was the reverse of the It ’s swindling ? No! by no means so! 
graipies ^ of vocal ^ and instrumental truth.” It ’s “ company-promoting.” 

nausic which were kindly performed for From Indiscriminate New-Comer, on 

his benefit by subaqueous minstrels. disturbing the extremities of a bus-load When public gentlemen address 
But while certain musical qualities of people : — “ It ’s of no corn-sequence, I Small cheques to institutions, 
are common to aU members of the finny assure you ! ” And little pars to half the Press 

tribe— e.^. brilliancy in their s^les— From Fickle Swain to Lady-love About their contributions— 


tribe — e.g. brilliancy in their scales — From Fickle Swain to L 
there is a marked divergence in the whom he has jilted:— “Prj 
proficiency and tastes of the various mention it (to your solicitors).” 


And little pars to half the Press 
About their contributions — 


jilted : — “Pray don’t You hint they ’re glad to get an “ad.” 
ir solicitors).” And easy popularity ? 


species. The voice of the turtle has for From Inadvertent Gentleman, on pre- That ’s not their game ! They have one 


three thousand years at least excited the cipitating contents of tea-cup over front 
admiration of aU hearers by its soft and of Lady’s dress : “ There ’s many a slip 


“ Disinterested charity 
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CHARIVARIA. 

GejsERAl Gripe2?berg declares that i 
Kuropatkes" robbed him of a victory. , 
Never mind : the Japanese have been < 
playing Kuropatkin the same scurvy I 

trick. I 

I 

But, speaking seriously, it seems hard \ 
that the one success which the Russians ! 
would have won (provided, of course, | 
that they had not been defeated) should * 
have miscarried owing to a misunder- ; 
standing. i 

The Express raises a scare of ‘‘ Useless 
bulkheads on British vessels.” We 
would rather have these than the useless 
blockheads from which a certain foreign 
Xa\y suffers. 

A naval volunteer corps is to ])e , 
started in Cape Colony, and the 
Admiralty has been asked for the use ' 
of an obsolete war ship. We understand 
that an appeal to the War Office for 
some obsolete guns was met with the 
reply that they were aU stiU in use. 


Count Steruberg, who served against 
us in the Boer War, has been fighting 
his battles over again. Last week, in 
Vienna, he struck an elderly journalist on 
the back of the head, and then ran away. 


We understand that the King of Spadt 
has not yet arrived at a decision in the 
choice of a bride, and wiU still be happy 
to receive suggestions from our half- 
penny papers. 

It is rumoured that the recent case 
against the ^‘Emperor of the Sahara” 
was assigned to Mr. Justice Darldtg, at 
his Lordship’s special request, “as it 
gave him such a chance.” 






It is also ‘stated that in future, in 
dealing with minor offences, Mr, 
Plowden wiU give his prisoners the 
option of “ Forty shiUings or a joke.” 


FORCE OF HABIT. 

Lady. “Poor Man! How long have you beek out of Work?” 

Absent-minded Beggar (usually blind, at present worMng the “ unemployed ” business). “I was 
BORN THAT WAT, MuU.” 


Mr. James Berry, the ex-hangman, in 
speaking of his old occupation, declared, 
“It injures you: it breaks you. Indeedit 
seems to do for a man altogether.” People 
on whom he has operated would, we 
are sure, corroborate this view. 


A young girl, while leaning out of a 
window, last week, in the Avenue de la 
IWpublique, Paris, feU through the 
awning of the caf4 below on to the 
heads of the startled customers. “ She 
escaped,” the report says, “with a few 
scratches.” Some people would have 
done more than this to the intruder. 


Two silver tea-pots were found, the 
other day, in t^ nosebag of a donkey 


belonging to a Newington coster. The 
coster, however, was sent to prison for 
stealing them. The attempt to foist 
the guilt on the quadruped was as 
cowardly as it was impotent. 

The War Office authorities consider 
that too much fuss is being made about 
what is, after aU, a very little rifle. 

“Dear little rifles for dear little re- 
cruits ” are what they claim, with some 
justice, to be supplying. 

It is a pleasure at last to find Sir 
Henry Campbell - Baunebm^^ agreeing 
with another Liberal Leader, anyhow 
as to one point. Lord Spenoeb, in reply 


to the expression of a hope that he 
might be the next Premier, has stated, 
“I cannot believe I shaU be caUed to 
such a high post.” 

To the great annoyance of the officers 
and men of the Third Baltic Squadron, 
news of the decision of the Paris Tribunal 
only reached them after they had passed 
the Dogger Bank, when it was too late 
for them to have a few shots at our 
fishing fleet. 

Continuing its scheme for having onr 
national games reported by Iffiose wko 
take part in them, the Daibj MaiVs 
Parliamentary article is now written by 
an M.P. 



■■■ i/ 
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LIFE’S LITTLE IRONIES. 


Motorist. “Conductor! How can I strike the Harrow Road?” 

SEE. * SeOOND TO EIQUr, THIED TO— IT ’s A QOOD WAT, SlE. I TELL ’EE, SiE. JcST FOLLOW iHAT 
OrEEEE Bos OTEE TBEEE ; TEAT ’LL TAEE TOE EIGHT TO IT ! ” "Ui-WK mil 


WAKE UP, ENGLAND! 

[“ Britisli lady motor-drivers,” says Motoring Illustrated^ “must 
look to tkeir laurels. Miss Rosamund Dixey, of Boston, U.S,A , in- 
variably has her sweet, pet, fat, white pig sitting up beside her in the 
fiont of her motor-car.”] 

■\Ve are losing our great repntation, 

Our women are not up-to-date ; 

For a younger, more go-a-head nation 
Has beaten ns badly of late ; 

Is there nowhere some fair Englishwoman 
Who ’d think it not too infra dig. 

To be seen with (and treat it as human) 

A sweet — ^pet — ^fat— white — ^pig ? 


AWFUL OUTLOOK FOR THE SMART SET. 


[“A weary lot is in 7tore for feminine Fahtaffs, for the fiat has 
gone forth that hips aie to be abolished .” — llie Oentleuoma^i.'] 


There is no need to copy onr Cousins, 

A visit or two to the Zoo 
Will convince you there must be some dozens 
Of animal pets that would do. 

AVith a ^izzly ” perched up in your motor. 
Just think how the people would stare, 
Saying, ‘^Is that a man in a coat or 
A big — ^grey— tame— he— bear ? ” 


Digitt and Pollex, of Cork Street, are now showing two 
positively sweet lines in snMe and kid thumbless gloves, 
designed to meet the present craze for amputating the first 
finger. — Hie Well-Gowned Woman. 

The Countess of Oruely was amongst those of the most 
exclusive set who appeared at the play last night wearing the 
left ear only. This attractive fashion has caught on in the 
most wonderful way. — Round Town. 

Fashionable surgeons will have a busy time during the 
next few weeks, as we hear that one leg only is to be all 
the rage this season. In Bond Street yesterday we saw 
some very modish things in ivory and bonzoHne legs at 
Dott and Carrion’s. — The U'p-to-Date, 


Think how cliie it would look in the paper 
{Society's Doings, we ’U say), 

“Mrs. So-AND-So drove with her Tapir, 
And daughter (the Tapir’s) to-day. 

Mrs. Thingummy too and her sister 
Drove out for an hour and a half, 

And beside them (the image of Mr.) 

A dear — wee — ^pink — ^pet — calf ! ' 


The Youngest Livihg Photographic Artist* 

^ In the Tatler of Feb. 22 appears a portrait of the CzaVc- 
vitch Alexis, and, underneath, the statement: “This is the 
only portrait that has yet been taken of the infant Prince 
by hmseh.” “The Czar,” if is added, “has sanctioned its 
puhhcation.” Parental pride could do no less. 


Another Infant Prodigy* 

, Care of elderly Female Baby; near n^.—Advt. in Nor- 
wood Press*' 







Amedb B. “ WH-WH-AT A H-H-HORRH) THING ! I SHALL R-R-RUN AWAY ! ” 
0.-B. " I-I-I ONLY W-W-WISH I O-O-OOTEiD ! ” 
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That Inconvltanie}il “ “ Bedad, it ’ll take ye all y’ur tlioime to bliury me ! ” 

(“ Cannot we bury the episode in oblivion ? ” — Ui' Balfour's Speech.) 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAIVIENT. 

Estea-cted from the Duet or Tuby, XP. 

House of Commons^ Monday night . — 

Curious thing in Irish politics, not as 
far as I know noted, is effect it has 
upon the hair of the Chief Secretary 
of the day. I remember when Foesteb 
undertook the post there was something 
reaUy truculent about his hair. It 
operated upon unruly Irish JVIembers 
almost with severity of a Coercion Act. 
After a year or two it began to droop, 
thin out, finally assuming a lost lank 
look suggestive of having been out all 
night in the rain. George Teevelyan 
went to Dublin Castle with unbrindled 
hair; he left it grev-h-'':'k;''\ And now 
here’s that young t .ing. Wynt> 

HAM, whitening wisibly. A most dis- 
tressful country, not least for those 
called upon to govern it.” 

Thus the hlEiiBER for Sark, moralising 
in interval of to-night’s Debate. 

Redmond ahie opened it with amend- 
ment to Address nominally raising 
question of Government of Ireland, 
actually designed to give his hnaneial 
supporters in United States and else- 
where a show for their money, the 
young bloods of his party opportunity of 
airing their eloquence. What in ordinary 
circumstances would have been a hollow 
performance, wearisome hy its obvious 
artificiality, led to one of stormiest scenes 
witnessed of late in House. 

Redmond having completed delivery 
of his recital, marred by loss of some 



Ulster Rampant. 

“ This wretched, rotten, sickening policy of 
conciliation.” 

(Mr. W-H-m M;5e cOoxth Antrim.) 


pages of the manuscript containing 
notes ot his impromptus, Moore of North 
Antrim took the floor. Spokesman of 
Irish Unionists, he might have been 
expected to gird at his feUow-country- 
men in opposite camp, and defend the 
representative of the best of all Govem- 
ments. But you never know where you 
have an Irislunan, even when he comes 
from Ulster. The loyal Orange man 
had little to say to his Nationalist 
brothers clamouring for Home Rule. 
He turned and rent his own familiar 
friend, his sometime captain, the Chief 
Secretary, representative of a Govern- 
ment composed of men who nineteen 
years ago fought and beat Mr. G., who 
in their absence would have given Home 
Rule to Ireland. 

House accustomed to hear plain 
language when Irish Member discourses 
on Saxon Government. For uncom- 
promising directness, for infusion in 
voice and manner of deadly implacable 
hate. South and West Ireland are not in 
it with Ulster. 

Significant episode when George 
"Wyndham rose to reply. Has urbane 
manner, his Tuifailing consideration of 
other people, his keen intelligence, his 
bright speech, have combined to secure 
for him rare measure of popularity on 
both sides. His interposition in debate, 
in whatever circumstances, on whatso- 
ever subject, hitherto the signal for 
outburst of welcoming _ cheer. This 


afternoon he rose amid dead silence, 
broken only hy his quavering voice. 

Not quite two years ago he, standing 
in same place, pledged British credit to 
the tune of £100,000,000 sterling to he 
divided between Irish landlord and 
tenant. That something like legislation. 
For a while the gay and gallant George 
enjoyed popularity in both Irish camps 
unknown to predecessors. The Land 
Purchase Bill of 1903 was avowedly based 
on that principle of conciliation which 
North Antrim to-night denounced as 
“ wretched, rotten, sickening.” At least 
landlords had their share in its finan- 
cial advantages. To-day the Chief 
Secretary is detected in— at least accused 
of — contemplating further concession, 
this time solely in the interests of the 
National Party. 

Straightway Ulster springs at his 
throat. 

It might he expected in the circum- 
stances that the National Party would 
rally to his defence. Not a hit of it. 
They hang him in front whilst their 
loyal brethren prod him on the flank, 
what time Prince Aktjeur, with head 
buried in his hands, listens and realises 
how much sharper than a Free-fooder’s 
tooth is Ulster’s ingratitude. 

Business done . — ^Ulster in revolt 
against Unionist Government. Renewal 
of familiar talk about dying in the ditch ; 
this time; it is George Wyndham who is 
to suffer the inconvenience. , . . 
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The Lonely Meteor. 

“ His intervention in Debate, illumining the week.” 
(Mr. T-m H-ly.) 


[March 1, 1905. 


Tuesday nujlit. — Prince Arthur 
beginning to liave settled convictions 
that the glow of battle, the sacrifice to 
patriotism that compels a Minister to 
strain every nerve to keep his friends in 
and the other fellows out, may be too 
dearly bought. Conviction strengthened 
to-day. Bad enough through these 
twenty months to struggle with House 
and public from whom Providence has 
inscrutably withheld capacity for under- 
standing the plainest words, even when 
written down on half a sheet of note- 
paper. To have his Cabinet shattered, 
his party riven because, to serve his 
private ends, an esteemed colleague 
went mad on Protection question, and 
bit everybody who on this matter i 
retained opinions convincingly} 
preached by him twenty years ago, a J 
little hard. ! 

Through that mill he went last week, 
coming out of the ordeal still jauntily 
wearing the “gentleman’s anatomical 
belt ” that Cousin Hugh contumeliously 
insists is really a pah* of stays. Reason- 
able to anticipate a quiet week to follow. 

On the contrary things worse than 
ever. Ulster up in arms and will not 
lay them down. Nay, North Antrim 
threatens to “ call out the Reserves on 
the third of March.” At first, when 
Moore in hollow voice, with beetling 
brow, mentioned this date, Members 
didn’t know what it might portend. 

“ The Ides of March we have heard of, 
and we ' beware ’ accordingly,” said 
Prinoe Arthob, who, if occasion arose, 
would go to the scaffold with a jest on 
his lips. “ But what about the 3rd of 
that particular month ? ” 

Soothsayer Moore explained to C.esab 
that on the 3rd prox. (thus do sooth- 
sayers talk in these prosaic times) there 


is to he a conference of Ulster men to 
consider situation with special reference 
to iniquities of His Majesty’s Govern- 
ment. On Treasury Bench sit five Ulster 
Members, leavening the mass with 
rigid respectability, distrust of Papal 
aggression, loyalty to the Sovereign 
who wears a crown handed down by 
tbe substantial wraith of William III. 
These ai-e Ulster men first, Ministers 
after. At the call of the masterful 
Province they wiU, instanter, engage a 
brass band, don the orange scarf, borrow 
the office poker, and march forth to the 
assistance of their countrymen, even 
though in their stride they knock over 
the Government they have hitherto 
strengthened and embellished. In my 
mind’s eye, Horatio, I see Edward Henry 
Carson and Hugh Arnold-Forster thus 
issuing forth, the rest, with trumpets 
also and shawms, following after. 

That in the future, — ^to be precise, on 
the 3rd prox. aforesaid. Sufficient for 
to-night are the evils thereof. Standing 
at the Table in effort to wind up De- 
bate on Redmond’s amendment, Prince 
Arthur finds himself the target for 
rude, incessant, disturbing interrup- 
tion from jubilant Opposition. In or- 
dinary circumstances this might be 
borne. It is, inter alia, the business of 
the Opposition to make things uncom- 
fortable for the Leader on the other 
side. What was lacking was the hearty 
support of his own men, inspiriting, 
commanding influence, two sessions ago 
generously forthcoming. 

With die Ulster Members in revolt, 
with “the Reserves” on the Treasury 
Bench suspected of secretly sharpening 
knives in the recesses of ihe Tea-room 
lavatoiy, with the long down-trodden 
Opposition fiercely jubilant, with maj ority 


on a critical vote of confidence run down 
to 50, the lot of the Prime Minister is 
not a happy one. 

Buh-iness done . — On Home Rule amend- 
ment to Address Ministers saved by a 
majority of 50 in House of 522 Members. 

Friday night . — Tim Healt gone back 
to Erin, like sensible man bent on mind- 
ing his own business. His intervention 
jin Debate, illumining the week, was 
worth an average man’s attendance 
through the Session. 

Pretty to see how this Irish Ishmael, 
unassisted by wealth, birth, or social 
position, expelled, as he says, from his 
own party, having no following, com- 
mands attention of most critical assembly 
m the world. When he stood up the 
benches were almost empty; when he 
concluded not an inch of space on 
any, a crowd in the gallery facing 
him, a throng standing at the Bar, the 
Chamber resonant with cheers and 
laughter. 

This is the triumph not less of honesty 
than of genius. Tim spares no man in 
bitter denunciation of what he thinks 
is ill-doing to Ireland. He has no axe 
to grind — unless it be one designed for 
the decapitation of some five or six of 
the compatriots amid whom he sits, 
solitary but dominant. He does not even 
pay a Saxon assembly the compliment of 
preparing an oration in order to win its 
attention or earn its applause. No loss 
of stray folios of notes would embarrass 
him. He just talks to the House straight 
forth, an unpremeditated strain, over the 
depths of whose pathos and passion 
flash gleams of mordant wit. 

Business done . — Still harping on the 
Address. 


No first-nighter. 

Flnt Man in the Street. See the 
eclipse last night ? 

Second Man in the Street. No. 
Thought it might be crowded. Put off 
going till next week. 


At the forty-fifth ordinary general 
meeting of the Brighton Grand Hotel 
Company, Limited, a shareholder com- 
plained that the stock of wines was too 
large. The Chairman agreed, and said 
the Board would do its best to reduce 

the quantity The retiring direc- 

tors offered themselves for re-election. 


“Seeing stars.”— The “starring” of 
questions already shows that power is 
needed to control this branch of Parlia- 
mentary procedure. Out of forty ques- 
tions down for to-morrow forty-three 
are “ starred ” for oral reply . — Irish 
Times. 




COWARDICE IN THE FIELD. 

iMdy Frances Macadam. “This way, Haery. You follow me. I know eyeby yard of the country.” 

Ckiptain Barry Bruiser (of the Buffs — with a beautiftd Una of country in front of him). “Sobby, Aunt, but I daren’t. I Ve losi all my * nkbvr ' 
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AT A MOIVIENrS NOTICE. 

Chapter II. 


As I said before, it must naturally be a nasty jar for any 
fellow to find bimself suddenly reduced, tbrougb no fault 
of liis own, to the position of a monkey on a piano-organ. 
And I don’t mind admitting that, for a moment or two, I 
was regularly flummoxed. After that, oddly enough. I 
began to see that in some ways it was almost a re hef. r .:• 
one thing, I didn’t feel nearly such a fool. 

You see, for a man who prides himself on dressing cor- 
rectly, it’s impossible to feel at ease in Pall Mall with 
nothing on but a plaid tunic fastened up the back with 
mother-o’ -pearl buttons, and a friU round the neck. But, 
for a monkey, it’s quite correct kit— if it isn’t actually 
classy. And I hadn’t got to lunch at the Junior Beaufort 
in it either, which was a let-off. 

Another thing : without being what you would caU extrava- ! 
gant, I never have been able to live within my income. Con- 
sequently, my affairs had got into a regular beastly mess. I 
was simply up to my neck in money worries of all kinds. 
Well, I was out of them aU now. Nobody would dream of 
serving me with a writ. 

Again, I ’d every reason to suppose that the Reggie Bmi- 
MORE of old must have pegged out---or else I shouldn’t be 
where I icas. But I was aln^e at aU events— and that’s 
something. Isn’t there a proverb about a live monkey being 
better than a dead policeman ? So altogether I bucked up 
sooner than might have been expected. 

I didn’t attempt to leave the organ. To tell you the truth, | 
it wouldn’t have been any good, as I was attached to the 
confounded instrument by a stoutish cord and a leather belt j 
round my waist. 

Nor yet, though, as we passed down Pall Mall, I met 
several men I knew, did I hail them and explain the fix 
I was in. What was the use ? The right words vrouldn’t 
come : I didn’t understand what I said myself, so how could 
I expect anj^'orie else to ? Besides, I ’d a sort of feeling that 
it wouldn’t be quite Cricket. I know I shouldn’t have cared 
to be appealed to as an old pal by a monkey on an organ. 

No, since that was what I had come down to, it seemed to 
me that the manly thing to do was to grin and bear it — ^to 
play the monkey, in short, for aH it was worth. People were 
always telling me I ought to make a fresh start, and do 
something for my living. Now perhaps they would be 
satisfied ! 

There was just one thing though, that caused me a pang 
when I remembered it. This change in my mode of life 
would prevent me from dining at my Aunt Selesta’s that 
evening. She didn’t often ask me, and when she did I 
seldom went — ^for her parties are, as a rule, devilish duU. 

! But somehow I had been rather looking forward to this 
particular dinner. My cousin Phyllis would be there now 
— which made all the difference. She only came out last 
year, and, so I understand, with considerable success. I 
know I saw her described as “ the lovely Miss Adeake ” in 
the Society journals, and as being present at every smart 
party of the season. I only met her very occasionally, but 
she seemed to me no end improved since I remembered her 
in a pigtail — ^in fact, she ’d grown into an absolute ripper — 
though perhaps a little bit above herself, inclined to be 
airified, if you know what I mean. 

She hadn’t taken much notice of me, so fax — seemed 
indeed to consider I had become rather a pifller. But I ’d 
been hoping that I might sit next to her, perhaps even take 
her in to dinner that evening. Then I could let her see, that 
there was a more serious side to my character than I chose to 
show the world. Of course all that was out of the question 
now. 


No matter ! I might have been a failure as a man — but, 
hang it all ! wdth my education and intelligence, any monkey 
ought to have a fine career before it! Pall Mall — as the 
couple of idiots with my piano-organ might have known — 
is a most unsuitable place for a street performance, but, as 
soon a«! we were rerrrhted to halt without being moved on, 
I was de'eri.'!:;- i lj sh-.'W the public that I was a cut above 
the ordinary professional. 

I should have preferred Trafalgar Square as a pitch, hut 
my two ruffians took me up a small lane near the National 
Grallery, and across Coventry Street into Soho, and I didn’t 
get a chance of displaying my abilities till we stopped in a 
slum off War dour Street. 

My idea was to surprise the audience by giving them a 
cake-walk, in which I hoped to make some sensation. But 
it didn’t come off, somehow. It wasn’t nervousness exactly 
—that would have been ridiculous when they were all so 
young. I fancy the cord hampered me, and my tail kept 
getting in the way, too— and then the tunes I was expected 
to dance to! I’ve noticed that a monkey generally has 
rather poor luck in the music he ’s sent out with, and I ’ll 
defy anyone to cakewalk to ''Jerusalem^' or Killarney'' 
and put any kind of “ go ” into it. 

So I gave it up, and just jumped about anyhow, accom- 
panying myself on the tambourine. But the bally tambourine 
had two of the jingling thinguminies missing and loouldnt 
keep time. I don’t believe I got much more music out of it 
than an ordinary monkey woiild have, I really don’t. 

However, my chance came presently. One of the organ 
J ohnnies banded me up a little wooden musket. ‘‘ Wliat-oh ! ’ ’ 
I said to myself. ''Now I’ll open their eyes!” For of 
course you can’t be in a Volunteer corps, even for a short 
time, without knowing more about the manned exercise than 
your average monkey. 

I had got rustier in the drill than I thought, and besides it 
was a rotten little rifle to handle when you ’re so long in the 
arms, and haven’t learnt to control them completely. Still, 
it was a fairly creditable performance and improved with 
practice, though quite thrown away on such audiences as I 
had. 

Not that I was a failure — don’t imagine that for a moment. 
I should think I took at least thirteen halfpence in the first 
ten minutes — ^more than I had ever earned before in all my 
life! But it went rather against the grain to take the 
money — especially from some poor little beggar who obviously 
belonged to quite the lower orders. I should like to have 
said, “ Don’t you be a young ass — ^run away and spend your 
halfpenny on sweets instead of squandering it on these laz;y 
bounders!” But whenever I did reject a copper I got a 
tug at the belt that nearly cut me in two. 

I should say we gave a matinee that afternoon in every 
street in Soho. I was getting quite knocked up, for I had 
had no lunch. At least I don’t call half a cracknel biscuit 
and the over-ripe end of a banana “lunch.” myself. Mokty 
would have done me to rights at the J unior Beaufort. 

We stopped at last outside a small public just off Oxford 
Street, and my men went inside for refreshment. They might 
have thought of sending me out a whisky-and-soda — but not 
they!^ So I sat on the top of the piano in the sunshine, 
keeping a wary eye on my tail, which some of the little brutes 
of children thought it funny to pull. 

When we moved off again in the direction of the Marble 
Arch, I felt more cheerful. Thank Heaven ! we had got back 
into a civilised region again. There would be people there 
capable of appreciating real talent when they saw it. Suppose 
— only suppose— some music-hall manager happened to he in 
the crowd and offered me an engagement ? Why not ? I 
ought to he able to wear evening clothes, order a little dinner, 
and smoke a cigar on the stage better than a bally Chimpanzee 
who ’d never done the real thing in any kind of society ! 
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Great Scot ! I might be earning my after a disap^inting interval of in- six weeks ago, as I was walking along 
hundred quid a week before long-^ activity, he succeeded in hooking a i Kensington ttgh Street on my way to 
which I should never have done as gudgeon. This time he safely landed Ae ^\^te Sale at Messrs. ToEm a>d 
Reggie B-U-UMoee. And I’d alwavs had it and bore it back to Bolton in triumph Deiis, the pavement bemgveiy crowded, 
a hankering after the stage, and should as an illustration, not only of his own a perambulator which was bemg wheeled 
have "-one on it long before, if it didn’t prowess, but of this freakish law of by a nursemaid ran over my nght foot, 

' cut into one’s evenings so. repeated historj' which we call eoinci- causing me ^nous paii^ as 1 had on a 

^ I was stdl indulging these golden dence. The fish, carefully stuffed, is new pair of boots. Ccntrelhrg my 
' dreams when I was brought up with a now an honoured ornament on the walls temper as well as I couiJ i _My 

! round turn. . . . There was a victoria of the canteen of the local society for good girl, do look whme you are conimg 
standing outside a glove and fan shop the prosecution of psychical research. j to ! ’ About a fortnight, or it might 
we were coming to, and on the box I A Cambridgeshire Vicar writes :-“I hpe been three weeks later, I was shop- 
reco'^nised Tchbridge, my aunt’s coach- had just come this morning to the third piiig ^eet, not more than a 


I might be earning my after a disappointing interval of in 
a week before long-^ activity, he succeeded in hooking j 


1 - ' six weeks ago, as I was walking along 
a i Kensington High Street on my way to 


' to, and on the box I A Cambridgeshire Vicar writes “I have been three weeks later, I was shop- 
RiDGE, my aunt’s coach- had just come this morning to the third ping in Higli Street, not more than a 
the carriage as I saw head of my discourse when a starling, hundred yards from where my accident 


[ when our respective vehicles were along- 


hitherto remained perdu occurred, when, as I was coming out of a 


side, sat my cousin^ Phyllis, looking 
simply ripping! Upon my word, I 

didn’t quite know icliat to do. ; 

I knew she must have seen ' 
me, for she smiled in that 
perfectly fetching way she, 
has. My hand flew to my hat ; 
instinctively, but the infernal > ' 'i - 

elastic made it fly back and ; 
catch me on the ear. Then, 
recollecting myself, I gave ; ' 

what I am afraid was a rather ■ * “ 
sketchy rendering of the mili- ^ ^ ' 

tary salute, and at that same i 
instant my aunt came out of! 
the fan and glove shop, fol-| 
lowed hy an assistant with' 
parcels. I felt most beastly Mr 
awkward — all but lost my 
head — and wished more than 
ever that the frill round my 
neck had been a trifle cleaner, y ‘d\ 

But something had to be 
done, and, as luck would have 
it, I was stiU carrying the 
little wooden musket. So, as ^ _ 
my aunt was about to step 

into the carriage, I presented 

arms. _ 1 

'It was a joUy decent 
“present,” too-though I say ■ 
it myself ! , can do be- 


looking among the rafters, flew down among chemist’s with a small bottle of ammoni- 


the congregation and completely dis- 






\ 













Sergeant {Irish Guards). “ScEE an’ you, a future Field Marsh.u. 
CAN DO BETTER THAN SPELL S-T-I-F-I-O-T-T FOR * CERTIFICATE ’ ? ” 


ated quinine in my hand, I saw a hicychst, 

riding close to the kerb, run 

j into an elderly gentleman who 
j was about to cross the street, 
i You can imagine my surprise 
; when the gentleman, who was 
; seriously shaken, contented 
I himself by saying, ‘ My good 
; Sir, do look where you are 
coming to 1 ’ 

retired civil servant 
writes from Gripsy HOI : — “ As 
\ ^ leaving the Crystal 

1 Palace after an afternoon per- 
^ formance of the pantomime to 

^ \ which I had taken my two 

j youngest children, I was 
accosted by a respectable 
young man, evidently in the 
direst destitution, who begged 
me to help him to pay his 
^ railway fare to Southampton, | 
\ Yrhere he had been promised | 
work in a bakery by his step- 
father. He produced a batch 
of testimonials which spoke 
highest terms of his 
honesty and sobriety, so I 
“T^ handed him half a sovereign, 
which he promised to repay 
D Marshal, arrival. A month later 

.... I went to a matinee at the 




^ I Drummer Boy (smart lit^ Cockney, emphatically). “Nobody coulds’t ^ ^ ^ j 

COINCIDENOES. — — out, precisely at the same spot 

. organised attention for some minutes the same man greeted me with precisely 

[The foUowmg mterestuw until tile verger succeeded in catching the same story. In short the coincidence 

afS^dlpoer^ Prafe'^orl^EaSE^ the it in one of the offertory bags. TKe would have b^n absolutely complete 

Petersen University, Wisconsin, who is sta^ curious thing is that at the precise only that on the second occasion my 

to be preparing a work on this fascinating moment when the interruption occurred children were not with me, and that 

study.] I was likening the life of man to the when I said to him, ‘ You told me that 

A chemist’s assistant at Bolton records flight of an eagle.” story a month ago and I gave you half 

a very curious experience. He was A Lady who prefers to remain name- a sovereign,’ he simply_ bolted off, and I 
fishing in a neighbouring stream daring less writes from Ladbroke Grove: — “A have never seen him since. _ I forgot to 
a summer holiday in 1893. ilter some really extraordinary coincidence occurred mention that the name of his stepfather 
hours of failure he chanced to hook a last week. I was dining with a party at Southampton was Hendei^ii, which 
oudgeon. After playing the fish for some of friends at a London restaurant when was my wife’s mother’s maiden name, 
rime until it was thoroughly exhausted, we were asked by the manager to give which made the coincidence even more 
he made an effort to pull it from the him the initials of our Christian names surprising. ” 
water, but on his inadvertently jerking in order that the chef might mould „ t-, 

the line the fish escaped. In 1904 the an ice into the form of the letters. We Fotodation or A Chair or French for 

miglAr was again at this spot, on the did so, and— wiR you believe it?— aH the DuiVERSirr or Liverpool.— It is pr^ 
very same day of the year— not the the guests had names beginning with A posed that the occupant of this chair 
same date precisely, hut the same day, except three.” shah^ always respectfully entitled Ph-e 

the first Monday in August— and again, A Kensington llfcitron writes “ Some La Ghatse. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

In undertaking to wiite TJte Life of the Marquis of 
Dufferin and Ava (John Mueray), Sir Alfred Ly-ILL assumed 
a task difiB.cnlt from the very rickness of the ore in the mine 
he -worked. There are few men in English 
history who have worked 'through so busy 
and varied a public life as that Lord Dcf- 
FERiN adorned. A peer whilst yet a school- 
boy, master of a rich estate, he was sur- 
rounded by temptations to which many born 
to similar circumstances have succumbed, j 
From childhood, guided and counselled by I 
a mother whose companionship was the! 
most precious of his privileges, he kept the path of honour j 
and self-respect. His successive public services are fami- 
har to the world, being indeed chapters of English history. 
Whether Governor-General in Canada, Ambassador at 
St. Petersburg, on special mission in Egypt, Viceroy of 
India, Ambassador at Pome and at Paris, he was always 
topside, holding the position without treading on other 
people’s toes. A literary man, as testified by the classic 
Letters from High Latitudes, he was a pubhc speaker whose 
glowing periods habitually reached the height of oratory. 
He was that rare combination, a brilliant yet a lovable man. 
Wherever he went, whatever might be his mission, he, 
whilst uncompromisingly performing it, achieved its end 
in a manner that endeared him even to the worsted adver- 
sary. He was, perhaps, the only man from whom the present 
Sultan heard the truth about himself and his ways of doing 
business. Yet when Lord Dufferin left Constantinople on 
his Egyptian mission during the Arabi revolt Abdul Hamid 
almost shed tears and longed for his return. That such a 
career, trodden with unfaiHngly lofty step, should have ended 
in sordid tragedy, is one of the most pathetic things my 
Baronite knows in Biography. When all is remembered, it is 
curious to read in a letter describing his visit to America, 
written during his Canadian administration, an account of a 
play he saw in New York. ‘‘ The principal character,” he 
writes, “ was well acted, typifying the native speculator who 
ruins himself and his hriends several times over by his mag- 
nificent operations.” The two volumes through which the 
story runs form a masterpiece of biographical art. The 
writer never obtrudes his own personality, devoting sound 
judgment and consummate skill to moulding in just propor- 
tion the figure and lineaments of his subject. 



The Foot, "by Orme Agnus (Ward, Lock & Co.), is a 
powerfully “Written novel of a Zolaesc[ue type, though 
quite free from anything that could be considered as an 
approach to the objectionable characteristics of the French 
novelist’s work. The Root means “the root of all evil,” 
which in this instance is a sum of money that has no 
existence save in the imagination of some of the more 
covetous, artfully scheming, and sordid peasantry of a W^est 
Country village. The reader, an he be a thorough Lon- 
doner, will have to face the difficulties presented hy the 
West Country dialect in which all the conversation is 
written. Yet the bold lector who, not being a 
Northerner, has mastered 'the crackjaw compli- 
cations in dialogue of A Window in Thrums, 
and The Stickit Minister, or, knowing nothing 
whatever of the jargon of the plantation negro, 
has laboriously familiarised himself with the 
queer sentences and odd expressions used by 
Undle Remus, the bold lector, I say, whose patience 
has triumphed over the foregoing difficulties, will find the 
Dorset dialect a mere little holiday task hy comparison. The 
characters are admirably drawn, and though the story is so 
slight and simple that it can scarcely be dignified by the 



name of plot Vet the reader’s curiosity is sufficiently aroused 
and the interest is sustained to the end. 


Messrs. Dent have added Venice to their series of guides 
to mediaeval towns. The letterpress is contributed by 
^Ir. Thomas Okey, and the illustrations by Mss Nellie 
Erichson. Both are admirable. ^Vhilst the work is excellent 
for the ordinary purposes of a guide hook, taking the reader 
by tbe hand and leading him -with sympathetic guidance 
through the main points of interest in the city that loomed 
large in Europe through eleven centuries, fully one half [of 
the volume is devoted to concise hut comprehensive history 
of its people. Indispensable to those about to visit Venice, 
it win as a work of hteratm-e he found interesting to those 
w'ho, like my Baronite, stay at home. Further recommenda- 
tion is that, though running to 433 pages of legible type, the 
book is printed on a special paper that suits it for the pocket. 


The Baron has great pleasure in recommending to aU and 
sundry The Vacillations of Hazel, by Mabel Barnes-Grundy 
(Arrowsmith). There is in this story an originality of idea and 
a freshness of treatment that will rivet the attention of the 
most jaded novel-reader. It would be perfect were not Miss 
HazeTs naivete too persistently exploited. The characters are 
well drawn, especially those of the old gardener Sammy, and 
of the aunt with her own sad experience of life. 


Heart and soul was the late Mr. Frederic Kitton in his 
most interesting and absolutely exhaustive work on The 
Dickens Country (A. & 0. Black). All that he wrote about 
our great novelist was to him a labour of love ; nor must 
any one who lakes up this hook fail to read the preface 
admii'ably -written hy Mr. Arthur Waugh. Personally the 
Baron wishes that Kitton could have had John Forster’s 
opportunities, that he could have been the companion of 
Dickens, and could have been to him as Boswell was to 
J OHNSON. On the other hand the world has the benefit of 
the work both of Forster, the contemporaiy biographer, 
and of the much younger man who was, at a distance of 
time, tbe devoted worshipper of Charles Dickens. What 
Mr. Kitton did not know concerning the hterary life and 
labour of Charles Dickens is not worth knowing. In 
one respect, like Mr, Dick, he is always setting us right 
and demohshing legends which have grown up about 
Dickensian characters and localities. He collects evidence 
from all sources, weighs it carefully, and pronounces upon 
it judicially. One among many noteworthy instances of this 
occurs in the case of the Gheeryble Brothers, those amiable 
philanthropists dear to every reader of Nicholas Nicklehy. 
Although Dickens himself alludes to the originals of these 
brothers in his preface to Nicholas Nicklehy, yet it was for a 
long time a very general impression that their prototypes were 
the heads of a great commercial house in London, whereas, as 
it now appears, they were, out of aU question, William and 
Daniel Grant, Merchants of Ramsbottom and Manchester, with 
whom the novelist declared he 
had “never exchanged any com- 
munication in his hfe.” Then 
again — but hold, ‘enough ! — ^for 
if the Baron allows himself to 
he lured into talking of Dickens- 
ian matters, the premises of his* 

Booking-Office would have to be 
considerably enlarged. So once 
more’ he strongly recommends 
to all his r*eaders the immediate 
acquisition of Kitton’s latest 
and, alas ! his last work, entitled 
The Dickens Country, 
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PERNICIOUS PRAISE. 

Vr Thinlij ^v(PAi<irfs {hiild'tng forth) “By Jove, I’m awfully keek on hintin’. Ain’t You, wnAT?” 

Jfornd Boil. Yes, by Jove, he is keen. WriY,.wHEN he wasn’t iii'niin’ the Fox, he wvs huntin’ ms Hoese ' ” 


\K NEW MODE IN HaNEYMOONS. 

[“Africa, it would seem, is Becoming quite 
a favouilto resort for vSociety’s iDridal couples.” 
— Extract from report of a recent fashionahlc 
^^eA(hng.] 

Honeymoon Gossip. 

(From our special correspondents all over 
the irorld ) 

Mr, and Mrs. Fullalo\e, wlio, it will 
be remeinbered, are lioneymooning in 
Dahomey, have been mixing with quite 
the gayest set in that country. On the 
2oth, writes our correspondent, they 
attended a state banquet at Abomey, 
since when they have l^een lost sight of 
— though reports from the natives sug- 
gest that they have penetrated into the 
interior. 

Lord and Lady Sands have j list con- 
cluded a deliglitful six weeks in the 
Sahara. They are now pushing home with 
all speed in order to take the waters, i ^ 

The Rev. Silas and Mrs. Loviboi^d, 


who are spending their honeymoon in 
the level country round Timbuctoo, are, 
we understand, living very quietly, and 
mixing as little as possible with the 
indigenous cassowaries. 

Mucli sympatliy is felt with Mrs. 
Crocker, who arrived in London yester- 
day with a sun-umbrella and a mosquito- 
net as sole mementos of her husband. 

The late Chptain’s unfortimate en- 
counter with an alligator while the 
former was on his honeymoon up the 
Niger in a collapsible boat will be fresh 
in the minds of our readers. 

balladp: of spring. 

The guUs have left vSt. James’s Park 
To mate by fashionable seas ; 

With joyful quack the ducks remaik, 

‘‘ How good to see the last of these ! 
Now may we swim where’er we please, 
Nor shall these pauper aliens clear 
Our loaves and fishes whilst we freeze — 
Winter has flown and Spring is here.” 


Now hats that served when days were 
dark 

Are flung aside by dainty Slies 
As quaint survivals of the Ark, 

And off they hasten to Louise. 
Pneumonia ” blouses court tlie breeze, 
And doctors, seeing Fortune near, 
Already count their swelling fees — 
Winter Jias flown and Spring is here. 

Now swells the tide of traffic. Hark ! 

The roar grows loud by swift degrees ! 
Long blocks ” detain the fuming clerk, 
And dowagers use big, big Ds. ; 

Now navvies at their idle ease 
Zareeb themselves with cans of beer 
Among the motors and the gees— 
Winter has flown and Spring is here. 


When trenches, deeper than your knees, 
In Piccadilly first appear, 

Then know, though budless stiU the 
trees, 

Winter has flown and Spring is here. 
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THt IGNORANCE OF ARTHUR : AN APOLOGY. 

fBeniiX a reply to a leeent Lil^eial (^aitooii depicting Mi Balfouu u 
a Bubw"-iii a-Woo<l, so al)\sniall\ igiiuumt that he actually “doesn’t 
know when the Geiieial Eiection will b.* "] 

‘'A sTjrpLP: Child that lightly draws its breath *’ — 

Yet they complain because it lacks the skill 
To fix the date of its impending death ! 

What should it know of things like that? Why, nii 

Scant reverence they yield to childhood’s charms, 
Whereof the most engaging trait is this — 

From foolish wisdom’s preconceived alarms 
To live aloof where ignorance is bliss. 

Untaught of journals (they escape his eye) 

Which vent the Lilieral views of grown-np men, 

How could he guess that he was doomed to die, 

The only point at issue being when? 

How could the horrid thought have well occurred 
That he was “ lingering like an unloved guest,” 

Like that iwrrnetrah.ly hardened bird 

Which V. 1 , : , T at Calverley’s request? 

Did Aethur ever read that poignant verse ? 

Did he attempt to work the problem out, 

And gravely put to liis embarrassed nurse 
This question, full of philosophic doubt ? — 

“ How was it, if he wished to have it stuffed, 

The notion never entered in his head 
To take it finuly by the ‘ enchanting tuft ’ 

And wring its shameless neck till it was dead ?” 

If so, the answer was not tar to seek, 

And easily explained the author’s pHght : 

His parrot, at a pinch, could boast a beak, 

And would not hesitate {he knew) to bite. 

Who ’d blame the brute ? Man, too, defends his hide, 
And, if you want your enemy’s soul dispersed, 
Failing his natural death or suicide, 

You must contiive somehow to kill him first. 

That ’s the omission Russia makes to-day 

When she appeals to Heaven that war may cease. 

And marvels why the laggard Japs delay — 

Poor hopeless imbeciles !— to sue for peace. 

But as for Arthur and the baffled hopes 
Haunting our Thameski Sohor’s hungry eyes 
That curse liis ignorance of horoscopes 
Whereby to tell the month of his demise — 

I like his attitude, I like his airs 
Of Ignorance so utter, so complete, 

The very same that Thomas Atkins wears, 

Who never hnoirfi precisely tvhen he ’6* heat, 0. S. 


What a Bore ! — Speaking of the unparalleled difficulties 
overcome by the engineers in the construction of the Simplon 
Tunnel, the Evenmg Neivs remarks that after six and a 
quarter miles of boring from each end, “ the workers on the 
Italian and Swiss sides of the nionntain had to meet at 
exactly the same spot.” But surely their difficulties were 
not to be compared with those experienced in cases where 
the engineers have had to meet at places half a mile apart. 


I HONOURIIMG SHAKSPEARE. 

! IxFLiENTiAL and representative meetings in favour of, or in 
I opposition to, the proposed Sluikspeare Memorial continue to 
1 be held daily, so frequently, indeed, that the ordinary Press 
‘cannot cope with them Mr. Punch is, however, able to deal 
!this week with one such important ljut overlooked gathering. 

: The IJ^Ieeting was held in the ball-room in Mr. Sidney Lee’s 
I beautiful bouse at Kensington, and tlieie were present, inter 
alia, Mr. OossE, Mr. Hall Caine, and the verger of Stratford- 
on-Avon cliurch. Mr. Beerbohm Tree occupied the chair. 

After the Cliainnaii had made some opening remarks he read 
a number of letters from eminent persons who were unahlo to 
lie present, among themHACKENScmriDT, who favours the Memo- 
rial scheme, Father Gapon, who is still on the fence, and 
Mr. Walkley, wdio supports every movement impaitiaUy. 

Mr. Sidney Lee said that no one could he a more whole- 
lieartecl admirer of Shakspeare than himself. He had an 
arrangement by which Avon water w'as laid on at his house 
at Kensington for use both in his tub and in Ins tea. He 
doubted if anyone present could say as much. (Sensation and 
prolonged cheering.) He had also written the poet’s Life. 
{Frantic applause.) But when it came to a Kational Memorial 
he felt it bis duty to move very slowly. There were not only 
pros hut there w^ere cons. (Cheers.) For himself be wns both 
a Conner and a proser. (“ Hear ! hear! ”J Possibly a strongly- 
worded whip calling upon everyone to purchase the standard 
Life of the poet might meet the case. Possibly not. At 
present he preferred to think about it and give no opinion. 

Mr. Badger said he was not often drawn ; lie lived for the 
most part a very retired life ; but the name of Shakspeare 
always sent him to his cheque book. (Cheers.) There wms 
no money lie was not prepared to give for a Shakspeare 
Memorial. (Cheers.) He could not say why, but there it w^as. 
It was his hobby. One man had a yacht, another a race- 
horse . his own line w\as Shakspeare He hoped that no one 
present intended to say a word against the Bard. 

Mr. Choate, the American Ambassador, in a witty speech, 
said that if the right place for a poet’s memorial were in the 
midst of his greatest admirers the Shaksioeare Memorial 
should be erected not here at all but in America. (Whistles.) 

Miss Marie Corelli, wTio was received with Kentish fire, 
said that Stratford-on-Avon was, in her opinion, the best 
national memorial to Shakspeare. London did not need any- 
thing else. W as there not a Shakspearian statue in Leicester 
Square ? One or two discreet and powerful admirers of the 
poet could and would do more to keep his name before the 
public than any Memorial w^as likely to. As for Mr. Lee’s 
boast about his use of Avon water, that w^as doubtless very 
clever ; hut for her part she would not dare to rob the Avon 
of a drop. On the contrary, she often augmented the sacred 
river wdtli her tears. But she should discontinue the practice 
now that she knew the fluid found its wTiy into Mr. Lee’s 
tea. 

Dr. Furnivall declared it as his conviction that the objec- 
tion to the Memorial was based solely on parsimonyu Every- 
body must approve of it, but a certain proportion were so 
afraid of being asked for a subscription that they affected 
disapproval. The idea of erecting a building in- Shakspeare’ s 
honour at this date was so sound that it must he approved, 
except by the pitifully mean and miserly. 

Mr. G. Bernard Shaw warmly opposed any Memorial to the 
poet. Personally, he had no opinion of any dramatist whose 
work was produced at night, as Shakspeare’s undoubtedly had 
been. He liiinself was a daylight dramatist, and shoqld 
remain one. Nothing was so vulgar as to be performed at 
night. His idea of a play was one which half the audience 
could' not see because of the matinee hats, and half could not 
hear because of the altercations with the ladies wlio wore them. 
So far as he had been able to discover, Shakspeare’s^ plays 
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‘THE EARTHLY PARADISE.” 


“\Vn\T REVSON DID HE GIVE FOR WISHING TO BREAK OFF THE CNGAGEMENT^&O SOON?” 

“He said the report tiut he was engaged to me had not extended ihr credit nearly 

AS MDCir AS HE HAD HOPED FOR ” 


liad boon botli ^fvn and Iieind, The j 
Hei^T tbin.Lj to dcj \\ith SirAKSPLAiiE was to ■ 
forgot Lilli. 

Tlio vcrgor < )f Stratford - on - Avon : 
cluircli said that undoubtedly tlio coniity 
Lad got Lold of a good tiling in William ! 
SfiAKSPEVRK, and it would be a tlioiisaild ' 
pities nut to Leliavc accordingly. He ; 
was not iinicdi of a reader liiinself, but ! 
Le flattered liiiiiscdf tliat Lo knew wliat j 
was wliat when lie met it. WLeii lie saw ' 
men like Mr. Eno come forwanl with' 
tlieir elieque-buoks in tlieir Lauds he 
was certain Le was on tlic riglit side. ; 
But Le could support nothing tliat ' 
diverted interest in Shakspfare fnan ' 
Stratford-on-Avon ; any ]\Iemorial there ; 
might be must be erected there. He 
Lad heard it said that the Lest sendee i 
that could be clone to Shaksphuie’s | 
memory would be to put a barljod-wire 
fence round Stiatford-on-Avon ; but he 
had no notion what the speaker could 
mean — especially as if it was baihed no 
one could sit on it. Shakspkare could 
not be better honoured than at his 
birthplace. Some visitors were so imicli 
interested in his tomb that they didn’t 
ask fur any change out of lialf-a-crown. 

Mr. Gosse said that if a good service- 
able model of wliat English people can 
do in the way of Memorials were needed 
there was one in Kensington Gardens, 
exactly opposite the Albert Hall. In 
the speaker’s opinion SmvKSPEUiE should 
have a Memorial like that. In fact the 
poet himself clamoured for one. {Pro- 
found sensation,) If they would turn 
to Fichard II,, Act V., Scene 1, they 
would find the reference : ‘‘ My gilt be 
on my head, and there an end.” It is 
true that in the Albert Memorial the 
gilt was all over ; but Shakspe-ARE had 
always known where to stop. He, the 
speaker, personally should vote for an 
Albert Memorial for the poet, with only 
the head gilt. 

Mr.' W. S. Gilbert supported the 
Memorial absolutely. England was, he 
said, the very best country in xvhich 
such tributes could be fostered. We 
had the tine Memorial spirit. As an 
example of our fitness to' build and 
support Memorials, the speaker pointed 
to the Imperial Institute. What could 
be more useful ? he asked. Dr take the 
Stratford-on-Avon trustees and the con- 
spicuous success and hamiony with 
which they managed their iiffairs. By 
all means, let us have a Shakspeare 
Memorial: it was just wdiat the poet 
needed. Why not at South Kensington 
or Etirl’s Court ? Or at Olympia, wliich 
is* still empty? He begged to propose 
Mr'. Imre Kiralfy as designer. 

■'Mr. Hall Caine said he rose with the 
utmost diffidence ; but it was one of the 
unwritten laws of his life thfit one man 
of letters should stand, by another. 
SmiKSPEARE’s fame ^ was undoubtedly in 


danger of being out-lustred by more 
modern writers, and it would perhaps 
be well, considering liig very creditable 
record, if steps were at once taken, 
before it was too late, to fix his memory. 
He, the speaker, had given considerable 
thought to the matter, and had come to 
the conclusion that the best form of 
Memorial was a statue. But here a 
difficidty presented itself — how, at this 
date, to get a likeness of the Bard? 
This difficulty, however, was happily 
not insuperable. He, the speaker, was 
perhaps the only man in the world who 
could help them out. He would sit to 
the sculptor himself. [Temfic ap'plause.) 


Mr. Sidney' Lee said he had now made 
up his mind that London certainly 
ought to have within it some continual 
visible reminder of SHAKSPumE’s exis- 
tence, 

Mr, Lang asked if Mr. Lee himself 
did not answer to that description. 

Mr. John Burns said that the best 
Memorial to Sh-\kspeare was a well- 
thumbed copy of his works. {''Shaftic I ”) 

With this revolutionary expression 
the' Meeting dissolved ; and it is stiU 
undecided whether SHAKsrKj\EE is to 
go on as he is or to continue to serve 
as a platform for those who like to be 
heard. 


168 


PUNCH, OE THE LONDON CHARIYAEL 


[j\£aroh 8, 1905. 


Algol. 


TO OUR BROTHER APE. 

ptfttktics are at hand to show that the wane-earning capacity of a 
well-tfaiiied monheT at the present day lepresents some thousands of 
pounds a year ] 

Ye hairy sprites that tlirougli the tropic scrub 
Do dodge the native’s well-directed club,. 

Or tail to tail in amorous festoons 
Traverse the Amazon’s remote lagoons ; 

Whose nimble fingers, xmdet erred by oaths,. 

Nightly remove the traveller’s underclothes, 

Or pinch his boots, or mirthfully insert 
The quivering centipede within his shirt , 

And ye sublime but comatose baboons 
That haunt the foothills of the Cameroons, 

Whose manners bear the undisputed brand 
That marks the subjects of the Fatherland ; 

And all ye other monkeys, broxvn and black. 

Ape, Guenon, Ijangur, Giiiboii and Macacqnc, 

Orang Utang, Gorilla, Chimpanzee, 

Desert the spruit and leave your native tree, 

And come to London town, where we assure you 
Fortune and Fame are waiting to allure you. 

Don the insignia of performing apes, 

And woo the Million wdth assorted japes, 

Grasping with rude but apprehending mind 
The nobler arts tliat dignify mankind. 

Take to a pipe, assume a taste for bitter, 

And leaiii to pky the banjo or the zither ; 

Wear fancy waistcoats, ride a motor bike, 

Sing comic songs, do anything you like, 

Only ai'rive, and lo 1 to watch your feats 
The curious throng will crowd the cheaper seats ; 

Ay, not a man in London but is willing, 

Foregoing lunch, to come and pay his shilhng. 

Or, if your free unfetteied apehood smart 
Beneath the tawdry cloak of borrowed art, 

Perform no wonders : simply sit and grin, 

And still the fidthy dross will tumble in ! 

We will not carp if your performance tally 
With that which graced the long-lamented Sally ; 

We will not look upon you as a bore 
Because your feats have all been done before 
By other apes anterior to you. 

Some on the Halls and others at the Zoo. 

Then hie thee hither, “ Barbary ’s nimble son,” 

Not wistfully pendent from the “ proffered bun,” 

As in tlie days of C.vlverley, nor ground 
By swart Italians on their daily round, 

But washed with care and combed with loving pride, 
And full of rich comestibles inside. 

Then come, ye lissom Troglodytes that rove 
Blithe but untrous^red through the spicy gre^ve, 
Hearing the artless native murmur “ Gosh ! ” 

Stung by the impact of the heavy squash. 

Or leaving private ends to spank with mild 
Corrective hand the Elephant his Child ; 

And ye that still in many a thievish clan 
Adorn the sacred fanes of Hindustan, 

Dusky EnteUus, Hanumaii and Rhesus, 

Come, and you’ll all wax opulent as Croesus. 

Our Halls are yours, a monumental sum 
Shall constitute your lionorarium, 

And you shall hold oxu* undisturbed affection 
From now imtd the General Election ! 


Imperial Historv.— On Monday last King Henry the Fifth 
hec^me Kii^y Henry the Fiftieth — perfonnance, as represented 
by Mr. Waller at the Imperial Theatre, Westminster. 


A JUBILEE. 

Ox Saturday, February 25, the A. D. C., that is, the 
Amateur Dramatic Club of Cambridge University, celebrated 
its Jubilee. The story of its life up to the present time was 
I told, within certain limits imposed by journalistic exigencies, 

' in the Daily Telegraph of that date, and the speech of the 
j Founder, as delivered at the banquet, was well reported in 
! the Horning Post of Monday, February 27. Mr. Punch 
. would like to record, at the earliest possible opportunity 
afforded him, the great success of this exceptional occasion. 

The Chairman of Ways and Means, the Right Hon. J. W. 

' Lowther, temporarily released from his onerous duties, led 
off the toasts and speeches by beamingly giving out the 
’ King’s gracious message of congratulations and good wishes 
j to the President of the A. D. 0., as representing the Club, 

I which was received with the utmost enthusiasm. For had 
i not his Majesty, when Prince of W^vles, ]jeen Patron of the 
Club, and had not his personal assistance and his kindly 
interest in its well-being been of the greatest value to the 
Club in its earlier days? Certainly; so the toast of our 
Ro^'al Benefactor was received with such extra hearty cheers 
1 as might agreealdy have surprised even the King himself, 

' had his Majesty, accustomed as he is to the heartiest ovations, 
j been present on this memorable evening. 

I That the Guest of the Evening was deeply touched by the 
affectionate reception given to him, and by tlie earnest 
attention accorded to him by everyone present, ceia va sans 
dire. He regretted the enforced absence of the Prime Minister, 
but was able to give an anecdote of Mr. B.vlfour when acting 
as prompter, furnished by Mr. Balfour himself. The speech 
of Professor ^ Sir Rich.vrt) Jebb, the oldest member present, 
except his neighbour at table, the Dean of Hereford, was most 
interesting. It was admirably replied to on behalf of “Actors 
past and present ” by Lord Willoughby de Eresby. 

The Colonial Secretary, the Right Hon. A. Lyttelton, sang 
the praises of the “ Treasurers past and present,” to which 
Mr. J. W. Clark, the Librarian of the University, and Mr. W. 
Durnford of King’s, separately, though bracketed together, as 
if they were to have joined in a duet, replied.^ Their speeches, i 
dealing with the most practical business of present and 
future, represented financial matters as quite a pleasant 
little holiday task. 

Then, in a neat speech, the present President of the A. D. C., 
Mr. C. H. Chalmers, cordially proposed the Chairman’s health, 
which was acclaimed as though the convives had not been 
cheering and hip-hip-hipping the whole evening, and evoked 
from the Cliainnan, as fresh and ready as ever, a most happily 
expressed tag that served as a triumphant finale to the 
banquet. 

But all was not over yet. Tlie Ancients had time to look 
about them ere quitting the GuildhaU, and not a few of the 
elder visitors, approaching the orchestra, whence had pro- 
ceeded the sweet strains that intioduced the courses and tlie 
two first speeches, suddenly started back, grasped each other’s 
arms, and exclaimed, in tones that Hamlet ought to employ 
when he sees his father’s ghost, “ ‘ 0 our prophetic souls ! ’ — 
can this possibly be that eminent violinist without whom, with 
his Stradivarius, years ago, and reckoning from before that 
date almost up to the present time, no undergraduate’s party 
was ever complete, whose real name few of us knew, biit ' 
who was thought of, addressed, and thoroughly respected as : 
‘Whiteheaded Bob’1 Is it? Nay, ’tis” Then one after i 
another takes him by the hand, greeting him most cordially, ' 
and Bob beams again as though he were but just a beginner 
on the violin, and as if, once again accompanied by his two 
faithful followers, erne on a cornet-a-piston and t’other on the 
harp, he were receiving some most exceptionally gratifying 
tribute of “bobs up” as a reward for his temporary services. 
Then we adjourn to the Club Rooms of the A. D. C,, and 
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HIS HOBBY. 

Friend {to Sports7nan, u-Jto has Just taken a toss Into a ploughed field). “Hulioa ’ Where o\ earth have you 
Sportsman. “Oh, ‘Back to the Land.’ At.ways vas a fad of mine, you know’” 


here at eleven, a A^ery late hour for commencing, is given ns 
the immortal “ Screen Scene,” capitally rendered by J. J. 
Quill as Sir Peter, Mr. Scholfield as Joseph, Mr. Tatham 
.as Oliarles, Mr. P. M. Herbert as Joseplis servant, and Mr. 
G. P. L. Orr, as a really admirable Lady Teazle. 

On a page in the programme facing that containing the 
cast of “The Screen Scene” is a “copy of the first pro- 
gramme of the Club.” What is it? Shakspeare? Sheridan? 
Victor Hugo? Moliere? Alas! the names of the authors 
are not mentioned, but those of the three pieces are — it was 
“a triple biH” — “A Fast Train! High Pressure IJ Express !!! 
The Burlesque Tragic Opera of Bomhastes Fiirloso, — To con- 
clude with (the laughable farce of) Did you eser send your 
Wife to OamberweTL ? ” 

Rather a leap and bound from the somewhat rough-and- 
tumble performance of an old Adelphi farce, dating from over 
fifty years ago, to the immortally-perfect comedy of Sheridan, 
not for any age but for all time. But Bomhastes is a classic, 
and even now this deponent is certain that, were it played by 
experienced actors possessing the true tragedy instinct for 
burlesque, Bomhastes Furioso, without its musical numbers, 
of which the raison d’etre has been entirely lost, if produced 
for a limited number of representations would achieve a 
remarkable success. This by the Avay. Then the entire 
entertainment Avas brought to an end by Mr. Soholfield’s 
well emphasised delivery of a sparkling epilogue, specially 
Avritten for the occasion by Professor Sir Richard Jebb, M.P., 
who, failing to appear in answer to the hearty appreciative 
plaudits of the audience, impressed upon us all by his 


absence that now indeed Avas the Avitchiug hour of j night, 
Avhen not to be either within College walls or safe in lodgings 
might result, eA^en on tliis special occasion, in priA^ate and 
personal visits having to be paid, by special request of 
tutors, to those in authority. So broke AA’-e up, and, as the 
hour of midnight boomed, all congratidated themseh’es on 
a triumphant finish to the Jubilee of the A. I). C., Avhich 
Avith the last stroke of midnight entered upon the fifty-first 
year of its happy existence. 


‘ li^t Henry fret, and all the world repine.” 

1 Hen VI V. 2. 

Good ucavs from WoLerhampton. Mr. Punch is delighted 
to be able to announce Sir Henry Irving’s triumphal progress 
through the state of ConA^alescence towards the domain of 
Perfect Health, Avhen he shah “ enjoy his own again.” 
Everyone Avill acclaim the festival of his Restoration, for, 
onc3 more to quote the evar-ready Bard, “ Whom shoidd Ave 
mat di with Henry ? ” 


In a testimonial dated from one of His Majesty’s ships we 
read, “ Whilst cruising the other day, one of the blades of our 
propeller came off, and I had to go and solder a spare one 
on. It was rather a long and tiring job, and I sincerely 
believe if it hadn’t been for - Cocoa I should never have 
got through.” It looks as if our friend the Handy Man had 
been pulling somebody’s leg. 
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THE DAILY BAWL. 

A Paper written exelnsively hy Footballers 
for Footballers. 

Unphetcdtced observers will readily 
admit that the lack of attention given 
to sport is the great deficiency of the 
modern Press. It will hardly be 
])elieved a century hence that whilst 
the brewer, the Nonconformist, and the 
stockbroker each had his owm particular 
paper, the footloaher had no daily organ 
in tlic Press, and that the very news in 
wliich the British public was chiefly 
interested was cut down to a miserable 
lialf-dozen columns or at best a couple 
of paltry pages. The Daily Bawl vrill 
supply this long'felt want. It will deal 
with the game, the whole game, and 
nothing but the game. For such a 
paper there was only one possible 
editor, and the proprietors are proud to 
announce that he has consented to fiU 
this responsible post. 

In the politics of the game the Daily 
Bawl ■will strive to hold the balance 
level between all parties. On the great 
question of the hour— the maximum 
wage — we shall take up a Balfourian 
attitude : Free Trade in players coupled 
with Protection for clubs. No offensive 
spirit of partisanship will be allowed to 
creep into our columns. We shall treat 
the First League and the Southern 
League with absolute impartiality. The 
reader wdll ever find us, as Mr. Hosea 
Biglow finely said, “facing South by 
North." 

Amongst the numerous features of 
interest we propose to introduce, our 
“Daily Bulletin" will perhaps prove 
most attractive Our readers will find 
in it, arranged in due order, a full 
account of the health, physical occupa- 
tion and mental occujiation (if any) of 
every first-class football player during 
the preceding twenty-four hours. 

Another novel feature wdll be “ Foot- 
ball in the Police Courts." The pro- 
prietors of the Daily Bawl feel that 
many instructive and amusing incidents 
of a footballer’s life never secure the 
attention they deserve. Therefore aU 
police-court CAses in which spectators 
are charged with assaulting referees, 
players, or each other, or in which 
players are alleged to have attacked 
onlookers, opponents, or referees, will 
receive their due — a verbatim report. 
The bare summaries given at present in 
the Press give a most inadequate idea 
of these interesting cases. 

Our Daily Financial Column will be 
conducted iDy an expert of great experi- 
ence. On all such questions as the 
.payment *of pl^iyers, the squaring of 
Cup-ties, and the amount of gate-money, 
his judgment will prove of immense 
value. 

Our Daily Market List, containing the 

transfer fee of every unsettled player, j 
will be of the greatest assistance to all 
club secretaries. I 

Nor do we intend to neglect the ■ 
growing amiy of lady football en- 1 
thusiasts Each day our Ladies’ Colmnn ; 
will contain a special interview with the | 
w’lfe of some famous football player. 
In our first number Mrs. Muggins, wife 
of the ever famous Muggins of the 
Tottenham Tramplers, wdll be “ At 
Home” to our inteiwiewer. Every [ 
Saturday we shall present our lady ; 
readers with a pattern of a match blouse. 
A thoughtful article by “Claudia Clear- 
the-Goal, of the British T1 eehly, on 
“Football as a Training for Sale 
Crushes,” wdll appear in an early iss'ue. 

As for the great League Games, it is 
our hope to give an account of every 
kick in every match. Important details, 
such as the pattern of the ^ referee’s 
knickers, the number of times the 
whistle was blown, the length of the 
interval in seconds, and the repartees 
of the crowd, will be carefully recorded 

Another feature will be a crisp Medical 
Colmnn. Every Monday it will be illus- 
trated by vivid photographs of the cuts, 
scratches, bruises and bites suffered by 
distinguished footballers in Saturday’s 
matches. But the Daily Bawl will be 
far from a gloomy paper. Though its 
medical column will show the seamy 
side of a footballer’s life, yet its page 
of “Dressing-Room Drivel” wdll show 
how the great men are able to forget 
their troubles and enjoy a jest even as 
the humblest onlooker might do. 

To an early issue it is expected that 
Mr. Rudyaed Kipling wiU contribute a 
“Hymn to be sung by referees before 
going into action.” Mr. Hall Caine’s 
great Serial Story, The Snare of the 
Fouler, will deal with the sad fate of a 
great centre forward w^hose methods of 
play were too strenuous, and will inci- 
dentally set the parable of the Good 
Samaritan in quite a new hght. Under 
bright breezy headings, such as “ Black- 
burn Blither," “Poinpey Piffle,” “Ful- 
ham Facetiae," “ Rot from Reading," 
experienced correspondents in every 
centre will furnish chatty daily notes. 

Still the proprietors of the Daily Bawl 
recognise that a p^iper should be some- 
thing more than an organ for retailing 
news. A journal without a moral motive 
is sure to fail. In these days conscience 
and circulation go together. So, in no 
spirit of arrogance, may we say that if 
we can make six spectators assist at a 
football match where only one assisted 
before, if we can give the British work- 
man the opportunity of thoughtfully 
criticising a great match every afternoon 
in the week, we shall have deserved well 
of the nation. Our ambition — perhaps 
a wild one — is to see Daily League Foot- 
ball. Does the cynical reader say this 

is a fantastic dream ? Let him remember 
that often the dreams of to-day are the 
realities of to-morrow. 

A GREAT SPECIALIST. 

Interesting Interview with Sir Oliver Lodge 

By Edary Belbie 

A WONDERFUL dome-shaped forehead 
shining -with white hght, wistful eyes of 
unfathomable lustre penetrating far be- 
yond the “flaming walls of the world,” 
as poor old Lucretius hath it, a finely 
chiselled anti-Grecian nose, a wise yet 
tender month, and a strenuous chin 
draped with a full Gothic heard — the 
whole set firmly on a massive frame, 
and garbed neatly hut austerely in the 
conventional liahilhnents of civilisation. 

So much for the outer man of the 
Principal of Birmingham University, 
whose heroic attack on orthodox methods 
of teaching mathematics has led to the 
famous phrase, “The fiuits of the battle 
of Waterloo were lost in the pages of 

COLENSO." 

But the inner man, the mighty mind, 
the mens agitans molem — how can any 
interviewer, no matter how susceptible 
to the emanations of genius, render 
even approximate justice to its sacred 
and self-sacrificing ebullitions ? F or j u st 
think for a moment of the tremendous 
surrender of opportunities involved in 
Oliver Lodge’s present attitude. Im- 
pelled alike by instinct and equipment 
to win undying laurels in the field of 
research, he is yet so permeated by the 
desire to promote the greatest efficiency 
of the greatest number that he has 
deliberately resolved to give up to the 
public what was meant for the labora- 
tory ! 

As we were ushered into Sir OuMiirt’s 
sanctum at Birmingham yesterday, with 
a glad smile he swept aside liis hooks and 
papers and expressed his readiness to 
devote an hour or two to the unfolding 
of his plan of campaign for the next 
few weeks. 

“ I suppose it must he the atmosphere 
of Birmingham,” he said half apologeti- 
cally, “and its infection of energy, that 
enables me to get through so much 
work. Just look at my list of engage- 
ments for the next fortnight,” and he 
handed me a type -written document 
which ran as follows : — 

March 8. —Presidential Address to the 
Sutton Coldfield Golf Club — “Christian 
Science as a cure for Foozling.” 

March 9. — ^Lecture at West Bromwich 
Tlieosophical Society — “Rational Dress 
for Astral bodies.” 

March 10. — Aston "Villa Debating 
Society — “Wireless telegraphy in the 
Cricket Field.” 

March 11. — Edgbaston Literary Society 
— “ The true theory of Puns.” 
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13.-- Boiiriivillt' Meclianics’ In- ^ 
Rtitntp (Mr. CADm'RY in tlio chair;- i 
Clairvoyance as a rneaii^ to coininercial ' 
success in the (Joeoa trade.” ! 

Marrh 14 .- The Piuin^er (lub - TVIe- 
pathy at Bridge.” 

March 15.— Xational Sporting Club ; 
— ‘‘ On the Vortex tlieory as aijplied to , 
clay pigeons.” | 

March 10. — Bimiingliam Town ITall , 
— Does Binninghani reallv want a 
Bishop?” _ _ ! 

‘'I perceive your post of Principal is ' 
no sinecure,” I observed, as I handed 
back the formidable list, 

Xo, indeed,” responded the great : 
scientist. ‘'But you must not imagine, 
that this is a complete list of my engage- ' 
ments. For instance, it takes no aa‘oiiiit j 
of interviews, speeches, or the WTiting ’ 
of a constant succession of articles for 
newspapers and magazines. At this 
moment I have no fewer than seven on ; 
hand, viz., ‘ Tiglit-lr.cing in the Dolo- j 
mites,’ ‘Prehiaiuric Cv okcr; ‘How to I 
Reform the Royal Society,’ ‘ The neglect 
of Association football at Rugby School,’ 

‘ On the place of the Turbine in Modern 
Orchestration,’ ‘ Devotional Dancing,’ 
and ‘ The Economics of the Three-Card 
Trick.’” 

“It must be very hard,” I observed, 
“to concentrate your attention on the 
matters which concern the immediate 
interest of the Birmingham University?” 

“Hard?” replied the Principal; “it 
is almost impossible. Take the case of 
Eton, for example. In conseg^uence of 
some severe but perfectly justifiable 
criticism on the futility of Etonian 
methods of education, I have been 
assailed in the pages of tlie School 
Magazine. It wo^d be treason to Bir- 
mingham for me to take this rebuke 
‘lying down,’ and I have accordingly 
arranged to attend a meeting of ‘ Pop ’ 
next week, at which I propose to vin- 
dicate and substantiate my charges, and 
at the same time to deliver a lecture on 
the peremptory need for substituting 
instruction in Hypnotism for Latin Verse 
in the school curriculum.” 

“I suppose you take some interest in 
the appointment of Dr. Warre’s suc- 
cessor ?” I asked. 

“Of course I do,” heartily rejoined 
Sir Oliver. “Holding that the present 
rigime is only fmitful in futility, I am 
bound to strain every nerve to promote 
the appointment of a strenuous and 
enlightened head-master, and have accord- 
ingly sent in my application for the post. 
I admit that it will be difficult to com- 
bine the duties of my new post wirii my 
journalistic engagements, but in view of 
the dearth of suitable candidates and the 
crying need of restoring Eton’s prestige 
I had no alternative but to compete. It 
wiU not, I think, involve a change of 
residence, as my new system of psychic 
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OVERHEARD fN A PICTURE GALLERY. 

Hushand (ai't eonnoissfu:), “What a perfect enamel!” 
Wife. “You ME.UT THEOXS IN THE BLACK HAT?” 


telegraphy will enable me to conduct aU 
the necessary business from Birming- 
ham.” 

As I looked at h is splendidly bulbous 
brow, which see i ?d to expand visibly 
during this momui tons recital, somehow 
or other the lines e ame into my head — 

“ And still the wonder grew 

One single head could cany aU he knew.” 

Stifling my amazement I asked, “Is it 
true. Sir Oliver, that your size in hats is 
Xo.9?” 

“Yes,” laughingly replied the great 
encyclopaedist, “ and the remarkable part 
of the thing is that when I came to 
Birmingham I used to wear a hat of 
exactly the same circumference as Mr. 
G-ladstoee, whereas now I require one 
two sizes larger.” 

“I suppose the fact is that the brain 


grows wath exercise j ust like the biceps ? ” 
I hazarded. 

“Precisely so,” replied the Principal. 
“But I fear that I must now conclude 
our interesting conversation, as I am 
expecting a representative of the Clmreh 
Times, to whom I have promised to* 
communicate my views on the Revival 
in Wales.” 

I apologised for detaining the Prin- 
cipal so long from tilt ui-c’ large of his 
official duties, and took an affectionate 
leave. And yet there are people who 
say that the world only produces second- 
rate men nowadays ! 


More Commercial Candour. 

“ Don’t go Elsewhere to be Swindled, 
Come to me.” 
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THE LITTLE THINGS. 

Come, lend a hand and lift me, Tom, and prop me in my bed ; 
There ’s tags and rags of things I ’ve done a-buzzing through 
my head. 

I \e got the word to sail to-night ; my port I do not know ; 
Blit I must clear the luiniDer off before it ’s time to go. 

I ain’t done much that ’s mighty good nor much that ’s very 
bad ; 

1 Ve had a knock-ont blow or two, and bits of fun I ’ve had. 

I ’ve done my turn of sailoring and took it as it came, 

And I ’ll be there — I always was — to answer to my name. 


It’s eased my mind to talk like this, and, now the anchor’s 
weighed, 

I’m off to face the wind and waves, and, Tom, I ain’t afraid. 

Trs. 


“SIDE LINES.” 


(From Our Ayony Columns.) 
j^OLD LADY. — Kow do you do your hair ? 

*‘She will have w.n^hippeis en'^v’ 

Who wears oui .,ii Lei lnr.w ” 


Have you bought those delightful revolving heels?— Noisy 

WOUSHIPPER. 


My head’s a whirl of little things; the bigger things are 
gone ; 

I mind the day I upped and fought my poor old brother Joim. 
I see my mother darning socks and smiling kind to me ; 

And didn’t father clout me once for spilling of my tea ! 

I see ray little sister S.m — I think she ’s standing there, 

A little bit of pinky bow a-shining in her hair. 

I ’ve not set eyes on S.vl for years ; hut, Tom, before I sail 
I’d like to say,l‘I-’m sorry, Sa.l, I pulled your kitten’s tail.” 

There ’s many other things I ’ve done, but there, I hear the 
bell; 

I know that where the others went I ’ ve got to go as well. 


]JOISY WORSHIPPER.-Oould not see me at King’s X, ? 

You should have one of Bogus’s compound' opera-glasses, 
purchasable on the Times system of monthly payments. No 
deposit. So near and yet so far ! — Bold Lady. 

JDOLD LADY. — Taste our Pension Tea and die. The l3eTt 
cure for melancholia and dyspepsia. Farewell till 
Tuesday,— ^Noisy Worshipper. 

^OISY WORSHIPPER. — Cannot walk, darling. Aip dying. 

Do not forget. (Buy BuriknrrCs Unique Memory System, 
of all booksellers.)— B old Lady. 

^OLD LADY. — “ One kiss — and then oblivinn.” B.ny pur 
blush eradicator, Is. IJci net. Try it in your bath. 
Of all chemists. — ^N oisy "Vy^QRSmppEiE. 



PEEFERENTIAL TREATMENT. 


M-vnaoer op TiiE T.uuff Eeform Stores (to Head M-OTer, Dr. Arth-r B-lf-r). “ THAT BOY MASTER HUGH 
CECIL HAS BEEN BREAKING MY WINDOWS. HE OUGHT TO BE EXPELLED ! ” 

Dr. a. B. “ WELL, BUT YOU SEE HE IS ONE OF OUR MOST TALENTED BOYS. WE CAN’T 
AFFORD TO LOSE HIM.” 
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AcCirCUT NO OuJEeT 


M)\ Balftwr “Pliotogi a piling my side of the House, eh? If you’ll give me a few minutes 
I ’ll send for my friends and you shall take a nice group of us all together ' ” 

Messrs Lhni'J-Geurrie and McKenna. ‘‘ Oh I no, thank you ; we piefer a very rapid exposure — 
a snap-shot will answer our pui*pose perfectly ’ ” 


' ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. ■ 

Exfiiiiito ii'ioi jiiu Ic \i;t t>» Tk:;y, !M.P. 

I House (if f^omuuius Mamhuj iihjJii . — 
i Pretty tr» li< av m diio tine ]i,ir lire- retain 
I to la^t the CioLl nt lucieiiiK (H^ness. John 
i KnvsVWAV, tl](iti£:;li md elJ -^Tate^iiieu 
is nut exai'tly a eliiekoHi Mik li water 
lias jtasMMi under Kxeter Tirid,f^e since 
he went ‘M )n Shlumvv's Piaek.’’ Tla* 
Aiiieneaii (huieral, as know, managed 
to get away : hut that was tlie fortune oi‘ , 
war. IvENNUtAY liad the satisfaetion of 
deseriliiiig liis ])ersonal exiieneiiees in a 
volume imi( litliinu]je(l hy Jews converted , 
under the auspiees of the London Society ' 
of wliicli he is tlie esti'eiiied President. 

Tn a uselul life modestly lived Sir ! 
John is imeonscionsly able to do quite a ' 
doidde kindness on sucli f.ceasioii as ^ 
presented itself this afternoon. Steven- j 
SON lirings on hy way of Amendment to | 
the Address case of i\racedonia and , 
Aiinenia, trodden under the slipper of: 
the "Purk. We are all sorry for the siil)- ! 
ject races vlio, accoidmg to Karl Percy, i 
when not being burned or slaughtered | 
hy the Turks, avoid ennui by slaying ; 
or singeing each other. But we won’t | 
sit in our places throughout debate on | 
the subject. 

Thus it came to pass that Stevenson’s 
fluency rippled over empty benches. | 
Sark counted an average of 32 present ! 
throughout a speech of considerable | 



Macedonia and Armenia. 

“ Unhesitating flow of words, level voice and 
immobile attitude.” 

(Mr. St-v-ns-n.) 


length. On the Treasury Beiicli Percy 
was sole Ptelicj[ue of a dispersed Ministry. 
Later, when llie Under Secretary for 
Foreign Affairs rose to reply witli that 
weighty manner that- awes the Chan- 
celleries of Europe, Prince Arthur 
strolled in wdth obvious intent to keep 
a fatherly eye on his bantling. 

Still, two Ministers on the Bench whilst 
a question affecting the peace of Europe 
is to the fore is a spectacle that would 
have waked up Pa]\i OY^en in his most 
somnolent clays, would have been im- 
possilfle, even in such recent times as 
Dizzy’s Example set in high places 
obediently followed on humbler leY^els. 
Above and below Gangway on both sides 
stretched arid wastes suggestive of recent 
raid of Bashi Bazonks on Armenian 
vilayet. 

Happily of the 32 Yvho came and went 
was Sir John Kennaway; that at the 
loYvest computation makes 33. In 
height and girth Sir John is equivalent 
to the representation of tYvo seats, say 
for King’s Lynn. But what ai'e CY-en 
two amidst so few ? 

It Yvas in the opening sentence of his 
speech that the man before whom 


Sheryian fled blushed like a girl and 
stammered like a young Middy Yvlien, 
ashore, liis Admiral stops to speak to 
him. TJiere YY^as no harm done ; cer- 
tainly none meant. ALL that Sir John 
said in his opening sentence was, “After 
the exhaustive argument yy^g haY^e just 

listened to ” Then, Yvdth guilty 

look round the empty House, finally 
resting on Steyhnson sitting opposite, 
naturally expectant of something nice to 
he said about him by the Member who 
Yvas seconding his proposition, the burly 
Baronet stopped in state of embarrass- 
ment that unfortunately accentuated the 
painful situation. 

' Strictly speaking there was nothing 
the most sensitive might complain of in 
use of the word “exhanstke.” If Sir 
John had said exliausting ” it would, 
of course, haY^e been different. 

His honest intention was to be com- 
plimentary. He desired to suggest that, 
Yvith his intimate knowledge of the case, 
his unhesitating flow of words, his level 
voice, his immobile attitude, the pre- 
ceding speaker had really left nothing 
more to he said. 

All the same, coining at the end of a 
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“ Off, Stan'lev, off ?! 1 ” 


I pond has teen stirred, leaping for a 
' moment into flash of life. Of course it 
' was the foot of Do^• Jose that touched 
, it , none but he is in this respect his 
own parallel. It came about in debate 
' on Sugar Convention. That was a 
stroke of State, perhaps not designedly, 
certainly usefully, effective by way of 
presenting object lesson of effect of 
Fiscal Reform carried out by thoroughly 
capable hands. Kearley, who raised 
I the question, cited figures to show how 
a great British industry lias been 
brought to verge of ruin ; 12,000 men 
turned adrift; 15,000 working short 
time ; price of sugar doubled, and, 
bitterest of ironies, the production of 
sugar in the West Indies, for whose 
iDenefit the costly sacrifice was made, 
declining rather than advancing. 

For the ex-Minister who carried the 


The Ca'p'en, “ What! sho^y a clean pair o’ hee 

a piece o’ ] 

(Mr. T-mray B-wl-s, Lord St-ul-y ai 

three-quarters-of-an-hour speech which 
emptied tiie House, the choice of the 
adjective was perhaps not happy. It 
was one of the things that our dear 
Du Maurier nsed to say ‘‘might have 
been put differently.” 

Business done. — Speeches about Mace^ 
donia, whose fortunes are still going 
down, and on Sugar, whose price ever 
goes up. 

Some talk about our F. C. B.’s remi- 
niscences of the Premier at Cambridge 
on Saturday night. Speaking of his 
membership of the A. D. C., F. C. B. 
recalled how Prince Arthur once dropped 
the curtain prematurely. 

“ Got over that tendency now,” growls 
C.-B., thinking of deferred Dissolution. 

Tuesday Night. — The quick response 
the House makes to able speaker, even 
in moments of profonndest depression, 
illnatrated j ust now. Dear sugar may be, 
doubtless is, rankling in bosom of mul- 
titude of housewives ; has played its 
part in by-elections; its influence will 
be felt in the coming pitched battle at 
the polls. But prolongation of debate 
into second day is more than House can 
stand. Recognises the hollowness of the 
affair. 

Convention is in operation ; must 
necessarily run its appointed period. 
Thing been debated over and over again 
through two long years. Members have 
taken sides in controversy; not to be 
moved by the lamentations of Mr. Lough, 
the coruscations of Mr. Kearley, or the 
demonstration of Brother Gerald that 
brown sugar at Bd. per pound is really 
cheaper than it was when, before the 
Brussels Convention got to work, the 
genial grocer smilingly accepted^ , 2d., 
sometimes, by way of bonns, adding a 
stale bun. 


[s, eh, my hearties ? ! Just you stop and hear 
ly mind * ” 

d a portion of Mr. .A.-lw-n F-U-w-s ) 

Still the talk goes on by the lengthen- 
ing hour; benches empty, atmosphere 
of weariness unutterable fiUs chamber 
darkening in the chill shadows of a 
February afternoon. 

Bonar L.VW unexpectedly rises and lo ! 
the tide of humanity turns and flows in 
till the benches, long empty, fill with 
interested crowd. Under Secretary for 
Board of Trade does not often speak ; he 
leaves the privilege to his betters who 
sit in the Cabinet. When, as to-day, he 
breaks silence he proves himself one of 
the best debaters on Treasury Bencb, 
exceeded perhaps only by Prince Arthur, 
and that in quite another fashion. 

His position to-day paradoxical. An 
avowed Protectionist, he conclusively 
showed liow good a thing it is to abolish 
bounties. Without assistance of notes 
limited even to half a sheet of paper, 
he delivered speech bristling with vigour, 
buttressed' by facts. So quietly spoken, 
so clever, so persuasive, that it extorted 
the outspoken admiration of gentlemen 
opposite, who recognised (or thought they 
did) that the skilfully huilded structure 
was founded on the sands of fallacy. 

Business done. — On Sugar Question 
Government majority rims up to 65. 

Friday night. — Session barely three 
weeks old, hut the babe is already hlasL 
Began on wrong principle. After the 
stiff glass of absinthe mixed by Sir 
Antony Macdonnell, Parliamentary diners 
have no taste for the vin ordinaire of 
the prosaic course. Acland - Hood, 
pinker and pinker in hue, manages to 
keep a sufficient number of men within 
hail for contingent divisions ; hut they 
won’t remain in their places for debate 
on such matters as Supplementary Esti- 
mates. 

Once tlirough a dull week the sluggish 


Convention in face of desperate opposi- 
tion this a hard nut to crack. Don Jos^i 
faced situation with customary courage. 
Facts and figures cited were undeniable ; 
but the Sugar Convention had nothiag 
to do with them except that, by accident, 
they followed upon its operation. Was 
Sugar the only thing that, during the 
past twelve months, had gone up in 
price? “Look at cotton, and,” he 
added, turning sharply towards C.-B., 
as if conveying hospitable, personal 
invitation, “ take onions.” 

Whilst the nation has slumbered the 
price of onions has insidiously gone up. 

Effect of this disclosure sprung upon 
House, for the moment crowded, was 
remarkable. Mr. Kearley hit his lips 
in indignation. The fair structure of 
argument he had built up was de- 
molished at a blow. Mr. Lough sar- 
castically cried “Oh, oh,” but in his 
heart of hearts he felt the game was up. 
The Sugar question, useful weapon in 
Opposition hands, had, so to speak, 
melted in the cup. As by the wand of 
the magician Don Jose had fastened 
public attention upon onions. 

“And the worst of onions is,” said 
C.-B. forlornly, “that they are the only 
thing which during the last nine years 
the Government have never meddled 
with nor muddled.” 

“That’s his cleverness,” said Bryce. 
“ Often heard of shunting inconvenient 
inquiry by drawing red herring across 
the path. First time the homely onion 
was ever put to similar use.” 

Business done. — Not much for Onion- 
ists. 


The Malaria of Ambiguity. 

Layman {to Curate). Were you preach- 
ing at your church last night ? 

Curate. No; why? 

Layman. Oh, I didn’t know whether 
you would be preaching or not — so I 
wouldn’t risk going. 




AT A FENCING “AT HOME.” 

distinguished Foreigner {hero of a hwulred duels). “It is delioutful, Mademoiselle. You English are a SroRTiNti Nath)N ” 

^air Meiriber. “So glad you are enjoying it. By the way, Monsieur le Marquis, have they introduced Eenging into Eranoe yet? 
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AT A MOMENTS NOTICE. 

cwter ni. 

“ On ’ Mums ! ” cried my cousin Phyllis, ^vitli that im- 
pulsive enthusiasm oi heis which some people — not myself — 
say is all put on, “ Do look at tins steed little monkey on the 
organ ! Isjitlie deevie ! ” 

“Deevie” is, I believe, short for “divine” with certain 
sets. Iiyoiddn’tinind lietting that Phyllis had never api)lied 
siicli a term to mo Ijefore. 

My aunt didn’t seem impressed by my deeviness just then. 
She examined me through a pair of long-handled glasses, 
which always had the effect of making me led rather a worm 
On this occasion I dioppcd feebly on all fours. 

“Since you ask me, Phyllis,” said my aunt, “I think he’s 
a frightful little object 1 ” ^Vhich was my poor dear aunt 
all over -never could make the slightest allowances lor me 1 

“I call him perfectly twee! ” persisted Phyxlis. (T don’t 
know what “ twee ” stands for exactly —but soniothing deuced 
complimentary.) “ Only see how prettily he ’s sciatcliing his 
ducky little ear.” (This was a bad habit I had been tiying all 
the afternoon to correct ) “ He ’s quite too ti'otty fur words. 

I wonder if those two nice men would part with liiin.” 

“My dear Phyi.lis ! ” exclaimed my aunt, stepping into the 
victoria. “Are you quite mad? Home, Charles.” 

“ No, wuit, CmuiLES,” snid Phillis, as he was about to touch 
his hat and inoimt the ])ox by TuMRRiitCiE’s side. “ Darling 
Mums, I ’m quite serious^T am, really And you know we ’ve 
no pet ever since poor Coclue died.” {Cuclne was a white 
cockatoo, and I could understand from what I remembered of 
him that they would be glad of a little peace.) “I tnust just 
see if they will sell him.” 

Even as a child , I^hyllis generally got her own way. Now she 
had come out, everybody — my aunt included— knocked under 
to her at once if she was at all keen on anything. It saved time. 

Phyllis opened negotiations at once Fortunately she had 
no difficulty in making herself understood, as the two sports- 
men who ran my show happened to he British artisans of 
sorts who, being presumably thrown out of employment hy 
foreign competition, had adopted this means of Petahation, 

But as a crowd had already collected, a constable promptly 
appeared and, with a civility paid rather to my aunt’s con- 
veyance than my own, leq nested us to move on and not 
obstruct the traffic. 

Aunt Selikv would have driven off and left me to my fate, 
hut Phyllis wouldn’t hear of it, so the disgusted Tfmbridge 
had to turn up a small and unfrequented street close by, 
followed hy me and the piano-oigan, and the crowd, whicli 
hy this time was taking a deep interest in my future. 

Phyllis is a most awfully charming girl, hut a poor hand 
at monkey-buying — much too eager. Even those two utter 
outsiders spotted at once that she had set her heart on getting 
me, and piled it on accordingly. I’d no idea before how 
fond they were of me- it appeared I was the sunbeam ol 
their cheerless homes, the darling of Joe’s missus, the play- 
fellow of Biix’s offspring. 

“ Really, Phyllis,” said my downy aunt, “I tliink it woidd 
he too cruel to deprive the poor men of such a pet.” 

I knew the idiots would muff it 1 and, in my despair, I hit 
my tambourine a vicious bang. 

“ Yer see, lydy,” explained Biil, “my kids and his missus ’d 
be on’y too thankful to ’ear as ^oie Jocko ’ad found a good 
’ome where he’d he took proper care on. For, I tell yer 
strite, we can’t feed ’iin not like the likes of ’im had orter he 
fed, bein’ so dellikit.” 

“My mate means a dellikit feeder, put in Joe hastily, 
“and, bein’ outer work, we can’t git him luxuries and 
relishes like we did in ’appier times.” 

It’s my belief that precious pair of humbugs had never 
seen me till tLat morning, when they had probably hired me for 


the day with the organ in Leather Lan e or Saffron HiU. AU this 
took time, and I could see that Aunt Seuxa was getting a bit 
restive ; even Phyllis seemed to find the publicity and notice 
she was attiacting rather more than she had liargaiiied for. 

It isn’t every day a London crowd has the excitement of 
seeing a siuuptuously- attired young person in a victoria 
trying to buy a monkey at a fancy figure off an oigan, vso she 
was iinmeiisely popular. Several of her admirers iiiged my 
proprietors to “ let tiie young lydy ’ave the monkey cheap as 
she’d took sccli a fancy for it,” though there were one or 
two soured Socialists who cried “ Siiaine 1 ” on the idle 
aristociacy which was tiling to dei>iivo two poor hard- 
working men of their oidy biead winner. 

As for me, I was powerless. I ctmld only sit and look on 
from the top of my i)edestal, like some classical Johnny in a 
melodrama being pnt up to auction as a Greek slave. Except 
that whenever I thought Phyli.is was liegiiining to weaken, 

I tried to revive her enthusiasm by rattling the tambourine. 

Peihaps that just turned the scale. Anyliow, she got me 
at last. Wliat she actually paid for me I don’t know — but 
I ’ve no doubt it u as a long way al >ove the market value for 
a monkey, of whatever breed 1 belonged to. To be sure, I 
had talents and intelligence denied to any monkey — hut then 
neither of the parties suspected that as yet. 

There wasn’t enough in the j)urse wliicli PmxLTS took out 
of her dainty wrist-hag to make up the purchase money. She 
was obliged to borrow from my aunt, and even from the 
blushing Cilvrles, before my ransom was linaRy paid in fiiR. 

My aunt declined to have me on the little stra'pontin seat in 
front. As a matter of fact, I liad been there before more than 
once— and a jolly uncomfortahle perch it was, too. StiU, I ’m ’ 
bound to say I don’t altogether lilanic her just then. 

So, when we drove off amidst loud cheers which I do not 
think were intended altogether in chaff, I was on the box, 
sitting bodkin between C^haiu.es and TraiBRiDGE, who were 
distinctly shirty at having to drive home through the Park 
with such a companion. 

At least so I gathered from the subdued remarks they ex- 
changed above my inoffensive head. Till then I had always 
thought Tumbriuge and Charles such respectable men 1 

Much I cared for their opinions ! I had got a rise in the 
world already, and in a quarter I little expected. I wonder 
what they would have said if they had known who the quiet 
unassuming-looking monkey that was sharing the box-seat 
with them really was, or guessed that if I blinked my eyes 
it was merely because I was dazzled by the brilliancy of the 
future that seemed within my grasp. 

Naturally they couldn’t know all that- and perhaps it was 
just as well they didn’t. F. A. 


PUSS IN THE CORNER. 



Fuss, “ An, WELL, IT ’s NO USE CETING OVER SPILT MILK 1 ” ' v 
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CHARIVARIA. 

Puntjit E amx vrayan Yo< rMu^ riir. 
well-known palmist 

clairvoyant, r>f Cawmpure, lias t r - , . 

that from March 17 Eussla v, ill i. 
to achieve victory over the Japanese. 
The advisability of issuing the 
Russian loan before that date has, we 
understand, been realir^ed bv the fiuaii- 
ciei'j? concerned. 


nuxlicum of dress which the law impose-^ ' co-.t £'2<J,G9d to heat, light, and ventilate j 
ia surely not iinrea.vonable. the Houses ot Parliament last year | 

This compares nrr-t nnhivourably with j 

A gentleman has written to tlie Daihj other institutions such as Hengler‘s, or j 
Mail to complain that m Brixtoii Prison tlie Hackney Empire, or the Tooting 
there are thirty-two aliens. But for Dcliaring Society. 

tlie.se, thirty-two of (jur own fine fellows ' " 

^h RoniN has been praising our fogs 
and our ait (Jur art certainlv looks 
Mr. Evak ItobERrs claims to have its best in our fogs. 


the 

and 
v + 1 


new , might he there. 


The strike epidemic in 
Russia has not yet died out, 
for, while matters have ap- 
parently been arranged at the 
Piitiloft M’orks, a me.ssage has 
been received from (leneral 
Kfrop.vtkix that the time has 
not yet arrived for him to 
strike. _ 

The Baltic Fleet Cbinmis- ' 


Sion has 
Russians 
innocent. 


found that 
were guilty, 


the 

but 


The report certainly shows 
one thing: the danger of hasty 
conclusions. At the time of 
the outrage in tlie North Sea, 
people imagined that Admiral 
Rozhdestonsky had shown a 
lack of military capacity and 
humanity. 

The London County Council 
has decided to have no more 
motor fire-engines. The men 
have enough work to do in 
extinguishing the fires without 
extinguishing the engines. 

The Registrar - General’s 
statistical report which lias 
just been published confinns 
the popular belief that mar- 
riages are not made, to any 
extent, on earth. 

“ Hairdressers,” wo read, 

‘'have decided that devotees 
of fashion must wear Grecian 
GDI fares -with the new style 
of hats.” How this ukase 
affected the voting at Cam- 
bridge last week on the Greek 
cjiiestion will probably never be known. 

The protests raised at Oxford by 
persons over sixty against Dr. Osler’s 
drastic proposals have had some effect. 
The^ doctor now announces that he will 
not insist on their being chloroformed. 

The annual report of the Dogs’ Home 
comments upon the fact that 23,190 
dogs were taken to Battersea by the 
polic3 for wearing no ccUars. The 



BRIDGE BELOW STAIRS. 

“Good GUAcrous, James, whatever is the me.\ning of this 

ORDINARY HILARITY IN THE KITCHEN ? ” 

“Cook’s just revoked for the third time, Harm! ” 


received a divine command to refrain 
from speech. Unfortunately, though 
elsli, he is not a Meiiilier of Parriament, 

It cannot justly lie said that domestic 
affairs are being neglected by the House 
of Coninioiis, CHAiffiERLATN on Sugar, 
and Wy^ndjeiam on Toast, were the two 
chief features of last week’s Parliament. 


According to a return just issued, it 


I Those people wdio hold that 
t cl classical education is a waste 
I of time, forget the judzes. Last 
j wetdc the ^lliver^ity of London 
advertised for a gentleman to 
fill a vacancy in the Examina- 
tion Department, a graduate 
preferred, Jiis whole time to 
! he at the servic e of the Univer- 
sity. The commencing salary, 
it is true, would he only £120 
a year, but it would rise, by 
£7 a year, to £150. 

“ Mr. George Schilling, the 
American athlete,” we read, 
" has left Newcastle on his 
last tramp to Glasgow.” At 
a time when one hears so 
much about tramps being, 
work-shy, it is pleasant to 
come across an announcement 
like this. 

A gentleman has •wiitten an 
interesting letter to the Daily 
Mhror on the subject of a 
proposed testimonial to Sir 
Henry iRnNO. “ I would sug- 
gest,” he says, '‘that we stait 
a shilling fund for the pur- 
chase of the Lyceum. It has 
been done for a cricketer, why 
not for an actor?” Many 
people will be surprised, 
to hear that a cricketer is 
the present proprietor of the 
Lyceum. 

“King Edward in the Dock” 
was a newspaper heading 
which caused some unneces- 
sary alarm last week. The 
paragraph merely recorded 
the fact that H.M.S. Klwj 
Edioard YII. had entered 
the new djck at Gibraltar. 

The National Liberal Federation has 
passed a resolution in favour of the 
extension of parliamentary franchise to 
women. Yes, but it does not follow 
that the new electors would wish an old 
lady to be Premier. 


ESTRA- 


“ The Japs are a most repulsive 
people,” as Kuropatkin remarked when 
they kept on driving him back. 
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I MR. PUNCH’S PRIZE STORY. 

I The National Anti-Tea-Duty League is 
j offering prizes for the liest stories, verses, 

I and articles in aid of the cause. But 
wliy not kill several liirds with one stone ? 
Ill the anticipation that other societies 
and leagues will fall into line -with the 
N A T D L , Mr. Pniicli submits a sugges- 
tion for a great and lucrative romance 

THE WOOING OF AYINIFRED 
In the pink diawing-room at Teinple- 
t(jn Towers sat two people. As Lord 
Arciiihald watched the fair Lady AVinifeeo 
giacefully pouring out the tea he thought 
that never before had she looked so 
pretty It was a cheap lea that she was 
pouring out, for the duty lecently placed 
upon that commodity put the fiagiant 
Pekoe, in which they usually indulged, 
far lieyond the slender means of her 
father the Earl. Nay, more, the whole 
country was compelled to Imy these 
cheap teas (on wliicli the grower makes 
so little profit), with the result that many 
a tea-planter was in a fair way to ruin 
[FirH Yvize of £10 from the National \ 
Antl-Tca-Dnfij League.] 

“ Sugar?” she askecl, with a smile, 
“Please,” said Lord Archibald. 

‘‘Oh dear,” she said, with a pretty 
gesture oi dismay, “I’m afiaid there 
isn’t any ’ ” 

“Pshaw, pshaw,” said Lord Archie. 
[Gold medal and £5 from the National 
Aid hSweni‘i ng League.] 

“ I hn so sorry,” said W inifrkd. “ That 
horrid Convention, you know,” she added 
vaguely. [Testimonial on vellum and 
5s‘. from the Free Trade Union.] 

“My dear Winifred,” he began 
expostulatingly, “ you surely don’t 

believe ” [£*50 from Tariff lie form 

League ] 

‘"H’sh!” said the girl, as her little 
sister Flossie opened the door and toddled 
in, “ not before the child ! ” [“ Why 

ever not? If Lord Archibald isn't going 
to quote from our 297Gf/i 'pamphlet I 
uithdraic' the £50.” — Sec. T.Ji.L.] 

Lord Archie stopped, and gently 
stroked the hair of the little child 
[Third prize of £1 from the National 
Society for the Frerenlion of Cruelty to 
Ghildreri.] 

“Winnie dear, won’t you thing thorn e- 
thing? ” lithped Floththie, 

“Please do,” said Archie, politely; 
and Winifred moved to the piano, and 
struck a few notes carelessly. 

Lord Archibald thoughtfully closed 
the window. [Testimonial from the 
Society for the Prevention of Street 
Noises.] 

Presently she began to sing. The 
beautiful words rang out clearly : 

' “ Triuk to me only with thine eyes, 

And I will pledge with mine, 

Or leave a kiss within the cup, 

And I’ll not look for wine.” 


[iriuHc?* of the £500 prize competition 
iuavnv'ated hy the Church of England 
Temperance Society May he sung at 
concerts on payment of one shilUng] 

As she sat there Lord Archibald was 
moved to admiration of her neat, lissom, 
yet withal natural figure — [Is M from 
Anti-Corset League]- -at the bloom of 
health upon her cheek , and his admira- 
tion turned to wonder when he reflected 
that she did not, like hinii^elf, live 
exclusively on vegetable mattei. No 
doubt she was the one exception wdiich 
proved the wisdom of his dietary. [Free 
Meal from Mr. Eustace Miles ] 

The song ended, and Winifred re- 
turned to her seal opposite him. Little 
Flossie was playing with the kitten on 
the lieartluug, showing that s;\TDpathy 
winch the veiy young always ieel U i 
the lowei creatuies -[“ A/rnid not quite 
sidtahle." — Mon. Sec Our Dumb Friends' 
League.] — and to all intents and pair- 
poses they were alone. 

“ Winifred,” he began, “I have some- 
thing to say to you. You know what 
my past has been. You know how I 
wasted my patrimony in card-playing 
... in dances ... in theatre-going . . . 
in drinking . . . (Several pages omitted ) 
. . . How bitterly do I rue my folly 
now ! [Net result * £1324 Os Ihd. fvom 
various '^anti ” societies ] None" the less 
do I dare now to ask you . Will you 
make my life happy ? AVill you - - - ” 

“ Archie * ” she cued . . 

An hour later lie left tlie house, and 
with the tact and thoughtfulness typical 
of the nobleman, jumped into an omni- 
bus without stopping the horses. [£2 
and Certificate from the National Society 
for the Prevention of Cruelty to Animals.] 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

In Peter's Mother (Smith, Elder), Mrs. 
Henry de l.v Pvsture has set herself the 
task of devising and chronicling the 
story of conflict between the affections 
of a mother and the yearning of a 
still young widow for the love of man. 
Much is expected from the author of 
Deborah of Tod's. My Baronite finds it 
here amply forthcoming. Whilst the 
tale is interesting — not universally the 
case of a modern novel — the pages are 
alive with human character. Sir Timothy 
Creuys, Peter's father, disappears early 
from the scene, but not till his personality 
is strongly implanted in the mind of 
the reader. He leaves behind a son 
who inherits his stubbornness of dis- 
position and his prriCBn''+’crl manner. 
Also two sisters, c'elirMhilly sketched, 
who serve the parts ot light comedy 
They supply an admiiable foil to Peter's 
mother, who in her character, her sur- 
roundings, and her method of facing 
them, faintly recalls the far-off figure of 
the now, alack! forgotten Daughter of 


Heth Peter's Mother will decidedly 
enhance the established reputation of its 
author. She has a pure, picturesque 
literary style, an excellent thing in 
woman, rare among such as write novels. 

The Identity of Jane, by Alice 
Methiey (John Lono), is a well-contrived 
and clearly narrated story. It opens 
with a short, powerfully dramatic pro- 
logue, and the mystery, which is the 
outcome of it, is ivell sustained until the 
disclosure becomes inevitable. AAHiether 
every reader will l^c satisfied with the 
late of the seconda donna is what an 
impartial ciitic would hesitate to assert, 
nor, perhaps, will the expeiiencecl novel- 
reader, to whom the ways of melodrama 
are familiar, he inclined to bestow un- 
qualified praise on the not absolutely" 
novel use made of certain lockets and 
chains w"here long-lost heiresses are 
concerned. But allowance being made 
for these propeity trinkets, and for the 
second-class villain, dismissed by the 
authoress as unmanageable, the reader 
humming to himself “My pretty elane, 
oil never look so shy!”\yill be fairly 
interested in the chief heroine’s adven- 
tures, and will be amused by the 
very natural humours of the various 
characters. 

The House of Merrilees, by Archib.ild 
Marshall (Alston Rrers), is a novel that 
the Assistant Reader can recommend 
cordially and with confidence to those 
who like a really good story, well con- 
structed and excellently told. The 
secret (for there is a seca-et, and a very 
interesting one) is admirably kept up to 
the end, and the final ili-covery of the 
bodies of Sir Boderich Bertram and liis 
wife, together with the jewels into which 
the Baronet, who was by no means 
wicked, had converted his great wealth, 
is an incident wdiicli, in its excitement, 
recalls the good days Avhen novelists 
thought more ol telling an interesting 
story than of posing a jiroblein, and 
leaving it without an answer. Mr. 
Marshall, moreover, has a vein of quiet, 
pleasant humour which is A-ery re- 
freshing. 



The Wail of thii: Anti-mvisectfonist. 
— Spare iiiy felines 1 
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A HYGIENIC PARADISE. 

Tire Hotel Hercules, Dolcemi^’uke. 

Is view of tlie increased attention 
paid to iiealth Ly all classes of the com- 
inuiiity, Mr. Punch is glad to be able to 
recoinineml to liis readers tbe super- 
eminent attractions ol tbe famous new 
bealtli resort of Dolceminore, where the 
magnifK‘ent Hotel Hercules (Proprietor, 
M. Ecgexe HACKEXSOimiDTj has recently 
been established under the must favour- 
able auspices and in the most en- 
chuitiagly beautiful environs. 

Holceminore, the newest and most 
perfect cure resort, is a cliarming spot 
situated in the centre of the Duchy ol 
Savoy, not many kilometres from the 
historic tov\Ti of Salsiccia di Polonia. 
To the south-east the hills rise up) to the 
twin pjeaks of the Monte Zingaro, which 
gives an additional piquancy and verve 
to the scenery. 

The town, wdiicli is situated in an 
open valley surrounded by foothills 
covered with luxuriant boot-trees, holds 
the record of salubrity in the annals of 
hygiene. Beri-beri is unknown in the 
district, and during a recent epidemic 
of influenza the genial priest, Padre 
Miccni Muefi, was heard to observe 
“C'orpo (U Baeco! there are people 
dying who never died before.” 

"The waters of Dolceminore are the 
richest in the world in xylobalsamura, 
zoedone, copra, verdigris, fresh-water 
eels, acetylene, strychnine, and other 
stimulating and exhilarating products. 
They are pumped up hourly by well- 
trained hydraulic rams to the Hotel 
Hercules, which enjoys the unique attrac- 
tion of enabling its visitors to take their 
baths in their own rooms, each bedroom 
being provided with a handsome flat 
bath, richly enamelled, and measuring 
3 J feet in diameter. 

The treatment consists of hot, tepid 
and cold baths, ammoniated quinine 
baths, sand-bunker baths (for goKers), 
appheations of hot mud, poached-egg 
baths, inhalations, embrocations and 
imprecations. 

The results in all cases of chronic 
expansion of the tontine, berberis Dar- 
winii, catalectic tetrameter, astigmatism 
of the lower mandible and acute ampe- 
lopsis, may fairly be termed marvellous, 
so rapidly are they felt. 

Patients arrive at the neighbouring 
station of Ciaringa Croce^ carried in the 
anns of stalwart eontadini. Before they 
have finished their cure they ^ have 
actually been known to run ofE without 
stopping to pay their bills ! 

The country surrounding Dolceminore 
bristles with features of extraordinary 
interest. Innumerable expeditions can 
be made in the neighbourhood, on foot, 
horse or motor, while^ the purity of 
the air renders _it’ peculiarly siiitablejor 





FEMININE AMENITIES. 

MaheJ (not in her first youth) ‘‘ First op .vll he held my hand and told .my fortune ; and 
THEN, EvIE, he gazed INTO MY FACE EVER SO LONG, AND SAID HE COULD READ .MY THOUGHTS! 

Wasn’t that cleveh op him, dear?” 

Euie. “ On, I suppose he read between the lines, darling ” 


the evolutions of flying machines, para- 
chutes, balloons and other aerial imple- 
ments. A fine new golf course has been 
Laid out in the neighbourhood of the 
Hotel, and its sporting character is suffi- 
ciently attested by the fact that it is one 
of the few links in which it is always 
possible and often necessaiy to use a 
niblick on every green. The record for 
amateurs is held by Prince Boms of 
Bulgaria, whose score for the first nine 
holes was 224 not out. 

The Hotel Hercules, which is built in 
the feudal style with machicolated tran- 
somes, choice rococo oubliettes, Armenian 
fire-escapes, &c., stands in its own 
grounds containing beehives, Alderney 
cows, donkey engine, pergola, Aunt 
Sally, holophote, and other amenities. 

The building has been designed and 
planned in consonance wdth the most 
modern principles of English architec- 
ture and hygiene. The kitchens are on 
tbe top storey, immediately under the 
roof garden, to which they communicate 
a delightful and appetising aroma. 
Every bedroom is provided with (1) a 
gramophone; (2) a complete edition of 
the speeches of Sir Enwiir Duriotg- 
Lawrekoe, M.P. Insomnia and coma 
can thus be faced with equal impunity. 

During the months of April to 
November the services of the famous 


'piffemrl of Monte Zafferano have been 
exclusively retained to play at all meals. 

To meet the wishes of anti-carnivorous 
clients a vegetarian restaurant has been 
added to the establishment, and special 
terms are arranged for beanfeasts. 

T::UIIFF. 

Breakfast (^dth tea, coffee, or fr. 

coco for the hair) from 1.50 

Do. (on the roof garden) ... from 3 
Light Luncheon (cold meat, 
pickles, shortbread, rational 

cheese) from 4 

High Tea from 6 

Do. (in the Holophote) 7.50 

Dinner (with Pifferari) 10 

Do. (without Pifferari) 12.50 


There is no foundation for the report 
that Mr. C. Arthur Pearson’, on resigning 
his post as Vice-Ohaiiman of the Tariff 
Reform Committee, has been raised to 
the Peerage as Viscount Ridley. 

The Cockney who said he valued 
Switzerland for its mountain hair has a 
supporter in a writer in the Irish 
Independent, who remarks : There are 
many mountains in the country now 
bare and desolate whose brows, if 
wliiskered -with forests, would present 
a striking appearance.” 


VOL. oxxvin* 


H 
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THE TWENTY-FIRST CHERRY-STONE. 

[By tlie generous courtesy of the Editor of the Balmoral Magazine 
we are enabled, from his surplus stock and at sale prices, to produce a 
story containing liitherto unpublished details of the famous elopement 
of the Arch-Piincess of Hohensch^v illeock, by the author of Croicned 
Heads I haze hoh-nohhed icith.'] 

Few students of Court intrigue will have forgotten that 
episode of the sudden flight and private marriage of the 
present Arch-Queen of Hohenschwillbock, which set all the 
Chancelleries of Europe agog in the early nineties. But the 
secret of the part played in this adventure hy a simple 
cherry-stone has been confined to a select three or four in the 
immediate entourage of Her Serene Archness. My own 
notoriously close intimacy Tvith the now Arch-Prince Consort 
of Hohen'SCHWIllbock (ne Hereditary Postmaster of Rituralania) 
was at once the cause of my admittance to this secret and a 
bar to my disclosure of it. Noblesse oblige! But the recent 
demise of the late Ruler, and the succession of his daughter 
to the Arch-sovereignty, release me from the obligation to 
withhold my privileged information from the readers of the 
Balmoral Magazine. 

^ For a long time ere my brief story opens the late Arch- 
King of Hohenschwillhock had looked with open disfavour 
on the attentions paid by the Hereditary Postmaster of the 
neighbouring Principality of Rituralania to his only child and 
heiress in tail-female. It is true that through his maternal 
grandmother (a Levantine Sultana) the royal blood of 
Tamerlane coursed in his veins, rendering him technically 
eligible for the hand of the Arch-Princess. But he was poor 
and tainted with Liberal tendencies, and his presence as a 
guest at the Court of HohenschwiUbock w^as only tolerated 
on the ground of his philatelistic tastes, which were shared 
by the Arch-Monarch. Indeed, at the present momentous 
juncture he was only staying on to see the Old Year out on 
the excuse of securing a set of the fresh issue of stamps 
which was to appear on New Year’s Day. 

The heart of the Arch-Princess (an organ which often 
meets with but scant consideration in the highest Court 
circles) was divided between passion for her unacknowledged 
suitor, and a filial regard for her royal father’s wishes, the 
latter feeling being accentuated by fear of the rigours of 
Court etiquette. 

A prey to indecision, she determined to have recourse to 
cheiromancy, a penchant for which she had inherited from 
her mother, who had dabbled in the Black Arts. Accord- 
ingly, on the afternoon of New Y"‘ear’s Eve, heavily veiled and 
attended only by a tiring-woman in whose discretion she re- 
posed a perfect confidence, she bent her steps by obscure 
side-streets to the secret consulting-room of a fortune-teller, 
whose professional services were strictly taboo at Court. 

“ It is impossible,” said the magician, after closely examining 
the lobe of her right ear and the lines on the ball of her 
left thumb, “ to dissociate your destiny from that of a man 
your inferior in station, with dark hair and an hereditary 
leaning toward the pursuit of letters. Your fate wiU turn 
upon the numerical contents of a cherry-pie. This year — 
next year — sometime — ^never,” With these words, suspiciously 
indicative of a clear acquaintance with the facts, though some- 
what enigmatic in the peroration for anyone that was not 
familiar (as was the Arch-Princess) with the language of 
augury, he took his fee and dismissed her. 

As Mistress and maid — for the latter had assisted at this 
seance — threaded their way back to the Palace, the former 
enjoyed a certain sense of relief. She felt that the solution 
of a harassing dilemma had been taken out of her hands hy 
a higher power, to whom she was content to leave the issue of 
events. Not so with the maid, whose fertile brain, fed on 
the rumours of Court scandal, was already devising a scheme 
for assisting Fate. 

“ If it does not come right the first time, your Archness 
might try a second helping,” she said. 

“ Neiiij neiUf my Gretchen,” replied the Princess ; “ having 
once committed myself to the control of Destiny, I will never 
tamper with its processes.” 

Geetchen, however, who was troubled by no such scruples, 
repaired at the first free moment to the sanctuary of the Chief 
Butler, a retired Sergeant-Major of the Uhlans of the Guard, 
of which the Arch-Princess was herself Colonel-in-Chief. 
The ex-warrior had long entertained an undisguised regard 
for the figure of his Colonel’s maid ; and, flattered hy her 
confidences and by the hint that his own suit would not 
suffer hy any services he might render to her mistress, he 
undertook so far to waive his dignity as himself to preside 
over the pie, and put exactly twenty-one cherries on the plate 
of the Arch-Princess. 

Having secured this promise, Geetchen stole to the apart- 
ments of the Hereditary Postmaster and left on his dressing- 
table the following pregnant message : Prepare for the best. 
Elopement fixed for 10.30 p.m.” Half-an-hour later the 
happy lover instructed his valet that his plans were changed ; 
he would leave that evening. He further handed him a tele- 
gram in cipher, addressed to the priest of a httle village just 
beyond the border, in Rituralania. 

During the earlier courses of the Banquet, which was 
served at 5.30 p.m. according to the immemorial custom of the 
HohenschwiUbock Court, the Arch-Princess, who had been 
robed by her maid in a confection which might pass at once 
for a dinner-gown and a going-away dress, wore an air of 
abstracted listlessness. In vain her neighbour, a diplomat 
from the Near East, attempted to dissipate her pallor with 
Oriental badinage. At length the sweets were served, and 
as the Arch-Prmcess began to devour the ruby berries she 
was vaguely aware of the Chief Butler’s eye directed to her 
plate over her left shoulder. It showed a curiously anomalous 
trait in the character of one who had always anticipated the 
conclusion of a romance by reading the last chapter first 
that with such important personal issues at stake she yet had 
the mnchalance to defer the counting of the stones till she 
had disposed of their edible covering. 

Suddenly she heard a suppressed oath. She had placed 
the last of the cherries (stiU uncounted) in her mouth — and 
no stone was forthcoming! Either she had inadvertently 
swallowed it, or it had never been there, or else — could it 
have been some devilry on the part of Hans, the head foot- 
man, long suspected of espionage, who conceivably had over- 
heard all in the Arch-pantry, had then abstracted the stone, 
and hy a feat of legerdemain “forced” the hoUowed cherry 
upon his coUeague as the pie was being served ? 

Each of these theories passed rapidly through the brain of 
the Chief Butler. But it was no time for the consideration 
of causes. The Arch-Princess was already beginning to 
count the stones, and action was imperative. To seize the 
unfinished plate of the diplomat from the Near East; to 
restore it under pressure of loud expostulations, having first 
withdrawn from it a single cherr35^-stone; to touch the Princess’s 
plate, as if to remove it, with the words, “More pie, your 
Archness ? ” (an invitation permitted by the HohenschwiUbock 
Protocol, but one which he weU-knew that she would answer 
in the negative), and to slip the stone from under his thumb 
among the twenty others— aU this was the work of a moment, 
taking even less time than I have spent in dictating the above 
passage to my typist. 

''Einen augenblick (one instant),” said the Arch-Princess, 
and finished counting up to twenty-one. Then, as he again 
bent low over her to take the plate away, he saw a warm flush 
manthng her cheek and heard her murmur to herself, “ This 
year ! This year ! And that means to-night, for to-morrow 
is New Year’s Day ! ” 

As the ladies retired, she passed close by the Hereditary 
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AFTER HER VISIT TO A DAIRY FARM. 

Mamma, is there milk in this cocoa-nut?” 


“ Tes, dear, I SUPPOSE so ’* 

“Then, Mummy dear, how do you milk it?” 


Postmaster and whispered, “ Yon will fly with me to-night.” 
To -which he replied, sotto voce, ‘‘ All shall be in readiness 
at 10 P.M., back door. Bring your jewels.” 

The flight of the two lovers an hour later in a pair-horse 
postchaise, and their marriage across the border at 11.30 on 
the same night, have long been matters of public knowledge. 
But the affair of the cherry-stone I am privileged to be the 
first to give to the world in the pages of the Balmoral 
Magazine. 

As for GrEETCHEN, she quickly followed the Arch-Princess, 
and was in turn followed by the Chief Butler. Both were 
welcomed into the menage of the eloping couple, and them- 
selves became man and wife ; and under the new regime they 
have received, in consideration of their services, the respective 
posts of Burnt Almoner to the Arch-Prince Consort, and 
Mistress of the Spare-Bedchamber. In addition to this reward 
the ex-Chief Butler always w^ears a scarf-pin, mounted -with a 
polished cherry-stone set in rubies, the gift of his grateful 
Master. 0. S. 


Death by Instalmem'S. — A Northern paper says: “Mr. 
Fountaik, a farmer residing at Topcliffe, near Thirsk, has 
a cow which has just given birth to a calf with two heads 
and necks. The latter subsequently died.’* We hope the 
heads will hve long^ 

From a Paeliameotary Report. — “At one point an Irish 
Member, who must have been studying Mr. Chambeeiaih’s 
face, considerately warned Mr. Lytteltok that he was 
' putting his foot in it badly.’ ” 


GREEK (JIE-)VERSUS PREMIER. 

[The Prime Minister visited Cambridge on Satoday to recoril Ins vote 
for the abolition of compulsory G-reek in tlie Little-Go . — Daily Paper.] 

It was a Doubty Premier, 

To Cambridge he did go ; 

Where men of “ Stynx ” had made a match 
’Twixt him and 6 ?; to, 

A Little Goes a longish way 
When driven straight and true ; 

And Arthur’s bah fa’s on the gi*een, 

And makes the hole in two. 

But in the rest of that great round, — 

(A wondrous tale we teh) — 

His ball was bunkered hard and fast 
At every place it feU. 

For fifteen hundred Parsons bold, 

Hidden about the links, 

Made living bunkers of themselves 
To stem the tide of Stynx. 

And so we bless the gaUant band 
That played for 6 to ; 

For, though our Greek be httle, we ’h 
Not let that Little Go. 


A Pathetic Appeal. — “I possess a splendid singing bird, 
but no feathers will grow on it. Can anyone teh me of a 
remedy for this ? ” — B. C. in the Evening Neics. 
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AT A MOMENrS NOTICE. 

Chapter IV. 

As we bowled swiftly along past Hyde Park Corner, 
Albert Gate, and the Cavalry Barracks, my brain was 
working busily on the problem of how to carry out my idea 
of going on the Variety Stage and knocking s^Dots out of 
the ignorant apes which were being palmed off on a 
credulous Public as “educated.” 

Now I really ^cas educated, having been at a well-known 
Public School — at tuo of them, for that matter! And if 
an ordinary baboon can earn the screw of a Cabinet 
Minister or a Judge by simply appearing on the stage for 
a few minutes, and giving a clumsy imitation of some out- 
sider’s notion of a man-about-town, what price Me ? 

Without being a positive Paderewski, I could pick out 
several tunes by ear on the piano; I could play billiards, 
and bridge, too— I won’t say well, but marvellously for a 
monkey 1 

The only rock ahead I saw was Phyllis. She mightn’t like 
the notion of any monkey of hers perfonning nightly at the 
Palace or the Empire. She might consider it would deprive 
her of most of the advantage of my society. I decided not 
to spring the idea on her all at once, but accustom her to it 
by degrees. 

First of all she would naturally notice a sort of distinction 
about me ; she would realise that I possessed a tact and savoiv 
faire^ an ease of manner which no piano-organ can impart 
Then, when she had learnt to respect me, I could reveal 
my accomplishments gradually, one by one, and she would 
have to admit that such talents as mine ought not to be 
wasted in obscurity — they belonged not to her, but to the 
whole World ! 

It was a bit of a bunker that, as yet, I could not talk 
intelligibly — but I was sure to hit upon some method of 
conveying my ideas before long — and then 1 could inform 
Phyllis that I had quite made up my mind to go on the stage. 

She was too sensible to stand in my way— especially if I 
offered her a commission on my salary — say, ten per cent., 
which, even if I was making no more than two hundred 
a week, would be a welcome addition to her pocket-money. 

Should I ever reveal to her the secret of my identity ? It 
would be a temptation some day to let her know that the 
brilliant and wealthy monkey who was the darling of Society 
and the idol of the Public had once been her rather shiftless 
and unsatisfactory cousin Reginald. Still, perhaps it was 
better she should never suspect the truth. It would put the 
family in a deuced awkward position. No, Reggie Balltmore 
was better dead. I would use his dead self, as some poet- 
Johnny (Milton, isn’t it ? or Shakspe.uie ?) puts it, “as a step- 
lidder to something higher.” 

By the time I had come to this decision, tlie carriage 
stopped at my aunt’s house in Cadogan Gardens — and I 
shall never forget Macrow the butler’s face as Charles handed 
me to him by the scruff of my neck. 

“It is Miss Phyllis’s monkey, Macrow,” explained my 
aunt, with an anxiety to disown all responsibility for me 
that was not flattering. “And, Phyllis dearest, if you insist 
on having it in the drawing-room, hadn’t you better ? ” 

I failed to catch the rest, but Phyllis replied, “Well, 
perhaps it might be as well. Macrow, will you take him to 
Friswell, please, and ask her to— to wash him for me and 
send him into the drawing-room ? ” 

Friswell, I fancy, was not altogether chummy with Macrow 
just then ; at all events she told him it was “ no part of 7ier 
work to bath a little beast of a monkey,” and recommended 
him strongly to do it himself. 

But he turned me over to the under scuUery-maid instead 
— *and even she was sniffy about it. 


To be held under a tap in a sink, soused with cold water, 
and scrubbed with beastly yellow soap and a most infernal 
hard brush, is not exactly the kind of treatment I was 
accustomed to, even under my aunt’s roof — but I show^ed no 
resentment. I thought I probably required it. 

It was over at last, and in a condition of almost offensive 
cleanhness [I loathe the smell of yellow soap myself — so 
depressing ’] I was carried upstairs and deposited outside the 
drawing-room door, which Macrow opened for me. 

My little plaid tunic had been burnt, so I had absolutely 
nothing on but the leather belt. One can’t get rid of one’s 
prejudices aU at once, and though I knew that even this 
costume wouldn’t be considered at all outre in my present 
case, I did feel just a little bit shy about going in. After 
all, though, I was one of the family, and I resolved to saunter 
in unconcernedly, as a person who had the right to feel at 
home. 

Whether Nature was too strong for me, or whether I got a 
gentle push from Macrow’s boot, I can’t say, but I ’m afraid 
that, as a matter of fact, I shambled in anyhow on all fours. 

“ You can’t say he isn’t clean 7iow, Mums ! ” cried Phyllis. 
“Isn’t he a perfect angel ? I think I must have some new 
clothes made for him— he ’ll look frightfully sweet in them ! ” 

I thought I should look all right if she would only let me 
go to my own tailor, who, though a trifle too given to press 
for inmiediate payment, does understand my figure — but how 
was I to give her his address ? She said a lot more about 
me, till at last, not being used to such open admiration — 
especially from her — I began to feel a bit embarrassed ; it 
was enough to turn most monkeys’ heads. To cover ny 
confusion, I wandered round the room, just as I should have 
done if I had remained my old self, looking at this and that, 
taking up an article here and there, fingering it, and putting 
it down again. Then I sat on the music-stool and struck a 
few careless chords on the piano. I had meant to play them 
as much as I could remember of the ^^Choristers' Waltz'' 
but my fingers had all got so fumbly that I couldn’t raise 
any tune in particular. But that would come back to me, 
with practice. 

Phyllis was highly amused, at first, by my performance, 
but she did not appear to think it showed any marked 
musical ability. If she had, she would not have insisted 
on my leaving off so soon. Of course a hint from her 
was enough for me, and I got off the music-stool and 
retired to a sofa without, I hope, letting her see how deeply 
she had disappointed me. I took up the nearest Society 
journal and began to glance through it with a show of 
interest. Not that I really cared two straws how Lady Honor 
Hyndlegge’s small dance had gone off, or who were letting 
their houses for Ascot week, or going to have a houseboat at 
Henley — I seemed now to have got so far beyond all that ! 
But I was determined to make Phyllis understand that I had 
intellectual tastes. 

However, it was a deuced tricky paper to manage — 
especially as my feet would keep on trying to turn over the 
pages instead of leaving it to my hands. So I am not sure 
that Phyllis quite took in the fact that I was actually reading, 
and, whatever it was I did read, I can’t remember a single 
line of it now. 

But aH of a sudden, as I sat there, Macrow appeared and 
announced: “Mr. Blundell” — and sure enough, in walked 
old Monty, irreproachably got up as usual! I w^as a bit 
staggered at first, for I wasn’t aware he knew my aunt — I 
hadn’t introduced him. 

Then it struck me wh y he had come. He had heard of my 
decease and volunteered to break the sad news to my family. 
It was pretty decent of him, really— though I would rather 
it had been anybody else. Because, between ourselves, I 
wouldn’t have trusted dear old Monty to break the death of 
a bluebottle without managing to foozle it somehow. 



He couldn’t see me heliind tlie payor, 
and, as I couldn’t bo of much assistance 
, to liim, I lay doggo, being naturally 
’ curious to hear how he would prepare 
thorn for the shock, and how they - 
especiallv Phyllis— would bear up under 
, it " F. A. 

I - . . 

i 

I CHARIVARIA. 

I IifSsrA, whose finances were declared 
^ the other day to be at their last ebl), has 
j just jiaid ,^05,000 into the Dogger Dank 

! ; 
i A lady, upon hearing of the resigna- 
! tioii of ill*. WiyoiLur, remarked that she 
I was sorry, as she always admired his 
I acting. 

I Lor<l Ellexborovgii thinks that the 
most favourable opportunity for an 
enemy to invade onr shores would be a ■ 
Saturday or Sunday preceding a Bank 
Holiday, when we should all lie merry- 
making. But surely the danger is greater | 
on Boxing Day, wdien the entire nation is , 
groaning under the burden of its Christ- 
mas dinner? 

Mr. Balfour, however, has stated that 
an invasion of England is an impossi- 
bility. Still, to make assurance doubly 
sure, an Aliens Bill is to be passed. 

Some surprise has been expressed 
that Earl Camior, the Chairman of the 
Great Western Railway Company, should | 
have been appointed First Lord of the 
Admiralty. It seems to be forgotten 
that the Gr.W.R. has for many years past 
successfully run steamboats between 
England and the Channel Isles. 

In view of the appointment of Earl 
Cawdor, the Chairman of the South- 
Eastern and Chatham Railway is now 
said to look upon the War Office as 
his natural reversion. 

The Rhinoceros dinner at New York, 
made possible by the generosity of 
Prince Henry of Prussia, was not a great 
success. The idea was wutty enough, 
but the indigestion which followed was 
no more acute than the result of dining 
ofE the average German beef. 

Mr. Lloyd-George declares that Mr. 
Balfour has no settled convictions except 
that he is the right man for the Premier- 
ship. Still, Mr. Lloyi^George’s party 
have not even decided this point for them- 
selves in the event of a change of regime. 

Meanwhile, a sanguine section of the 
front Opposition Bench has already 
prepared a scheme for the re-organisa- 
tion of the Army — not, we understand, 
because the Army needs it, hut because 
our glorious system of party govem- 



FOREIGNERS ARE ALWAYS SO VERY POLITE. 

Cliamhg Hostess. ‘*Do have some of my cake. I don’t believe you’ve ever tasted my 

OWN MAKE?” 

Delightful Foreigner {wishing to be polite). “Indeed— indeed I have, and I ASSURE you I 

DID NOT WISH TO EAT ANYTHING ELSE FOR DAYS AFTER ! ” 

ment must be kept up. Linked bat- We believe it is an open secret that, 
tahons are the main principle of the were it not that it would look too much 
scheme. The Liberals declare that they like an advertisement, our public-spirited 
will have no difficulty in supplying friend Sir Thomas Lipton would he 
the missing links. willing to present one to the Metropolis. 

By-the-by, a certain Government “Sir Henry Irving,” we read, ‘Ms 
contractor, of Rye, is evidently con- making satisfactory progress.” We wish 
vinced that a change of Government is that the same could be said of many 

approaching, for his trade catalogue other actors. 

contains the following announcement : — 

“ I have a gieat quantity of good second-hand The Accrington lady who was recently 
Govebhment Vices rescued from premature burial has beeu 

of all sizes, from 10a. to 25a. each ” app^ring nighdy on the vmety stage 
at Rochdale. She was certainly more 

The opening of a Nelson Widows’ f9^iiiiate than the gentian who, on 
ReUef Fund has led a usuaUy iU-in- "spg to protest when his cofSn ^ 
formed continental contemporary to 

assert that the hero of TraMgar was by the undertaker s menmththe 
a man who married both recklessly explanatio n, Orders is borde rs, 
and profusely. 

From the Ticentietk Century Medical 
The Saturday Review points out that Dictionary : — Sawbones. A surgeon who 
we have no statue of Bacon in London, uses X-rays. 


I 

) 
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WHY I AM A SOCIALIST. 

Interview with Ku)y Yorick. 

(JVith a'polorjlcs to the Intervieuer of the 
Dally Chronicled 

StPuWGER tliaii fiction, and mncli more 
interesting, is the fact that Lady Yorick 
is a Socialist. The lovely and fascinat- 
ing representative of a great family, 
mistress of Yorick Castle and herself the 
owner of 23,000 acres, speaking of the 
Socialistic programme to the representa- 
tive of the Dailij Comical in her London 
residence, Yorick House, which stands 
within the shadow of St James’s Palace 
— if anything so piqnantly romantic had 
been dealt with in a novel, would not 
those of ns who are by way of being 
reviewers of books be justified in 
alluding to such a situation as outside 
the range of probabilities ? 

And yet the fact is as sohd as St. 
Paul’s — ^Lady Yorick is a Socialist. She I 
told me so herseK in two interviews 
which I was privileged to have with her 
— perhaps the most rapturous moments 
in an otherwise drab existence. 

The first took place at lier house just 
before dinner, to which I was not asked 
to stay, and the other in the early after- 
noon a day or two afterwards. Strange 
to say, when one calls on Lady Yorick 
in tliis way, she does not treat one as 
if she were addressing an audience. I 
had of course natm-ally expected that 
she would mount a platform and I 
should be given a seat below her; 
but I was wrong. Anything in the 
nature of rhetoric is impossible to 
Lady Yorick. 

Eveiything is communicated in that 
quiet and conversational fashion which 
one expects from the well-bred man or 
woman. This seemed to me very strange. 
It is necessary to say so much, as in 
reporting what is said on economic or 
political subjects there may be a sug- 
gestion of “speechifying” wholly alien 
to the individuality of one of the best- 
mannered, as well as one of the most 
beautiful women of our own day. 

On the occasion of my first visit I am 
shown into a room on the ground floor 
of Yorick House. An excellent portrait 
of King Edw^ard catches the eye, and 
another of himself and the Prince of 
Wales autographed “George.” I am 
shown up to the drawing-room on the 
first floor, where Lady Yorick, in a 
charming evening gown of pink cripe- 
de-chine, comes forward to greet me — 
an embodunent of queenly dignity and 
youthful vivacity. 

Lady Yorick, in that rich low pene- 
trating aristocratic voice which real 
ladies use to journahsts, at once confided 
to me her doubts as to whether a 
Socialist has any right to look queenly. 

[ It was also a little on her mind, she said, 


whether pink crepe-de-cliine was quite 
the thing. Blue canvas was suggested, 
in accordance with a forecast in one of 
Mr. Wells’s books; but my charming 
hostess was doubtful. 

“After all,” she said, with one of her 
dehghlfuILy well-bred laughs that sound 
so strange to a newspaper man, “ after 
all, why should Sociafism interfere with 
our personal charms ? ” 

“Why, indeed?” said I, making a 
note of the dehcious phrase on my cuff, 
and tying a knot in my handkerchief to 
remind me that I had done so. 

“About those 23,000 acres,” I then 
remarked ; “ do I understand ” 

“ Oh, no,” said Lady Yorick, “I don’t 
think Socialism means anything drastic 
like that. And of course there is Lord 
Yorick to consider. Lord Yorick does 
not go so far as I do in his opinions ; 
but he helps me in every way. I believe 
in being unique. I want to be known 
as the only really practical sincere earnest 
Socialist who owns 23,000 acres.” 

“ How charmingly put ! And what a 
simple and natural ambition ! ” I said. 

“ I am in favour of everything social- 
istic,” Lady Yortok said, “except” — here 
I rose and took off my hat, which, being 
a Socialist too, I had retained — “ except 
the abolition of the Monarchy. Evciy- 
one should have bread, unless there was 
not enougli to go round, in which case 
I should recommend cake. Equal rights 
for all. One woman two votes, and 
everyone to have the chance of spending 
Christmas in Paris.” 

“Ah yes,” I murmured, “Paris: I 
remember ” 

“I am hoping that we may see a 
revival of Socialist sentiment amongst 
the young men of Oxford and Cambridge, 
and, indeed, in aU the Universities 
throughout the world,” Lady Yorick 
continued. “I was much cheered the 
other day by reading of the joke pre- 
pared for the Mayor of Cambridge by 
some of the young men. If they are so 
friendly as to jest with the Mayor, they 
are well on the road to Socialism. 

“ What would I do if I were a multi- 
millionaire ? I would spend every penny 
of it on the Socialist movement. For 
one thing, I should like to see them in 
possession of a big haU, large enough to 
accommodate many thousands of people 
How splendid that would be ! ” 

I mentioned Olympia. 

“ Ah yes, Olympia. Think of Olympia 
fuU of thousands of people. That’s 
Socialism ! 

“ In the second place, I would start a 
newspaper which should not be subject 
to the changing moods of cranks and 
faddist^!, but should be run on absolutely 
Socialistic lines. The mistake about 
papers to-day is that they pay. Mine 
should never pay. It should be free to 
an.” 


“But you would pay the staff?” I 
asked . ‘ ‘ The interviewers ? ’ ’ 

“ Is not inter^fiewing its own reward ? ” 
was tlie matchless reply. 

How could I say no ? 

“You shaU be our interviewer - in - 
chief,” said this gracious lady. 

^ “ The remainder of the fortune,” Lady 
Yorick continued, “I would spend in 
every way that would be likely to result 
in Labour men obtaining seats in Parlia- 
ment. Joseph Arch, for example, I would 
see that he had a motor-car to take him 
down to the House every night. I would 
build a great residential club for Labour 
members, close to the House. There is 
nothing I would not do. 

“I have quite given up what we 
describe as society,” Lady Yorick con- 
tinued, in a whisper that stiU thrills me, 
though I have wi-itten many articles 
since. “ Society is divided into two parts 
— those who bore and those who are 
bored. I have always tried not to belong 
to the first section, and have decided 
not to belong to the second. On the 
other hand, although not a multi- 
millionaire, I am doing all I can in a 
quiet way to assist the Socialist cause. 
For instance, I have taken a flat in 
Victoria Street.” 

“ Indeed ! ” I cried. 

“Yes. Could you think of anything 
more energetically socialistic than that ? 
If^ only everyone would take flats in 
Victoria Street the success of the great 
movement would be assured.” 

After my charming hostess had wiltten 
her gracious name, “ Meta Yorick,” on 
my other cuff, as a memento of the day, 
the interview ended. As I passed out 
between the rows of footmen — all, I have 
no doubt. Socialists to the core — I began 
to realise that a strange thing had 
happened in the social life of England. 


Might have been expressed differently. 

The Chairman of a political meeting 
in the North in the course of his speech 
said, “Our opponent is one of the 
cleverest and most unscrupulous politi- 
cians in this country, but, thank good- 
ness, Gentlemen, our candidate is well 
able to beat liim on his own ground.” 
The candidate was present. 


From the Notthiyham Daily Express : 

S TRAYED, Thursday afternoon, from Sutton- 
in-Ashfield, Scotch Collie and Shepherd. 
Anyone returning same to Sutton Police Station 
wiJI be rewarded ; if not returned within three 
days will be prosecuted if found out 

Who will be prosecuted ? And why ? 
This is worse than the lady or the tiger. 


How TO KEEP A Sovereign bright. — ^An 
advertisement of a new metal polish 
adds, “Used in the Eoyal Baths.” 
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' FROM OUR ST. PETERSBURG ! 
i CORRESPONDEXT. 1 

j Our special Parliamentary Corre> i 
i spondent in St. Pr.'ter'^'.irir sends ns a 1 
I detailed report of tli" ■ sitting of . 

* the first Zeinskie Sol)or. | 

; The Honse ^vas not at its full strength, | 

; many members fur outlying coiistitu- j 
j encies being prevented from appearing i 
owing to the general cessation of traffic 
on most of the State railways. A large i 
number of Opp-i^ition deputies were also 
unavoidably detained in Siberia, 

The Session was formally opened with 
prayers and misgivings, after which | 
notice was given of the introduction of 
various Bills. Among others : 

Father G.vpOir. — ^Bill to provide additional 
emergency exits from the Russian 
Empire. 

HT.H. the Grand Duke Vladimir.-— Bill 
to provide for the acquisition of 
additional shooting ranges on the 
Xevski Prospect, Palace Square, &e. 
Admiral RozHDEST\Ti:xsKY. — Bill for ex- 
tending the close time for cod and 
other deep-sea fish, with especial 
reference to trawling. 

The Commander H.I. Majesty’s warship 
Aurora.— Bi}l to discourage marks- 
manship in the Russian Xavy. 

The Governor of Warsaw. — Bill for pro- 
viding home employment for de- 
serving Cossacks. 

The most gracious speech from the 
Throne touched briefly on the general 
features of the situation. The deputies 
were congratulated on the fact that the 
Empire was at peace with most of the 
great Powers, and it was satisfactory to 
be able to relate that the Russian Govern- 
ment was still hopeful of being able to 
institute order and guarantee personal 
safety among the inhabitants of the . 
Macedonian vilayets. Following on 
its custom of keeping a fleet in far 
Eastern waters the Government had 
despatched a naval squadron in that 
direction to replace other vessels which 
had become obsolete owing to the im- 
provement in modem heavy artillery. 
However much the honourable House 
might be disposed to criticise the ex- 
penditure involved by this expedition, 
there was this consolation, that it was 
likely to yield them a rich and intimate 
store of information concerning the 
marine fauna, coastal cxirrents, shoals, 
reefs, soundings and atmospheric pecu- 
liarities of the island of Madagascar such 
as the Imperial Institute of Science and 
Geography had never before possessed. 
(Some cheers.) It was further announced | 
that, in order to emphasise the spirit of 
humility in which a religious ceremony 
should be approached, the Blessing of 
the Neva would not on future occasions 
be conducted from a raised pavilion. It 
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UNDER RESERVE. 


Ee. “Darlino, will you share my lot?’* 
She. “Yes, Charlie, if it really is a lot.” 


was even possible that, in deference to 
the expressed wish of many of the 
participants, a special trench would be 
dug for the purposes of the function, 
(T7iis announcement 'produced hearty 
satisfaction on the Ministerial henclies.) 

At this stage of the proceedings the 
Leader of the Opposition moved the 
adjournment of the House, remarking 
that it was now three o’clock. The 
Premier refused to accept the motion, I 
whereupon the Leader of the Opposition 
walked out, observing as he went, “It’s 
timed to go off at a quarter past.” 


A few minutes later a Member of the 
Ministerial party drew the attention of 
his Leader to the fact that the Opposition 
benches were conspicuously empty. The 
Premier hastily accepted the motion for 
adjournment. 

The House rose at a quarter past three 
with a terrific detonation. After search- 
ing among the ruins till a late hour the 
Premier, who had left by an early door, 
announced to a Press representative that 
he had been obliged to abandon the task 
of reconstructing his Ministry. Perfect 
order reigns at St. Petersburg. 
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^Arrlet. “I will say this fob Bill, ’e do look the Gentleman I” 


CABRIOLETS- 

Oh, this is tlio lay of the hansom of I^ondon that stops up the 
iDy-way or crawls in the street ; 

And I pray that its fares may he fewer and fewer, its end may 
be swift, its extinction complete. 

It ’s a lash for the horse when a fare ’s to be pounced on, a 
skim from a carriage, a shave from a cart ; 

And before you can murmur “ Look out ! ” it has got you, 
and, lo, the two doors fly by magic apart ; 

But they never fly quite as they ought to, and so you must 
squirm and make circles and just wriggle in, 

With a print of the tjue on the tail of your coat and a bruise 
on the tenderest part of your sliin. 

And you crumple your hat on the edge of the window, the 
horse going ofl with a jerk in his trot ; 

And you haven^t said much (for there ’s no one to hear), but 
I ’ll wager long odds that you ’re thinking a lot. 

Then your fingers impede the two doors as he shuts them, 
and, wliizz ! you go fast as a ship in a gale ; 

And you catch a sad glimpse of your face in the mirror and 
find yourself looking remarkably pale. 

You feel, as you bump from the seat to the cefling, you ought 
to be steel but you ’re fragile as delf, ' 

While the cabman directs his abuse at a ’bus and the ’busman 
rephes by abusing yourself. 

Then, a van stopping short, you go bang on its tailboard ; 
the boy in the van does his own little bit 

By reflecting on you and your style and your features in words 
that are crude, though they strike 1dm as wit ; 


And your cabman, the fons et oAgo malorum, gives casual 
hints on the cause of the crash, 

And, his horse being stuck and no progress permitted, adds 
joy to his leisure by using the lash. 

Next out of this welter of vans and invective, this chaos of 
carmen and ’busmen and boys 

You escape, holding on like grim death to the cushions, a 
pageant of cab-talk and whipcord and noise. 

And you skate down the hills and you skid round the 
corners ; you take every refuge as near as be blowed. 
And you scatter the men and you frighten the women, who 
pause in despair on tlie crown of the road. 

Your cabman still aims at his horse, though it gallops ; he 
misses his horse, but he catches your eye, 

And you feel, as your fist dashes up through the trapdoor, 
that fun for the spider means death to the fly. 

But at last comes the end : you collide with the kerbstone ; 

your horse clatters down ; there is nothing to grab, 

So you land on your head, but before you have landed, 
you ’ve time to give thanks that you ’re out of the cab. 

Tis. 


Om Ebasoh is good uotil akotbder is offered. — ‘‘ The lecture, 
which was admirably illustrated, was most interesting, owing 
to the fact that hundreds were unable to gain adimssion.” 
— J arrow Guardian. 


Con^cmENCE. — The first eye-catching advertisement of the 
new novel entitled The Marriage of William Ashe appeared 
on Ash Wednesday. 
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To Avoid Misco^’cuiiiun’ ! 

These are porti aits of the very latest thing in Liberal Leaders— for tho information of the 
public in South ^Vfrica, lest thJir minds should be unduly disturbed by the attack on Lord 
Selbonie ! i i£r S-r H-r J-e ) 


I ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. : 

E\ir.ACTi:ri rKoir the Duet or Thet, M.P. ! 

5 *4 . i 

I TL)u,^e of CdhtiufOh^, 

f\ riiitiply as a matter of tactics : 
do you tiiinlv if tvell done tliat a great ! 
political party, on the eve of coming into j 
poAver, should allow itself to he led into ! 
the Division Lohlw hy Swift I^L^cXhill i 
and Don't Keir Haudte ? Or is the matter i 
mended vAdien Ave consider that the | 
demonstration AA'as aimed at a man just ! 
appointed to a delicate and difficult inis- 1 
sion iirwdving the Avelfare of a great | 
Dependency and the interests ol the 
Empire ? ” 

I never argue Avitli tlie Meairer for 
S.VRT v, much less contradict him. 

Am honnd to admit that his way of 
putting it has the sAunpathy of nine out j 
of ten g( )od Li bcrals . But A\diat would you ? 
SaauI’T j\Lu’Xetll discerned in appoint- j 
ment of Selrorne as successor to Milni^r ' 
opportunity of oljtaining flaming adver- 1 
tisement. This not one of your peddling ’ 
little questions about the second postal 
delAery in Ballysliannon, or the devolu- 
tion of a County Court House to purposes 
of Bridge and flA^e o’clock tea. It touched 
an affair of State. iUl the submarine 
cal lies Avould speed to near continents 
and the uttermost ends of tlie earth 
account of how Swift MacXeiix, M.P. 
denounced the appointment of the High 
Commissioner of South Africa on the 
ground that, whilst Under-Secretary of 
State for the Colonies, he Avas privy to 
the Jajueson Raid. 

We know our Swii^ M*vcNeill, and 
complain of these performances chiefly 
on account of loss of public time and 
lowering of tbe dignity and usefulness 
of Parliament. It is different abroad,^ 
even in the Colonies and the LTnited' 
States. At their point of perspective 
one British M.P. is as good as another — 
and better too. 



*'Tey your Strength 1” 
“Next, please 1 ” 


That is SwiiT MacNeill’s advantage, 
and he is not slow to seize it. But what ^ 
about the 150 British Members who 
trundled through the Lobbies in the wake 
of the redoubtable moA^er and seconder of 
Avhat was designed as a slur on tlie newly- 
appointed High Commissioner? C.-B. 
and the Captains of the Liberal Party who 
thronged the front Bench were careful 
to refrain from taking pai-t in the Debate. 
They put up blameless Sydney Buxton, on 
whom presently, like hawk on sparrow, 
swooped Don Jos^. 

That done, and votes recorded in 
favour of the motion, the Front Bench 
AATis committed to Swift MacNeiia’s 
leadership. Not a happj^ augury for 
the days near at hand when parties will 
change sides, and there will straightway 
begin, under even more dangerous cir- 
cumstances, the familiar process of the 
tail wagging the head of that hapless 
dog, the honest Liberal Party. 

What made the whole business more 
regrettable is fact that of aU His 
Majesty’s Ministers at the head of the 
great spending Department, Selborne 
IS the one ayIio has given the enemy 
least cause to blaspheme. Whilst for 
seven years the sister Service in PaU 
Mail has drawn upon its administration 
ithe lament of friends, the censure of 


foes, iUq NaAw, under Selborne’s shrewd 
unbustling direction, has quietly gone 
its way, till to-day, when the First Lord 
Imuls doAvn his flag, it is acknowledged 
to be in condition of rare efficiency. 

In such circumstances, on the initia- 
tiA^e of a wild Irishman hungry for 
notoriety, the Liberal Pai-ty alloAv them- 
selves to be led into the gaping trap. 

“When it was Avritten,” says Sark, 
“ ‘ surely in Amn is the net set in sight 
of any bird,’ the commentator left out of 
consideration one of estimable brood.” 

“And what was that?” I innocently 
asked. 

“The goose,” said Sark grimly. 

Business done . — Selborne leaves Ad- 
miralty for Cape Town, Cawdor ap- 
pointed his successor at Whitehall. 

Hail to thee, Thane of Cawdor, long 
time Chainnan of the Great Western 
Railway. “0 prosperous gentleman,” 
as Macheth obseiwed of a forbear. But 
at a leap to land as Cabinet Minister 
and First Lord of the Admiralty stood 
not within the prospect of belief. The 
prophetic greeting of the T\itches en- 
countered on the blasted heath at back 
of Paddington Station fulfilled, the most 
captious critic acknoAvledges it well 
done. No one, save Walter Long, 
thought of Caaydor as First Lord of the 
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In Nucibus. 

Mr. George Wyiidhain’s present, "but, Mr. Puiicli hopes, only temporaiy, address is 
Clouds (Wiltsliire). 


Admiralty. 'When we come to think of it 
we admit Prince Arthur has got oxxt of 
difficult situation by admirable stroke. 

Wednesday, 11.50 p.M.— House full 
from floor to topmost bench in Strangers’ 
GaUery. Asquith winding up debate 
in vigorous fashion. Once, when he 
banged the brass-bound box in manner 
reminiscent of Mr. G. in days of old, 
Ministerialists broke forth in burst of 
uneasy laughter. Prince Arthur, who 
divided with the Front Opposition 
Bench the scanty forty minutes left by 
earlier speakers, was in his worst form. 
Twenty minutes was not sufficient space 
of time for elaboration of one of those 
intellectual feats wherein, dealing with 
the fiscal question, he has triumphantly 
sat down after talking an hour without 
committing himself to either side. 

To-night chief effort bent on im- 
pressing halting Ministerialists with 
conviction that in voting for Lyttelton’s 
“previous question” amendment they 
were leaving fiscal matters absolutely 
untouched. It was, in effect, Prutce 
Arthur uneasily laboured to show, just 
like voting Ay on the proposition that 
two and two make four. Incidentally 
carrying the amendment would mean 
shunting Winston Churchhl’s resolution 
which, if Members were freed from influ- 
ence of Ministerial Whip, would certainly 
be carried. Don Josi declared that 
“logically” he would be ready to vote 
for it. Presumably iUogicaUy he will 
vote for Ministers’ heroic proposal, “ That 
the question be not now put.” 


The speeches varied in point and 
force. As far as interest of the thronged 
assembly was concerned they were of 
secondary importance What everyone 
asked was, Wi-.a v ’ll be the majority ? ” 
Some Ministerialists of little faith varied 
inquiry by asking, “W^ill there be a 
majority?” The more sanguine put it 
between 25 and 35. Preponderance of 
anticipation fixed it at 20. To every- 
body’s amazement, to uncontrolled 
delight of His Majesty’s Ministers, it 
turned out to be 42. Revulsion of feeling 
m Ministerial camp testified by round 
after round of cheers. 

This the joy of midnight. Reflection 
cometh with the morning, and to men 
impartially reviewing the plots and 
counter-plots of the week, the secret meet- 
ings of sections, the bucking-up of weak 
brethren, the restraint of the too-auda- 
cious, it wiU bring sharply home the; 
hollowness of the political situation, the 
unreahty of Parliamentary performance. 

Business done. — In crowded House of 
566 Members resolved by majority of 42 
that Winston Churchill’s inconvenient 
declaration “that the permanent unity 
of the British Empire will not be secured 
through a system of Preferential duties 
based upon the Protective taxation of 
food,” be not put to the question. Or, 
as the light-hearted engine-driver re- 
marked as he sat on the safety valve, 
“ Mum’s the word.” 

Friday night. — The tragic fate of 
George Wyndh.4M should be a warning 
to young Members on both sides at 


present dwelling in obscurity but con- 
vinced that in their week-end suit-cases 
they carry the red box of a Cabinet 
Minister. If at the close of the Session of 
1903 anyone had prophesied that before 
two years had sped the popular Chief 
Secretary would be hounded out of office 
by the IJlster landlords, he would have 
been haled forth and subjected to the 
discipline of a bucket of cold water, 
recommended by the faculty in early 
stages of madness. At that period 
Wyndham had given the Ulster men their 
full share of the million sterling divided 
])etween Irish landlord and tenant, the 
British tax-payer guaranteeing pa5nnent. 
Was there ever known such a heaven- 
born statesman ? 

To-day, after painful experience, he 
is no longer a Minister of the Crown. 
His public career is indefinitely inter- 
rupted. The bitterness of the cup is 
filled by reflection on lost opportunity. 
He did the right thing in resigning; 
but the action w'as taken a fortnight 
late. He had, in the meanwhile, suffered 
the indignity of publicly reading a cen- 
sure, passed by a Cabinet alarmed for. 
its own life, upon a colleague with whom 
he had worked in honest and honourable 
effort to serve the country committed to 
his charge. The moment to resign was 
when the graceless task was imposed 
upon him by colleagues anxious above 
all things to save their own skin. 

Bejund that momentary failure of 
judgment, due, as will some day be 
disclosed, to personal loyalty to his 
Leader, George AVyndham has no reason 
to be otherwise than proud of his 
Ministerial career. The cloud that 
to-day lies low over him is mirky, even 
sulphurous. It will soon lift, and in 
the restful shade of Opposition, to be 
followed in due, probably lengthy, 
course, by the return to power of his 
purged political Party, he will have 
fresh chance of showing of what fine 
metal he is forged. 

Business done. —Private Members’ 
night, which usually means none. 


Uneasy lies the Head.*’ 

From a Manchester hatter’s shop 
window : — 

Hats full or good Points. 


A CORRESPONDENT writes to the Leicester 
Evening News: “I have great difficulty 
in getting boots and shoes in some parts 
of Leicestershire without squeaking.” 
Then why not squeak? Or solve the 
difficulty by writing for them ? 


An advertisement in the Daily Press 
begins : — 

WANTED, Good Hand-sewn Men. 

We wonder if hand-sewn is as hand- 
sewn does. 
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PIPKIN ON PAN. 

(After a visit to the Diihe of Yorlis Theatre.) 

Having been unfortunately, or fortunately, as tlie case may 
be, prevented from seeing Hr. B.^rie’s exceptionally success! lil 
Peter Pan, now about to be vdtlidrawn for a wliile, to re-appear 
at Christmas-time , — reculer pour mieux, sautcr, if that is 
possible in this instance — determined to witness its per- 
formance. Now, from several good judges, the majority 
consisting of ladies and girls, I had heard this piece extolled 
to the skies ; likewise had read its unequivocal pmises in the 
papers ; while, on the otlier hand, by a male minority of 
capable critics, I liad heard considerable w^onder expressed 
that any author of Mr. Barrie’s repute could possibly have 
written so utterly nonsensical a piece, and that he should 
have described it as ‘‘a play.” The opinions ‘‘for” were 
as seven to two “ on the contrary.” iVfter my visit I have 
unhesitatingly joined the minority. 

Admimbly represented by the actors, stage-managed 
to perfection by Mr. Dion Boccicault, with exceptionally 
picturesque scenery, Peter Pan enjoys rare advantages, and 
a signal success has been achieved. I do not remember to 
have seen on any stage, so comparatively small as this, 
a “set ” more original in design, or more artistically 
effective, than the iiiiid uibleau of Peter Pan, representing the 
“ Tree-Tops ” ; nor one more skilfully contrived than “ Our 
Home Underground,” where the forest is shown above and 
the children’s cave below, the latter being reached through 
the hollowed trunks of trees. Yet, with the exception of a 
considerable portion of the first scene — especially the flying 
away of the childi-en after the manner of the Grigolati 
troupe — I could find little in the extravaganza either to 
amuse me, or that I could oven acknowledge as new and 
original. The picking up of the shadow by Peter Pan is a 
most striking incident in The Shadowless Man, when the little 
gentleman in black detaches Pete?* SchlemiVs shadow from the 
ground, rolls it up, and puts it in his pocket. The scene in 
the 'wood, where the cliildren build the hut, is similar to that 
in Snowd7vp, played years ago at the Royalty, where the elves 
did very much, if not exactly, the same thing. And I seem 
to remember similar “business” still more recently in some 
pantomune. 

Mr. Gerald Du Maurter, whose acting throughout is one of 
the chief mainstays of this nonsensical nursery extraA’^aganza 
(I speak as one of the minority), when representing the 
Captain of the Pirates, recalls to my mind a certain burlesque 
at the Strand, where Marius represented the Eed Hover on 
board precisely the same sort of ship as we see in Peter Pan ; 
it also recalls another memorable deck scene, in the travesty 
of LtAfricame at the aforesaid theatre, with a strong cast of 
“character-actors” the like of whom it might not be so easy 
nowadays to get together. There is nothing new under the 
sun or behind the footlights, and even the Pirate Captain’s 
fragnentary hornpipe is not by any means a noA’-elty. The 
comic dog is frankly and avowedly merely a pantomime animal, 
capitally represented by a clever pantomimist, Mr. Arthur 
Lupino. There is some singing in Peter Pan, tunefully 
given ; and, in the accompanying orchestral music, old familiar 
airs have been introduced with much quaint humour by, as I 
suppose, Mr. John Crook, the Musical Director. Also there is 
not a little fairly effective, and some eccentric, step-dancing, 
including the very ancient shadow-dance, gracefully per- 
formed by Miss Nina Bouoioault, which is scarcely a novelty 
to a considerable number of playgoers. 

On the night I witnessed Peter Pan there were, in a 
crowded house, very few children present, as far as I could 
see, but whether they enjoyed it or not, it was impossible for 
me to ascertain. I hope they did. Perhaps on many an 
afternoon, when the house, as I hear, has been always 


crammed Avith young people, the appeal by Miss Nina 
Boucicault as Peter Pan to the audience to sIioav by their 
applause that they beheA’e in fairies and AAush Peter Pan 
to liA-e oil and visit them from time to time, has iuA^ariably 
elicited so immediate a response as to be quite overpOAA^ering 
by its touching unanimity. Such spontaneity did not strike 
me on this occasion, hliss Nina Boucicault seemed to force 
it from them; she seemed, to me, to be imploring a favour- 
able A'erdict, with tears in her A'oice. Was it not as a 
pathetic “ speech for the defence ” to a hesitating jury ? 

The handsome, oghng squaAV AAdshiug Peter Pan to live Avith 
her seems to me an incident not in the very best taste ; and the 
scene of the mothers coming to find their children returned 
from fairyland is a liit Avearisome ; while where the fun comes 
in of Ml*. Du Maurier taking up his residence in a dog- 
kennel, and giving an account of his riding in it on the top 
of a cab throngh the city, I totally fail to see. 

]\Iiss Dorothea Baird as the sweet mother, and the actresses 
representing the children, are AAmithy of all praise, especially 
that life-like little nuisance Avho is perpetually harping upon 
the subject of a white rat. But what a terrible set of priggish 
little p)eople in real life ' 

After his exceptional successes AAntli such clever eccentric 
entertainments as The Admirable Crichton and lAttle Mary, 
Mr Barrie is temporarily the pet of the critics, and it is a 
part of his great good luck, fairly deserved by his much 
daring, that he should liaA'e had his pieces perfectly acted by 
first-rate comedians. 

Had Ml*. Barrie’s Peter Pan been only for afternoons, and 
Dialed at «oine hall like the Egyptian, or as a kind of old 
* (jPilei v-y d-Dlustration-entertainment ” for children in holiday 
time, criticism would have been disarmed; but given as “a 
play in Three Acts” — well then— being in the minority — 1 
heartily congratulate the fortunate management and the very 
cleA’er and still more fortunate author of Peter Pan, and am 
his and theirs truly, Paul Pipkin. 


LENTEN PENANCES. 

Dining Avith people who giA^e the worst dinner in London. 

More severe penance: dining Avith people who give you 
the worst dinner and the Avorst wine in London. 

Severest penance : the same as the above, plus the worst 
cigars and the company of utter bores, male and female. 

Attending at a musical matinee in a priA^ate house, and 
having to hsten for two hours to infant prodigies on piano 
and violin. 

Assisting as one of the audience at an amateur performance 
of Still Waters Rwi Deep, or any other well-known play that 
may be a favourite with amateurs. 

Staying in a country house Avith a funny man or a practical 
humourist. 

Passing a thorougUy hopelessly Avet week-end Avith friends, 
at their country place five miles from everywhere, who, you 
discover, object to any sort of recreation on a Sunday, and 
Avon’t even have the carriage out to drive to chm*ch. 

Finding that the next house to yours has been taken by a 
music*al family, the younger ones learning the piano, and the 
elder ones practising singing at all sorts of hours. 


A Slip. 

From the Daily News, March 3 : — 

THE REALMS OF GOLD. 

Before the Repeal of the Corn Laws. 

After this Mr. Chamberlain should take heart again. 

The New Dish. 

A S ROAST COOK, in Hotel or Club preferred. Aged 23. Good 
refe . — Daily Telegraph. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

To tlieir series describing and illnstrating towns and 
countries Messrs. A. A C Black have added Edinhirgh The 
text is the work of Ros.\like ItkssoN, Mr. Fulleylove 
contributing twenty-one full-page illustrations, each a dainty 
picture in colour. There are few tovms in the United 
Kingdom that offer f uUer opportunities for such work than 
Edinburgh, with its historic Palace, its crumbling Canongate, 
its encircling hills. Time wus when Canongate housed 
two dukes, sixteen earls, two countesses, seven barons, thirteen 
baronets (not including my Baronite), four Coimnanders-in- 
Chief, and seven Lords of Session. Traces, in some cases 
the framework, of their stately houses remain. But to-day 
dukes are scarce in Canongate, and of the seven Lords of 
Session all in the churclnurd lie, their successors electing to 
live elsewhere. Miss Masson has prepared for lier task by 
reading almost everything written about the famous city. 
Judicious quotations freely made add much to the value of a 
delightful book. 

The Gonntess is the title of a book small in bulk, great 
in possilnlities. It is by Georgette Agnew, and the publishers 
of this Summer Idyll bear the delightfully appropriate names 
of Gay and Bird. Idyllic indeed are the scenes where the 
action of this unfinUhed drama — ^for ’tis no more — takes 
place. The events of a prologue are narrated by ‘both pro- 
tagonists separately. The present hour alone is intended to 
arrest the attention of the reader, wdro, as he proceeds, will 
become deeply concerned in the unrevealed future. Yet with 
the present we must be satisfied, since it shows us how a very 
sweet woman did not throw herself away on an exception- 
ally gifted being, who is a decidedly “ superior person,” over- 
burdened with conceit, and of a curiously uncertain temper. 
In these few pages are the materials for a powerfully original 
novel. A more attractive character than that of Madame 
Lahlanche it would be difficult to imagine, and at the close of 
the episode of her first impulsive love, we are compelled to 
admit that she has had a lucky escape from becoming the 
wife of a man who, unable to restrain himself in a moment of 
amorous passion, can yet be so priggislxly circumspect as to 
enter upon a laboured explanation, utterly unsatisfactory, of 
the reason for his brutally selfish conduct. He pleads as his 
excuse his being self-bound by an oath which is of no moral 
force whatever. This Boland Vivien has at hand a calm, 
sensible friend, John Levant, who boldly points out to the 
self-deceived egoist (whose good nature and love for children 
are not incompatible with egoism) how heartlessly he is b^ 
having. Both these characters are very cleverly drawn, as is 
also that of the mondaine Mrs. Marsden, The dialogue 
throughout is natural, and never tedious. It remains a 
delightful fragment that ' excites our curiosity. Ex 'pede 
Herculem ; it should b e completed. 

In John Fletchers Madonna (Constable), Mrs. Oomyns Carr 
has very cleverly worked out an original idea, contriving her 
picture in a perfect mosaic of picturesque detail. The Baron 
will not spoil the reader’s pleasure by minute description, 
and will only hint that whereas, when a handsome Italian 
Count appears in the ordinary ^ English romance, it^ is 
generally expected of him to smile, and smile, and smile, 
and be a viUain,” here in this story will be found the rare 
exception. Nor is this the only strikingly original idea 
diffeT^ntiating this novel from others. The characters of the 
hearty, honest, sporting Englishman and his most fascinating, 
childlike, Italian wife, are admirably draw; finished, 
not merely sketched. The Baron, being gi*eatly struck by 
the originality of the design, and bestowing the highest 
praise on its artistic development, is sorely tempted to tell 
his readers about^the real viUain, to indicate the man, and 


to ask if the Baron’s fellow students of novels ever came 
across so natural and so absolutely uiisensational a dmoiiment ? 
But his finger is on his lips — mum ’s the word. The descrip- 
tions of sceneiw are not in any way overdone. The dia- 
logue, mucli of it necessarily in broken English as spoken 
by educated Italians, is cleverly wiltten, with just tlie mis- 
takes into which such persons would natiiraUy fall. And 
there is a capital sketch of an old-fas] lioned English vicar, 
fond of exercise, a patron of healthy sport, concerning whom 
the Italian Marcliese, on seeing him in his riding costume, 
innocently asks, “ Will he also hunt the fox, the priest ? ” 
The Baron, warning aU and sundry that this is not a book for 
the Skipper and his boy, strongly recommends it to those 
capable of enjoying a good novel wlien they get it. 


Jeannie Jemima Jones, by ‘'The Bhinderland Cartoonist'' 
(SiMPKiN, Mvrsh-VLL & Co.), may perhaps amuse those, if such 
there be, who are still unaware of the existence of Alice in 
Wonderland, illustrated by our inimitable Tenntei., as in the 
original notion of this classic will be found the germ of 
Jeannie and of not a few other nonsensically illustrated 
stories. 


A Foe in the Family, by Nowell Cay (Dtgby, Long & Co.). 
This story might well have been entitled The Bad Shot, or n 
Faux Pas in the Family. Lord Ilden bears a charmed life 
which he spends in the company of at least two delightful 
ladies, heroines l30th, and so, on every occasion of personal 
danger to him from pistol or dagger, lie has at least a couple 
of guardian angels (with once a third added to their number, 
who warns his lordship from over a wall) always at hancl 
to “keep watch for the life ” of the doomed aristocrat. But 
threatened men live long, and this hint will suffice for those 
who take up this melodramatic novel, as did the Baron, pour 
se distraire. The opening chapters are well written and 
decidedly interesting ; the early part of the story insidiously 
leads the reader on, and there ’s the artful art of it ! So the 
Baron recommends it to not a few of his patients-. 


Twenty Years Ago (Hurst and Bi^vckett) is a fairly amusing 
and, to some persons, interesting compilation of random 
reminiscences. The author himself, Mr. EniiiruND Downey, 
calls it “ A Book of Anecdotes illustrating Literary Life in 
London” about 1885, i.e. some years before and after that 
date : as the burlesque couplet has it, 

“ It happened now some twenty years ago. 

It may be moie or less an honr or so,” 

but in this quotation it is “a hundred years ago,” not 
“twenty.” The lines just quoted occur in a speech whicli 
Buckstone used to give with rare unction in a burlesque on The 
Corsican Brothers. Mr. Downey’s stories and anecdotes are 
not aU sparklers. There are among them some good tales ; 
one anecdote in particular about spirit-rapping, thought- 
reading, and pin-finding, whicli is likely to interest most 
readers, whatever may be their 
individual opinions on sucdi 
subjects. In this book are re- 
published several clever carica- 
ture portraits of well-known 
professional people by the late 
Alfred Bryan, which appeared in 
a theatrical paper called The En- 
tr'acte. The portrait of H. J. 

Byron, author of burlesques and 
plays the gnod-humoured wit 
and iiAL'jc actor (to whom 
Chartes Hawtrey bears some re- 
semblance) is especially good. 
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r^MARiVARIA -declare that they have always been I We English are really beginning to 

t/nAKIVAKIA, ^ i to sacrifice him. I get a bit smarter. Last week a gentle- 

Marshal Oyama ascribes his recent i : man obtained a divorce less than twelve 

success to the virtues of the Mikaio. | ilr. George Wymdham, it now trans- ‘ months after his marriage. 

To what does General Kuropatkin as-!pires, has been ordered to take com- 
cribe his defeat, we wonder? Jplete rest. In view of this fact, some The City I 

I surprise is expressed that he should in Ju^jltsu. 

Soon after the Mukden retreat the i have left the Cabinet, instead of being i believe that 


sun’iving Russians were singing songs i transferred to the War Office. 

round their camp 

fires. They realise i 

that every fight i ^ j * ' 

brings them' 

nearer home. ' r " i 


It seems a pity, ' 
by the way, that all 
the really plucky 
men who are in 
favour of continu- 
ing the War, should 
be in St. Peters- 
burg, and not at 
the front. 

Certain persons 
at St. Petersburg 
are now demanding 
that Russia shall de- 
clare war on China ' 
as a reprisal for 
alleged breaches of ' 
neutrality. They : 
are anxious to meet j 
a foe whom they 
would fight on I 
something like' 
equal terms. The I 
ignorant Japanese ; 
did not even know ' 
that the Russian i 
position on the , 
Sha-ho was impreg- 
nable. I 

1 

Admiral Rozh- 
DESTOKSKY is again 
said to be return- 
ing. If he brings 
his fleet 'back intact 
he will have scored 
the one great 
Russian success of 
the War. 



The City Police are being instructed 
in Ju^jltsu. As we have reason to 
believe that many of our leading 
criminals are also taking lessons in the 

Japanese method of 

, self - defence, the 
' ~ " public may expect 

J ‘i ' r shortly to be treated 

j fc) a scries of in- 

I teresting acrobatic 

streets of London. | 

A licence was re- I 
fused last week for j 
the pavilion^ at the | 

borough, as it was 

totalers have done 
so much for water 
that it seems only 

should at last do 
Isometliing for tee- 

I church is the latest 

I It will, of course, 
■WB.* *7; I soon be advertised 
^ :as The shortest 

i route to Heaven.” 

! some' lace in the* 
HfM < window of a 

’draper’s shop, a 
Glapham lady was 
severely injured by 
an electric-light 

her head. Hus- 
bands hope that 
this will be a lesson 
^ ■ to ladies not to 
‘ ^ look in drapers’ 

“ - - - shop windows. 


It is stated that . . ’*'* ~ -i shop windows. 

the speed of Rozh- Toff. “I sat, mt bot, would tou like to drive me to Piccadilly?” 

destvexsky’s fleet is ;Boy. “I shouldn’t mind, Old Sport, only I don’t fink the ’arness would fit yer! ” ^ Some congrega- 

only eight miles an — — tions would seem to 

hour, while that of Togo’s is thirteen. Several Members of Parliament lost have no luck. A Glasgow clergyman, 
This means, as an Irish correspondent their heads last week in the guillotine when setting out for Scarborough, was 

points ont, that the Japanese wodd meet debate. robbed of his bag of sermons at St. 

the Russians long before the Russians Enoch’s Station, but the police recovered 

were anywhere near the Japanese. The fact that that en/a?it tern&Ze Mr. the bag a few hours afterwards, and* 

^ WrNBTOiT Churchill should have backed the seimons reached their owner just ' 

Mr. Chamberlain, in an article in the a bill for the prevention of juvenile in time to be preached. 

Outlook^ insists that “we must always smoking is looked upon as an act 

bear in mind that the Empire was won, of treabheiy by those who will be The main feature of last week was the 
and kept, and can only he maintained, by affected by the measure, should it be amount of rain that fell. Summer has 
sacrifice.” Mr. Chamberlain’s opponents passed. come early this year. 


voT. oxxviir. 
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THE GENUINE ARTICLE. 

“ Oh, if it ’s humour you waut ” — Pantomime Eehearsal 

In the theatrical sense of the epithet Mr. Eophinson is 
not “farcical” ; though it might have been, seeing that its 
dramatic motive is the sudden accession to wealth of 'a 
common little third-class cockney counter-jumper, analogous 
to the case of Warren’s absurd Tittlebat Titmouse, which was 
a mixture of farce and melodrama, and of Thackeray’s 
intentionally extravagant Jeames de la Pliiche. 

Whatever Mr. Carton may say to the contrary, liis Mr. 
Eoykhison is a genuine comedy reflecting, without distortion, 
the manners and habits of a certain class of modern society, 
titled gamblers, superficially educated, of lax morality, with 
little conscience and less credit. Into such a set of nobility 
IS introduced Mr. Fiamuel Eopkinson, a mere shopkeeper’s 
clerk at the Stores, who has suddenly become possessed of 
some thirty or forty thousand pounds per annum. In this 
cliaracter Mr. James W elch is delightful : his acting is with- 
out exaggeration, and he represents the mean, heartless little 
cad to the life. But all the characters are represented “to 
the life ” on the stage of Wyndham’s Theatre in this comedy. 

Mr. Frederick Kerr’s good-natured, easy-going, loose- 
living, middle-aged Duke of Braeeborough is a most amusing 
picture, and Miss Compton, as the amiable and clever 
Duchess, his wife, who seems to know everything and to 
pardon everything, gives us a striking impersonation of a 
type that not a few will recognise. Miss Compton plays the 
part with great distinction of manner and a vraie bonhomie that 
makes the semi-grande dame du monde a most lovable person. 

Mr. Henry Kemble as the physically suffering Earl of 
Addleton is, in every sense of the word, immense. The 
character of this dyspeptic old nobleman — on his last legs, 
and both gouty — ^who, in his early years, has led the gay- 
dog life of a Marquis of Steyne, and who is now selfish, 
ill-tempered, and universally detested, could not have been 
placed in more artistically efficient hands. 

The part of Lord Gaicihorpe, an insouciant, astute man- 
about-town, with a Don Juanesque reputation, but who is 
not by any means so bad as he has been pleased to paint 
himself, is played to perfection by Mi\ Athol Stewart, whose 
manly bearing at a critical moment goes far to redeem his 
Lordship’s shaky reputation, giving hope of a brighter future 
than could possibly have been expected for him and his 
bride, Lady Thyra Egglesby, to whom he is married, offhand, 
by special licence. Lady Thyra Egglesby, the daughter of 
Lord Addleton, is represented as a girl who, though brought 
up in a bad school, lias a heart capable of pure affection ; she 
can exercise a strong vnll for her own good and for that of 
the man she devotedly loves, and shows us how quickly she 
is able to discard her chilling artificiality of manner, which 
she has assumed for her own protection until it is becoming a 
second nature, and to appear as a true loving woman. This 
very difficult study of character is perfectly rendered by Miss 
Ellen 0’Malu:y. " 

The Eon. Otho Dursingham, bear -leader to Samued 
Eopkinson, finds an effectively quiet representative in Mr 
Graham Browne, whose desire, expressed sotto voce, to kick 
his protege, is one of the best given lines in the piece. 

As the solid, courteous family solicitor, Mr. Smethurst, Mr. 
Charles Allan is excellent. His struggle to retain his hold 
on the tin box, and at the same time to keep up his dignity 
in the midst of the outrageous scrimmage (one of the most 
original — as it is one of the funniest — situations in the! 
comedy, sending the house into roars of uncontrollable | 
laughter) is a thing to see and to remember. | 

Parbury, the Duke’s butler, as represented by Mr. Hubert | 
Deuce, and Blisset, the Earl’s valet, by Mr. HkNRY Stephenson, | 
are both well rendered “ bits of character ” which go to 


complete the whole. And, lastly, for the sly little jade in blacki 
the quiet, demure, simple maiden, Eliza Dibb by name, who 
had been accustomed to walk out with her Samuel, and who 
has in her possession certain letters, containing ardent pro- 
fessions of love, and solemn promises of marriage, signed by 
the once impulsive and short-sighted Samuel aforesaid, and 
with which the clinging, affectionate little puss wiU. not part 
for anytliing under five thousand pounds, and who gives the 
final jerk that upsets Mr. Eopkinson' s apple-cart, could a 
better representative be found than delightful Miss Annie 
Hughes ? To see her meekly smile while keeping her eyes 
downcast, and to hear her softly and shyly answering ques- 
tions, and then when nobody, save the audience, is looking, 
quickly turning on her mean little deserter of a lover and 
making at him a sudden grimace expressive of the most 
profound contempt, is something that takes everyone by 
surprise and elicits a burst of merriment. 

Granted that some of this is old material, yet it is cleverly 
worked up into the fonn of a genuine light “comedy of 
manners,” on which Mr. Carton is to be heartily congratulated. 
Decidedly it is not a farce. In its success, which is thoroughly 
(leseiTed, all concerned share and share alike according to 
their individual responsibility. Nor must the stage manage- 
ment be passed over; it is a very neat piece of work. 
Another contributor to the success is Mr. Julian Hicks, whose 
scene, “ The Winter Garden at the Duke’s House, Mayfair,” 
is most effective. 

HOWIE THOUGHTS FROM ABROAD/* 

“ 0 to be in England 1 " <S:c . — Bobert Brovming. 

When balm of Spring had turned the poet’s head, 

And he expressed a pious wish to share 

The vernal joys of England (so he said, 

Having a patriot’s heart, hut took good care 
To live elsewhere), 

I hope he meant it ; I sincerely trust 
That he was forced to let his feelings go 

As poets do who sing because they must. 

But did he ? I should greatly like to know 
If this was so* 

Here was his chosen home, this land of flowers ; 

He knew her for the loveliest haunt of Spring ; 

He knew her vocal groves, her cypress bowers. 

How they could teach our wisest thrush a thing, 

Or two, to sing* 

Here, well he knew it, with the breath of March, 

Young Spring, the Florentine, already stirred, 

Kor waited, under Italy’s azure arch, 

Until the swallow, that fastidious bird, 

Had twice occurred. 

StiU, Browning’s verse is his affair. For me, 

Viewing, on San Miniato’s heights reclined, 

This city made for Nature’s pageantry, 

I own I bear my exile with a mind 
Sweetly resigned. 

Threading the dusky hills that ring her round, 

Where like a central gem Firenze lies. 

Green Amo westering goes through storied ground 
To catch their colour from the burnished skies 
When the day dies ! 

Ah well ! ’Tis hard to be from home just now ; 

Yet, while these airs of evening, soft and faint, 

Temper the keen nostalgia in my brow, 

I must endure it like a local saint 

Without complaint. 0. S. 





iL^RCH 22, 1905.] 


PUXCH, OR TH E LCXPOy CHAFJVAPJ. ^ ! 



TEMPUS EDAX, HOMO EDACIOR- 

**Why, Jimmy, whit ’s the matter? What are you crying for?’* 
“ B-b-boohoo ! B-b-’cause it ’s so long till my next birthday ! ” 


WHY I AM BEAUTIFUL. 

By a Knight’s Tweijth Cousin. 

\\V ith ncknonleiltjmerds to various ladies^ 
'papers.) 

My De*vr !2kL\CDE, — Ever so many 
thanks for your sweet little note. You 
begin by saying how yon envy me my 
beauty of face and my svelte figure, and 
then beg me to give you some advice, 
as you are on the eve of ‘‘coming-out,” 
and feel that you are not half so pretty 
as I. Candidly, dear, you ai*e not. 1 
will be perfectly frank with you, dear 
Maude. You are at present what we 
call gauche, your hair is coarse and has 
a “lumped” look, the prevailing hue 
of your face is a flushed purplish-red, 
you are freckled, and lastly you trans- 
gress the prevailing fashion in having 
two chins. There 1 now we know exactly 
how we stand ! But do not despair, 
dear Maude. I, too, was once as you i 
now are, but I transformed myseK and ■ 
I can transform you. j 

Now, attend carefully. 

Every morning I rise at 6*30. By 
this means I am always able to be down 
in time for luncheon at 2*0. I at once 
remove my face-mask, sleeping-gloves, 
chin-strap, &c., &c., and then begin m\ 
simple little round of pleasant exercises. | 

First of all my chin must be prevented 
from having a partner! Standing on 
my toes and balancing myself by holding 
on to the chest of drawers I force my 
chin as far upwards and outwards as it 
win go, and in this position twist my 
head round and round with slow, stately 
movements for one hour by the clock 
In order to lend a little extra interest to 
this exercise, I playfully pretend each 
time my head comes to the front that 1 
am greeting one of my friends. Thus 
“ Good - morning, Duchess,” I exclaim, 
gracefully inclining my neck, and “ Good- 
evening, Lord Dumaresque,” with a some- 
what distant smile, and so on. It is 
with a pleasant feeling of swan-like 
fatigue (if I may so term it) that I next 
turn to the care of my complexion. 

My face goes through twenty-four 
different processes, the more important 
of which I will describe. First it is 
steamed for one hour and a quarter. I 
hold it over a boiling kettle in which I 
have previously placed two lemons, a 
pinch of alum and a pomegranate. 
(N.B., dear, three volumes of the Encydo- 
poedia Britannica strapped on the back 
will prevent the shoulders from becoming 
rounded whilst in the stooping position 
necessitated by this exercise.) 

Now I weigh out a pound and a half 
of cold cream, and for two hours rub 
this into my face with a delicate circular 
motion of the finger-tips until not a bit 
is left.'^‘ I omit seventeen processes 

* Presumably of the cream. — E d. 


here, and pass to the twentieth. This is 
“tapping.” For forty-five minutes I 
tap out various tunes all over my face 
with the backs of tTVO dessert-spoons ; 
this exercises the muscles and promotes 
the flow of blood. Tlien come the milk 
bath, the warm bran bath, the cold 
oatmeal bath, the astringent, electric, and 
“morning-dew” sprays; and there is 
my face with all the appearance of a 
delicately-tinted roseleaf. The whole 
thing is most refreshing. 

Meanwhile, my maid has been brush- 


ing my hair in the next room ; she now 
brings it in beautifully glossed, and my 
coiffure is soon completed. 

Such, dear hLiUDE, is an aU too lirief 
account of the simple methods to which 
I owe my complexion. 

Tours, with best wishes, Grace. 


Q. Why is the Baltic Fleet at anchor 
instead of being on its way to Japan ? 

A, Because the Admiral prefers to 
collect seaweed rather than shells. 
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G. B. S. 

In the course of an interview in the Daily Mail, Mr. Shaw 
said, “Of course I’ve written a play from Cashel Byrm*s 
Profession. I vTote it in Shakspearian blank verse, as 1 
had to hurry over it and hadn’t time to write it in the x^scial 
prose.” Mr. Shaw is an exceptionally busy man, and imust 
frequently hare to hurry over his letters. We are enabled 
to give examples of his correspondence in times of stress. 

I. — An Inxitation to Dinner. 

Dear Mb. Punch, — hope to-morrow night. 

Putting aside your other obligations, 

You ’ll come and dine with me at half-past eight. 

There is a very luscious batter pudding, 

A stick of celery, a bean or two, 

Lentils in oils, and peas in everything . . . 

Oh who can cloy the edge of appetite 
By bare imagination of a feast ! 

Oh who—enough ! To-morrow — ^half-past eight. 

Don’t dress, or dress howe’er it pleases you ; 

Myseh shall wear the hygienic flannel sldrt. 

(Excuse blank verse, I write to catch the post.) 

Yours very faithfully, George Bernard Shaw. 

n.— To HIS Laundress. 

Madam, — ^You will forgive me if I call 

Your kind attention to my last week’s washing : 

Stiffened — and 0 the pity of it, Madam ! — 

Stiffened with that wlute mud that men call starch. 
You say “A thing of custom” — ’tis no other, 

Only it spoils the pleasure of the time ; 

How sharper than a serpent’s tooth it is 
To have a stand-up collar stiff with mud ! 

The shirt of Nessus is upon me, ’tis 
A whited sepulchre, an armoured plate, 

A thing devised by the enemy 

To cramp our hearts and hide our natural graces. 

Madam, I do not care about this starch, 

In future do without it, and oblige 
Yours very faithfully, George Bernard Shaw. 

P.S. — In frantic haste to catch the post. 

III. — To Jaaies J. Corbett. 

Dear Sir, — am most interested to hear 
You hope to figure in a play of mine. 

I have done the States some service and they know ’t. 
Enough of that. You seem to me to be 
A person of superior attainment, 

At any rate you know the way to box 
(And that is more than Henry Irving does). 

You take of course the part of Cashel Byron? 

A splendid fighter— (don’t forget the jab — 

Left lead ; and then the jab upon the point). 

Talking of me and Byron^ have you read 
A play called As You Like It i Here and there 
I tliink you ’ll find it fairly actable, | 

Particularly in the wrestling scene. 

(Of course that ’s more for Mr. Haoeensohmidt, 

A person of superior attaimnent 

Who understands the Graeco-Roman style. 

Perhaps you might suggest the matter to him). 

Well, well, I only wish I ’d had the time 
To write this letter in my usual prose ; 

Let me however just remind you — thus : 

In peace there ’s nothing so becomes a 
As modest stillness and humility^ 

But when the blast of war blows in our ears 
Then imitate the action of the tiger : 

Stiffen the sinews, summon up the blood — 


In short, take care to land upon the point. 
Farewell, remember me to Sullivan, 
Jeffries and others. Ever, G. B. S. 


A POLITICAL ECONOjMY. 

[“From the now-expired C.O.D. controversy one reform might, at 
I any rate, ensue We mean the art of expressing public questions by 
three characteristic letters. M. Chamberiain, for instance, instead of 
saying, ‘ Ladies and Gentlemen, I propose to address yon this evemng 
on The Outstretched Colonial Hand, is it or is it not a Fist ? ’ would 
simply say, ‘I propose to address you on C O.D. or K.I.D ’ or whatever 
letters were chosen e^^nress +he su'^^j^ct. We use letters merely as 
illustrations .” — The P :\i d' ^ 

The suggestion of our contemporary is an eminently 
practical one. The saving in printer’s ink alone wonld be 
enormous. As for the gain in terseness and lucidity, we 
think we cannot do better than give a few specimens from 
prominent speakers, again using letters merely as illustrations. 

Mr. Balfour :—*l am a linn believer in the absolute 
necessity of G.A.G., and it is well known that I consider 
F.O.G. a safe policy, and one eminently suited to the require- 
ments of the present juncture. Other questions have of 
course claimed my attention, such as I.O.N. and T.E.E.” 

Mr. Charnberlain : — “I believe supremely in J.O.E., or, 
what amounts to the same thing, in E.G.O. At the same 
time I am not oblivious to the claims of K.I.N. Then of 
course there is the question of T.A.X.” 

Sir Wilfrid Lawson : — “The most serious question before 
the country is that of P.U.B. I shall continue to extend to 
P.U.B a most strenuous opposition, although I shall endea- 
vour to consider it along with the questions of P.U.N. and 
F.U.N.” 

The Diike of Devonshire : — “ After a long experience I can 
only say that the questions of N.A.P. and N.O.D. are those 
which appeal to me most strongly.” 


THE NEW DUNCIAD. 

Pope's concluding lines as 7'e-writien ly an md-and-out Free Trader. 

He comes ! he comes ! the spectre-form behold 
Of dread Protection, and of Ruin old. 

Before him, Hope’s fair palaces decay. 

And all her darling schemes fade quite away. 
Commerce in vain stirs up keen Enterprise. 

Each Venture languishes, fades, droops, and^dies. 

As one by one, with influence less or more, 

Great Balfour’s oiice-stauncli followers cross the floor : 
As Ministers, despite the sickening wrench, 

Rise one by one, and quit the Treasury Bench : 

So at liis boomed approach, and well-known might, 
Trade after Trade goes out, and all is night. 

See Commonsense to her old cavern fled, 

And Cobden’s ghost rise shuddering from the Dead. 
Prosperity, that knew no term nor bound, 

Sinks, shivers, totters, crashes to the ground. 

Science turns pale, bids Wisdom interfere, 

And Wisdom calls on Prophet, Sage and Seer. 

Cotton of Iron begs a timely aid, 

And Iron calls on Jam and Marmalade. 

See every Trade on other Trade now call. 

In vain. They sink, reel, totter to their fall. 

Commerce abates her ardour, damps her fires, 

And unawares great Liberty expires. 

Nor public Shame, nor private, sbaR be lacking : 
Freedom shall be a jest. Justice sent packing. 

Lo ! thy great Empire, Chamberlain, is come. 

Thou hast thy wish : the very ’Change is dumb. 

Thy voice it was that crumbled into dust 
The fabric of the State. Ye gods, he just. 
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WHAT’S IN A NAME? 


Eualand. “Ml DEAR Gwen’ IlERE’h this Dressmaker’s account again' I thought I gave you the money foe it?” 
Wife. “ Oh, that went to pay my Bridge losses. Debts op honour first, you know ! ” 


KNOWLEDGE IN NUGGETS; 

Or, Education while you Eat. 

[It ■was not to be supposed that Messis 
Haemsworths’ recently .'’’'■^'■‘unred Er'^vcl'^predi". 
would pass unchallen^^'t 1 .'i/,- . ■;. 

been favoured with a private forecast of the 
Prospectus for a rival compilation.] _ 

Important {for lovei's of literature). 

Be \Tise in time. 

Knowledge is Power. 

Mr, 0. Arthur Pelvrson’s Encyclopaedia 
wiU contain the pith of the Brains of 
To-day. 

It wiU be the cheapest and the most 
compendious Encyclopaedia that has ever 
been encycled. 

To facilitate swift and convenient 
perusal, the Work wiU he supphed in 
Daily Parts, printed upon Illustrated 
Postcards and distributed every morn- 
ing at subscribers’ addresses. 

The Pictures wiU he genuine Portraits 
of the Celebrities of AU Time — ^from 
Homer to Hackensohmidt ; from METBnJSE- 
LAH to Machnow. 

The Articles will be printed upon the 
face of each Card opposite the address. 

You wiR read them at Breakfast. 

The price will be Id. per (weekly) 
packet of six. 


There wiU be no Sunday Postcard. 

To aU subscribers in favour of Tariff 
Reform, the Postage wiU be free. 

This Encyclopaedia wiU be Up to Date. 
The cards dealing with B will not he 
commenced until A is nearing comple- 
tion. It will be the work of Experts. 
Thus Ml'. C. B. Vky has consented to 
write upon Imperialism, Mr. Rudy.ard 
Kipling upon Sport, Miss Marie Corelli 
upon the Sublime in literature, and Mr. 
Harold Begbie (by special permission) 
upon the Higher Criticism. A special 
Postcard upon Metaphysics wiU be com- 
piled by Sir Oliver Lodge, whilst the 
Treatise on Parliamentary Procedure 
and Practice will come from the pen of 
Mr. "Winston Churghuj.. 

Handsomely bound albums for these 
Cards, containing a fuU-length portrait 
of Mr. Chamberlain engaged in com- 
mitting “The Islanders” to Memory, 
may be purchased upon the Instalment 
System. N.B. No Bookcase is needed. 

A special feature of this work wiU he 
its lightness. 

Every article wUl he, so to speak, 
predigested. Bulkiness has been the 
min of previous Encyclopaedias. 

The Cost wiU depend upon the 


Longevity of the Subscribers ; few are 
likely to last until Z. 

In the event, however, of special 
curiosity, and as a guarantee of good 
faith, the Postcards upon Zebras and 
Zoroastrianism may be obtained in ad- 
vance at the rate of one penny each. 

Orders may be booked in advance at 
aU Post Offices in the LTnited Kingdom 
and Colonies. No orders wiU he sup- 
plied to the Continent or U.S.A., and 
the right of Translation into Erse is 
reserved. 

Book early to avoid the msh. 

Ask for Table Tit-Bits and see that 
you get them. 

Truth by Accident? 

UNTRECEDEira) VaLUE. 

Ss. Qd. Skirt Flounce 

Guaranteed to Wear. 

For a Few Days Only. 

The Reprint System?— “It wiU be 
found that the Evening News, which 
can be purchased for a hal^enny, con- 
tains aU that has hitherto been supplied 
by the old Evening Standard for one 
penny .” — Evening News of March 13th. 
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FOR THE BRIXTON CHILDREN. 

[A matinee ■will "take place at thie London Pavilion, by permission of 
tlie Manccemeiit on May 8, in aid of a special fund for an Endowment 
Cot Vd b-r'x’isced in the Belgrave Hospital for Children, Clapham Eoad, 
in memory of the late Dan Leno. The cost of the Cot will be abo'u.t 
£1000. The scheme is two-fold: to perpetuate the memory of Dak 
Lend, who was a Vice-President of the Hospital and always greatly 
interested himself m its welfare ; and also to be a lasting benefit to the 
Hospital itself, for, from the fact of its being the only Children’s 
Hospital in the neighbourhood — a poor and thickly-populated one— it 
is much in need of assistance.] 

Deae Sir, or (if it be fitter') LIadait, 

Attend for a moment and bear me preacb, 

(And much I wish that my words might reach 
To all the descendants of father Adam : 

No matter ; I ’H send ’em to Mr. Punch, 

\\Tio ’ll see that they reach a tidy bunch), 

Now this is the sermon — attend, I pray ; 

I ’ll make it as short as a sermon may be, 

And as plain as the face of a new-born baby : 

There ’s a House that ’s somewhere out Brixton way; 
And Brixton has many a busy street. 

And in many an alley the place rejoices, 

Alive vrith the patter of little feet, 

And shrill with the prattle of little voices ; 

You can see the httle ones any day, 

As they toddle or tumble or dance or play, 

Jimmies and Jackies and Slt^s and Sallies, 

Frisking about in the streets and alleys ; 

Dark ones, fair ones, plump ones, spare ones. 

None of them rich, but all of them rare ones ; 

And now and again there ’s a six-year mother 
Who solemnly tows a two-year brother. 

And rubs him down, when the boy gets dirty. 

As well as if she were six-and-thirty. 

Some children, I know, are a wee hit trimmer. 

More brushed and combed, and a trifle primmer, 

As they take their airing in Squares or Parks, 

But the Brixton children are gay as larks ; 

In fact these little ones, just hke ours, 

Are as good as a garden all sunshine and flowers. 

But, ah, sometimes when the shadows come. 

The little voices are faint or dumb ; 

The bright little eyes grow dim and dreary, 

And the feet that pattered are clogged and weary ; 
And fevered or maimed — but they don’t complain — 
The little ones suffer their lot of pain. 

And toil-worn husband and anxious wife 
Do what they can for their darling’s life. 

But the home is crowded, the comforts few, 

And it ’s little, oh little, the pair can do ; 

And they wait in sorrow and watch in prayer 
W'hile the joy of the house lies fading there. 

Oh, then comes a word all fraught with love 
From the House that I wrote of j ust above : 

It speaks to their hearts in accents mild — 

“ Send, oh, send us your little child ! 

We have men, strong men, who can stay or mend him; 
We have gentle women to soothe and tend him. 

With a clean smooth piUow to prop his head, 

He shall lie at ease in his little bed. 

Heat shall not vex nor cold distress him ; 

Soft hands shall comfort and smiles caress him — 

So send us the child to be healed for you. 

For this is the work God bids us do.” 

Now my point — don’t laugh, for it isn’t funny — 

Is, this is a House which ought to live ; 

, , But in order to live it must have money, 

’ ► Which (here ’s the conclusion) you must give. 


They want to save the memory there 
Of one who was king of jest and mirth, 

A spring of laughter beyond compare, 

The joUiest, cheeriest soul on earth. 

Here, in the heart of a teeming city,^ 

They are trying to raise another shrine 
To childhood, langhter and love and pity, 

And they want your money, my friends, and mine. 

So I say to you aU, Date corde yleno 

To the cot they are founding for dear Dan Leno. 

And lo, our money shall suffer a change 
Into something happy and rich and strange ; 

For the coin we give, or the cheque we sign, 

Or the note we fold in an envelope, ^ 

Takes wings in a radiant flight benign, 

An angel of mercy and life and hope. 

Pain is soothed as the angel nears, 

Sighs are checked, and the children’s tears 
Cease to flow when his light appears. 

And when we are all of us very old. 

And our sun sinks low and our days grow cold, 

We can think of our gift and never rue it. 

For the work was good and we helped to do it. 

R. C. L. 

[Afr. Punch's readers are requested to send their suhscrip- 
tions to the Hon. Sec. of the Brixton Committee^ F. Fowler- 
Smith, Esq., Sandhurst Lodge, Gresham Eoad, Brixton, S-W.] 


THE RAILWAY DRAUGHT. 

Judging from a police-court case of last week, when a 
member of the Stock Exchange was fined £4 5a. and costs 
for smashing open with his foot a railway-carriage window 
which three other occupants desired to remain closed, the 
matter is one which requires some little further ventilation. 
We have therefore ventured to draw up some by-laws for the 
guidance of railway companies and their clients. 

1. Free-horn Englishmen of uncertain temper shall travel 
in specially padded cells. If they wish to dangle their feet 
out of the windows they shall do so at their own risk. 

2. Invalids shall be transported to their destination in 
carboys hermetically sealed. If they prefer a complete 
vacuum, they must bring their own private air-pump. 

3. Parties who are known to be explosive shall not be con- 
veyed at all, except in gunpowder wagons by goods trains, 
where all risk of ignition is avoided. 

4. Ordinary passengers shall change ends at half-time 
between every station. They shall elect a referee and provide 
; him with a whistle, abiding in every case by his decision. 

I A free kick shall be awarded to every person who refuses. 

5. Every carriage shah be labelled respectively, “ Aerated,” 
“Microbic,” “Stale Tobacco,” “Babies,” “Pneumonia,” 
“Hot-house Plants,” “Give-and-take,” “Stock Exchange,” 
“Expletives,” “Ladies,” “Lydies,” “ Nature’s Gentlemen,” 
“ Gents,” and “ Others.” 

6. The attendant of the new hyphenated “PuU-man” cars 
shall become proficient in the art of Ju-jitsu, in order to 
eject any obstreperous passenger and generally quell imeutes. 
All guards must become experts in window-glazing, shoe- 
mending, and first aid to the losers after oxygen arguments. 

7. Hooligans (well-dressed or otherwise) shall he provided 
with a Black Maria attached for their special benefit to any 
train they may elect to patronise. 

8. Persons who breathe air shall travel exclusively on 
lines in England; the rest of humanity to confine them- 
selves to railroad journeys on the Continent. 


The best Text-book foe Pugilists.— Eirox on Anatomy. 
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LITERARY GOSSIP. 

’Sirs. AxGOSTurt.\ Boulgeh, better kuGwn 
■under her pseudonym of “ Omega,” lias 
a new story of domestic interest appear- 
^ ing with Messrs. L^zexby. It is entitled 
’ Toxine, after the heroine, a fascinating 
blonde, born in Patagonia of Irish ex- 
! traction, Toxine has been carried off 
^ in early youth hy the Tierra del Fuegians j 
i and married to a cannibal chieftain. [ 
; Rescued hy the captain of an exploring ; 
; expedition she comes to London and | 
j starts a fashional^le restaurant in Bond ! 
1 Street, from which circumstance many j 
things arise. 

In view of the rprror.chir.n' ee*"‘^rnar\'' | 
of TrppEi;,* M .--r- 3 an-, 

nounce the issue of a definitive pocket- ! 
edition of his works in 75 volumes, with 
an introduction and notes by JMr. Alfped 
Austin. The Laureate also contributes 
a sonnet beginning : — 

Ti'PPER, whose limpid yet inspiring lay 

Stirred sluggish. Britons of an earlier age 

Life’s battle with redoubled zeal to wage— 
Tupper, we need thy clarion voice to-day ! 

A propos of Mr. Alfred Austin an 
interesting fact has been communicated 
to us by a literary correspondent. Sir 
Lewis Morris, it will be remembered, 
stated not long ago that the greater 
part of the Epie of Hades w^as composed 
on the Underground Railway. It now 
appears, on the authority of our corres- 
pondent, that the Laureate is never so 
happily inspired as when he is travelling 
in the Tupperny Tube. 

Motion in some form or other, how- 
ever, seems an indispensable stimulant 
to creative mental activity. Sidney 
Lee swings Indian clubs as he dictates 
his masterly monographs. Mr. F. E. 
Weatherly, the famous author of ''Nanaj 
Lee,” '"The Midshipmiie” &c., recom- 
mends roller skating, and Lord Avebury 
advocates skipping for writers — ^not of 
course for readers. 

An interesting series of autobio- 
graphies wOl shortly he published by 
Messrs. Fawn and Tufton, entitled Little 
Purple Lives. Each volume wiU teU, 
in simple language, the life story of a 
prominent member of the aristocracy 
who is still in his or her teens, the series 
being under the joint editorship of Mrs. 
Sarah Tooley and Flortzel von Reutfji. 

Lord Shuttlewoeth has found time 
amidst his political duties to write a 
volume of humorous poems ^ entitled 
The Dkersions of a Serious Life. Per- 
sons who have been privileged to read 
the volume in manuscript are loud in 
praise of its ingenious versification and 
sparkling wit. Lord Shuttleworth, 
who has dedicated his volume to Mr. 
Labouoheee, holds decidedly unorthodox 
views in regard to rhyme, a fact which 
wiU, of course, render his work aU the 
more interesting to the critics. 



AN UNDERSTANDING CRITIC. 


{Before WhistlePa Picture of Miaa Alexander at the ISteic Gallery.) 


The Daughter. “ Oh, there are some butterflies ix the corker ! I wonder we? he put 

THEM THERE?” 

The Mother. “I don’t know, I’m sure. I surrosE they were in the room at the time.” 


LADY DAY. MARCH 25. 

If those grey eyes be windows of thy 
soul, 

Let me look in and see 
If there be room for me, 

And no usurper hath my lodging stole. 

“ To let, to single gentlemen — a heart,” 
That face demurely bent 
Is sweet advertisement 
That nature furnished thee as well as art. 

Let me thy tenant be, as is most fit ; 
Kisses in rent I *11 pay, 

And welcome quarter-day : 

We shall not quarrel and I ne’er shall 
quit. 


XTnanimity. 

The Kentish Independent concludes its 
account of a Volunteer smoking concert 
with the words, ‘‘ Colour-Sergeant B.\r.ton 
proposed the toast of ‘D Company,’ 
which was enthusiastically drunk.” — 
The whole Company ? 


No Deception. 

From a Clerical Tailor’s catalogue: 
“ The Clerical Lounge Coat has grown 
considerably in favour with clergymen, 
and it is very popular for parish wear, 
cycling, <S:c. In this case the vest grows 
out under the jacket and denotes the 
cleric.” 



ARMS AND THE MAN. 

Scene — A WcU-Tinoiai School of Musketry. 

Captain (to Sergeant-Instructor, explaining the theoiij and poicers of the new short rifle to squad of oflccrs) “Yes, that’s ale vert 
WELL, Sergeant, but I find it difficult enough to dnderst.ind myself How on earth ‘am 1 to expiain 'it to my men? Some of them 

ARE ONLY HALF-WITTED.” 

Sergeant-Instructor. “Just explain it to them the same way as I’m explaining it to you, Sir!” 


COUNTY COUNCILS, PLEASE COPY. 

[“ ‘ The most beautiful machine that can be 
produced is, in my opinion, the locomotive.’ — 
Sir James Kitson, speaking at an Ai’t Exhibi- 
tion .” — Daily Paper 2 


Time was when images of bronze and 
of marble, more or less in the likeness 
of men and women, were set up in 
public places for the admiration of the 
people. There was occasionally a mild 
curiosity about them, more often blank 
indifference, sometimes, indeed, jeering 
not wholly unjustifiable. The objects, 
however, which for the future will 
dominate our squares and public gardens 
appeal at once to the aesthetic sense, and 
need neither explanation nor apology. 

The tender green of the six-coupled 
Great Northern goods engine which has 
just superseded Achilles at Hyde Park 
Corner harmonises perfectly with the 
foliage around it, and it is doubtful 
whether the swelling curves of its 
beautiful boiler are surpassed even by 


the charming little bogie wheels of the 
Philadelphian locomotive which stands 
where once Shak^peare stood in Leicester 
Square. 

The black but comely North-Western 
“flyer,” which has taken the place of 
the Griffin at Temple Bar, causes no 
unwonted obtruction of the traffic, 
whilst its capacious “cab” being only 
about five feet above the level of the 
ground affords a convenient refuge for 
timid old ladies endeavouring to cross 
the street. 

The tint of the Midland tank engine 
which has been erected in the centre of 
Piccadilly Circus is a delight to the eye, 
besides being a standing admonition to 
the young bloods of the neighbourhood 
that there is no further necessity to 
paint anything red ; and when its lamps 
are lighted up at night, the effect, in 
spite of the absence of any steam, is 
quite Whistleresque. 

We hope soon to see the old gold of 
the charming Brighton outside -cylin- 


dered locomotive “ Boadicea ” on the 
iEmbankment — ^where formerly there was 
an older article of the same name— - 
contrasted with the varying hues of 
pther beautiful machines acquired from 
our leading railway companies. 


TO SESOR MANUEL GARCIA. 

(The 100th "birthday of this famous scientist 
and teacher of singing was celebrated on 
Friday^ March 17, on which occasion he 
received from the King the honorary Com- 
mandership of the Royal Victorian Order) 

Youe motto ever has been — ^wiU be still 

Throughout your life, “ Vox et jpreeterea 
niV 

Long may you live, if wishes can avail, 

Hail, Centenarian, Centenarian hale I 


To Let. — Good Shooting. Dogger 
Bank, near HuU. fixeeUent reference last 
year's tenant. Terms most moderate. 
— ^Apply Mrs. B. : care of Lansdowne 
& Co., Estate Agents, Whitehall, London. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT, j 

Extracted from the Lurt of Toby, iT P. i 

House of Commons^ Monday night , ' 
' March 13. — '‘As you say, Toby, dear boy, i 
, the skies are looking a little grey. My ■ 
I lucky star seems to have set. Within ' 
' the House and beyond it things go per- j 
I sistently wrong. The way bricks drop j 
I out of the Cabinet, necessitating recon- 1 
struction, is the latest development of a j 
pr 3 vi'"]s!v painful position. It would ! 
be ail right if, when a fellow goes, i 
whether driven out by the Ulster men or | 
comfortably settled beyond the chances | 
and changes of electoral ficldeness, it ; 
I were not necessary to fill up the post. j 
‘ “ Between you and me I don’t believe i 

, it is. Here’s Cousin Salisbury, for 
I exa^^-'ple. wh^m I’ve just put at the 
B- ar- L T: . instead of Brother Gerald. 

As far as influence on the Department or 
on affairs of State is concerned I might 
as well have inducted the principal door- 
keeper of the House of Lords. The 
Permanent Secretaiy and the staff could 
have carried on exactly as they will do 
when Cousin Salisbury drops in of a 
morning and looks round in honourable 
effort to earn his salary, paid quarterly. 
But there are certain customs and tradi- 
tions to be observed, so I pop in Salisbury. 

“Do I thereby escape criticism or 
moUify Opposition ? By no means. 
Soares moves adjournment of House 
in order to denounce appointment. 
Might have survived that; am in fact 
getting used to the process; but then 
Harry Marks gets up to defend me, which 
I submit is undeserved disciphne. This 
at a sitting following upon a division in 
which my majority is run down to 21.” 

“In this country,” I said, trying to 
comfort Prince Arthur, whom I have 
rarely seen so depressed, “ 21 is the legal 
majority.” 

“Yes I know, but then you see I 



Dr. Purvis, LL.D. 

“ With nods and becks and wreathed smiles ” 



The Waxklyx 

“I absolutely decline to regard Mr. Churchill as being on the earth. I ignore bun utterly.” 
(Daily Mirror interview with Mr. W-nkl-n, M.P.) 


commenced with a majority of 134. If 
we steadily keep on this track the 
majority will finally disappear. 

“There again v^gar custom asserts 
itself. It is usual when Ministry is 
defeated in division lobby to resi^ or 
dissolve. I have publicly mentioned 
my philosophic doubts as to reasonable- 
ness or necessity of such desperate 
procedure. AH very weU for Rosebery, 
defeated by narrow majority on snap 
division, to observe constitutional usage. 
As Leader of what is left of Tory Party 
I am above such considerations. I 
refused to budge when placed in 
minority last Session ; shall do it again 
if occasion recurs. But as sure as you 
stand there protests will be entered by 
Opposition and there ’R be a row in the 
country.” 

“Then why hang on? Why daily 
fash yourself, or, as a deceased poet has 
put it, 

Is there any peace 

lu ever climbing up the climbing wave ? ” 

“Yes, there is the delight of battle, 
the pleasure of seeing right hon. gentle- 
men opposite smacking their lips in 
anticipation of the toothsome bone I 
withhold from their clutch ; above all ” 
— here Prince Arthur’s voice touched 
more solemn note — “there is duty to 
my country. 

“ I confess that even this last impulse 
might fail but for one sustaining com- 


fort. That, as you will guess, is con- 
sciousness of possessing the full confi- 
dence of Mr. Purvis. Cousin Hugh may 
desert me ; Captain Tommy Bowles may, 
on my behalf, make preparations for a 
maritime process known, I believe, as 
walking the plank; my Cabinet may 
periodically go to pieces as if it were a 
ship over-insured; but Robert Purvis, 
LL.D., sometime barrister of the Inner 
Temple, stands by me tlirough good 
report and evdl report. 

“As long as that sustenance is 
afforded me, so long do I remain at my 
post in spite of a vanishing majority, 
some misunderstanding as to the mean- 
ing of the word Retaliation, and a marked 
absence of enthusiasm at the appoint- 
ment of Cousin Salisbury to the Presi- 
dency of the Board of Trade.” 

Thus is the wind tempered to the 
shorn Premier. Though all the world 
betrays him, one sword at least his 
rights shall guard, one faithful heart 
shall praise him. 

When, to-night, attack delivered from 
opposite benches. Dr. Purvis, LL.D., was 
discovered on his legs immediately 
behind the stricken figure of Prince 
Arthur, loud laughter rose from the lips 
of disappointed malignancy. Opposition 
broke into storm of ironical cheers 
what time Member for Peterborough 
stood with notes of speech in left ha^, 
'pince-nez dangling from right forefinger, 
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An Acute Case of ANCLOPEonu. 

Mr. Walter Long, witk all lis experience, will £nd tlie MacDonneU terrier a tougl customer 

to muzzle. 


head interrogatorily set on one side, as 
you win see a robin, halting for moment 
in approach to enticing crumb, listen 
for note of possible danger. 

There is something positively cherubic 
in the countenance of Purvis; something 
instantly winning in his childlike smile 
that disarms pohtical austerity. His 
little essay, which should have been 
written out in a copy book, was soon 
read, with nods and becks and wreathed 
smiles, at which the Opposition, restored 
to good humour, laughed back. 

Thus was the way prepared for Prince 
Arthur, who trod it with lightened heart, 
and a step to which returned its former 
elasticity. 

Business done, — ^Ministerial majority 
run down to 21. 

Wednesday Night.— Old Members (not 
many of the date left now) listening to 
Winston Churchill denouncing Prince 
Arthur’s unconstitutional methods, re- 
call analogous scene that passed a quarter 
of a century ago. Object of attack in 
1880 et seq, was the placid Staeford 
Northcote; assailant, Grandoifh, then 
making way to the front as Leader of 
the Fourth Party. 

i Much in common in style of father 
and son. The same direct hitting out 
from shoulder ; the same lack of defer- 
ence to age and authority ; the same 
pained silence on the side where the 
assailed Minister sits; the same cheers 
and laughter in enemy’s camp as 
cleverly-planned, skilfuUy-directed blow 
follows blow. 

Difierence is that Winston, having 


lately crossed the House, faces his former 
leader, whereas Grandolph, being in 
opposition with Stafford Northcote, 
regarded his victim sideways from the 
corner seat below the Gangway. At 
such times it was Stafford Northcote’s 
wont to observe a curious habit of physi- 
cally making as little of himself as 
possible. He thrust his hands up the 
cuff of either coat-sleeve, shrugged his 
shoulders, bent his head, and hoped the 
storm would pass over it. Prince 
Arthur lolls on the Treasury Bench look- 
ing straight before him, with studious air 
of indifference betrayed by countenance 
clouded with rare anger. 

Business done. — Prince Arthur pro- 
poses to apply guillotine process to 
Supplementary Estimates. This a new 
departure in gagging policy bitterly 
resented by Opposition. Argument is 
that accounts of financial year must be 
closed on the 31st. Time is short and 
speeches are long. Must therefore 
hurry up with guillotine. Accordingly, 
two whole sittings, amply sufficient for 
discussion of the votes, are absorbed in 
wrangling on question when or how 
they shall he approached and disposed of. 

I Ailwyn Fellowes, appointed to Board 
of Agriculture in place of Walter Long 
gone to Irish Office, makes first appear- 
ance at Table to answer (^estion in new 
Ministerial capacity. deceived with 
[hearty cheering from both sides that 
testifies to well-deserved personal popu- 
larity. Pretty to see impulse to set a- 
going the familiar hymn : 

‘ For he ’s a jolly good Fellowes. 


Presence of Speaker checked irregularity. 
But one could see the words mutely 
formed on the lips, and through the 
! Chamber buzzed murmured echo of 
1 familiar tune. And so say all of us.” 

I House of Lords, Friday Night. — Few 
I regarding Lord Onslow in Chair of 
; Committees, ready, genial but resolute, 
master of amendments even when the 
Marquis of Bath has explained them, 
would guess how strange a life he has 
these many years led. He is, for 
example, the only man in either House 
who has twice moved the Address. First 
time at opening of Session 1880 ; second 
on return to power of the late Mt^RKiss 
in 1886. In ordinary cases honour of 
selection for the service suffices for life- 
time ; desirable applicants are numerous. 
Yet twice Onslow, duly uniformed, served 
the State in this capacity. 

Heredity may possibly have something 
to do with unparalleled circumstance. 
The new Chairman of Committees in the 
Lords comes of race of Speakers. Three 
of his ancestors have in succession sat 
in the Chair of the House of Commons ; 
Seems therefore not unnatural that latest 
descendant should twice be called upon 
as speaker moving the Address. 

At a later period, for full six weeks, 
Onslow was concurrently Under Secre- 
tary for the Colonies and Under Secretary 
for India. This happened at time when 
Hardwicke, appointed Under Secretary 
for India, was engaged in dissolving 
his partnership in Stock Exchange firm. 
When Don Jos6, Secretary of Stale for 
the Colonies, set forth for South Africa, 
Onslow again doubled his part, being 
both Under Secretary for the Colonies 
and acting Secretary of State. In the 
great events of Public Life Onslow is 
always plural. Which is singular. 

Finally, nominated to Chair of Com- 
mittees in the House of Lords, he, pend- 
ing appointment of successor, continued 
to perform duties of President of Board 
of Agriculture. But line must be drawn 
somewhere, and during this interregnum, 
which lasted several weeks, he was not 
summoned to Cabinet Council, whither 
he had formerly been bidden. 

Settled down now. But who shall say 
where and in what capacity the Minis- 
terial Handy Man may next turn up ? 

Business done. — Discussing employ- 
ment in Coal Mines. 


Tlie Comment of the Classics. 

Byron 07 i locomotion de luxe. 

“And all that mote to luxury invite.” 

Childe Harold, Canto I., stanza xi. 


Unfortunate contiguity of headlines 
in the Dublin Evening Herald last week : 

EARLY RACING EDITION. 
Kuropatkin’s Retreat. 
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AT A MOIVIENrS NOTICE. 

Chapter V. 

As it happened, my Annt and Phyllis had met Monty 
already, and evidently imagined he was merely making an 
ordinary afternoon call. Monty sat down, and asked Phyllis 
“ if she had been in the Park that afternoon” — which struck 
me as rather a circuitous route to the information that I ’d 
been cut off in the flower of my youth by being pitched out 
of a cab in Pall Mall. But he went on talking Society drivel 
for some minutes before my Aunt inquired “if he had seen 
anything lately of her good-for-nothing nephew ? ” — meaning 
me. 

This of course was Monty's cue — and I poked my head out 
round the corner of my paper, and nodded hard at him, 
meaning, “Now’s your time! Out with it! Don’t keep 
’em in suspense. Tell ’em the worst ! ” I suppose he hadn’t 
noticed me before, and it rather upset him, for he dropped 
his eyeglass as if it had been red-hot. For the moment, I 
thought he must have recognised me, without remembering 
how improbable that was under the circumstances. 

“ Oddly enough,” said Mon’ty, looking everywhere but at 
me, “I was expecting him to lunch with me at the Club 
to-day. But he — er — didn’t turn up.” 

“He gets more erratic every day ! ” lamented my dear Aunt. 

“ He ought to be dining here this evening, and I shall be 
seriously annoyed if he forgets that, as there will be nobody 
to take in poor Miss Mellowly.” 

So I was to have taken in Miss Mellowly ! If I had waTited 
anything to reconcile me to what I had become, that would 
have about done it ! 

“I suppose he sent you some sort of excuse?” said Phyllis. 

Again I tried to Catch Monty’s eye and buck him up to 
teU his news and get it over — but it was no good. 

“What ? ^ Reggie ! He ’s much too casual for that ! ” said 
Monty. “ Likely as not he overslept himseh or somethin’.” 

‘Now this was too bad of Monty — he knows perfectly well 
that. I hardly ever sit down to breakfast later than half-past 
twelve ! But I began to see now that he couldn’t have heard 
of- my accident after all. 

“ Disgraceful ! ” said my Aunt. “At his age, he -ought to 
be ashamed of such lazy, idle habits.” 

“ There ’s this to be said,” put in Monty. “Dear old Reggie 
hasn’t anything particular to do when he is up.” 

“ Then he ought to have ! ” declared my Aunt — and Monty 
agreed with her. 

“I’m always tehin’ him he doesn’t take half enough 
exercise,” he added. 

He wouldn’t have said that if he had seen me jumping 
about all the afternoon with that confounded tambourine ! 
And Monty, too ; who takes aU his exercise in a motor ! 

“I didn’t mean exercise,'' said Aunt Selina, “I meant wcndz. 
Every young man ought to have some profession.” 

Monty agreed once more, and said that, for his part, he 
found being at the Bar had made ah the difference to him. 
What difference — except knowing that his name was painted 
up outside some door in Lincoln’s Inn which he never by 
any chance darkened, I fancy Master Monty wouldn’t have 
found it easy to explain. But my Aunt said she was glad 
to think that I had one friend who set me a good example, 
and begged him to look after me as much as possible. To 
which old Monty, trying to look as like the infant Samuel in 
plaster as he could at such short notice, repHed that she could 
rely on him to do his best to keep me out of any serious 
mischief. 

The notion of old Monty as my guardian angel was so 
rich that I couldn’t resist grinning at him from behind the 
journal — and I saw him gasp. No doubt he thought that, 
for a monkey, I was a trifle over familiar, but he took no 

further notice. And my Aunt went on slanging me ; I had 
had every advantage, excellent opportunities of making my 
own way in the world, and I was so incorrigibly indolent 
that I had neglected them all — and so forth, ah of which I 
had heard on several previous occasions. 

Good old Monty stuck up for me — after a fashion. He 
didn’t think it was 7nij fault exactly ; I was a dear good chap 
— one of the best, in short. It was only that I was naturally 
too thick to learn anything tlioroughly, and in fact, what he 
might call — ^if my Aunt would forgive the expression — “ a 
born rotter.” Aunt Selina didn’t object to the expression in 
the least — in fact, both she and Phyllis appeared to think it 
hit me off rather neatly. Then they asked if Monty con- 
sidered I was likely to do better in the Colonies, but Monty 
thought (and it just shows how little he knows me) that 
roughing it was not precisely in my line of country. 

By this time I was, as you may suppose, getting fairly 
sick of the subject. It wasn’t pleasant to feel I was eaves- 
dropping, as it were, and I knew, too, that when they did 
hear that I was scratched for all my engagements, they 
would be no end sorry they had been so down on me. For 
myself, of course, I didn’t mind a rap. The worse they made 
Reggie Ballimoee out, the more satisfied I felt at being no 
longer connected with such a waster. 

Still, it struck me it was quite time to switch Monty on to 
some pleasanter topic, so I got quietly down from the sofa, 
and, steahng up behind liis chair, I scratched him gently 
just above his coat-tail buttons. 

He turned sharp round and saw me. I never saw anyone 
go quite so green before— but he said nothing. 

“I’m afraid, Mr. Blundell,” said my Aunt, noticing how 
he was shifting about in his seat, “that you have chosen 
rather an uncomfortable chair ? ” 

Monty said, “Oh, not at all — most comfortable,” and 
inquired if Phyllis “had done the Academy yet ? ” Which, 
as it didn’t open for some days, was a siUy-ass thing to say — 
even for Monty — but I don’t believe he knew precisely 
what he was saying just then. 

“Are you quite sure the monkey isn’t bothering you?” 
asked Phyllis ; “ I thought he was on the sofa.” 

“Oh, then — then you noticed it too?” poor old Monty 
blurted out. 

“Why, of course — ^it ’s mine,” said Phyllis, “I only bought 
it this afternoon. I hope you ’ve no antipathy to monkeys ? ” 

“ Oh, not a bit ! ” said Monty, beginning to turn a 
wholesomer colour. “Can’t say I ever kept one myself — 
but awfully fond of them, assure you I am.” 

On which Phyllis gave the history of my purchase. 

“Wish you’d told me you were on the look-out for a 
monkey, Miss Adeane,” said that blundering ass Monty, 
“because I could have got you one from a man who has 
some chnkers — ^real well-hred one^, don’t you know — ^the sort 
they don’t send out with organs ! ” 

Phyllis — ^bless her ! — ^i*eplied with a slight fall of tempera- 
ture that she was “afraid she preferred to choose her pets for 
herself, and that I was the only monkey she had ever seen 
that she could imagine herself caring for in the least.” 

Which was one in the eye for old Monty ! I could afford 
to despise him now; my position in the household was 
already secure. Before she was much older, Phyllis would 
be proud that she alone had had the insight to detect my 
marvellous superiority ! So, as I sat in one of the window- 
seats, cooling my tail among the marguerites that filled the 
flower-box, I allowed myself to dream of my coming glory — 
till Maorow came in with afternoon tea. 

Here, I thought, was a good opportunity to show that I 
was perfectly familiar with the ordinary social amenities. I 
was in my Aunt’s house — almost in the position of host, so 
to speak — ^and anyway I wasn’t going to let Monty attend to 
Phyllis’s wants while I was there to look after her myseR ! 
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So I made a bee-line for the tea-table, decided upon, and a piquant pale pink i been arranged that the department of 
and got hold of a plate of hot tea-cakes budget of fact and fancy, sobriety and j machinery, enginesrlnz and incident 
and another of cucumber sandwiches. ! spints, didacticism and douMe-entendre | shall be* esic’.aslvely entrusted to the’ 
Perhaps I was too i:rpet",f;3 ~.v | may confidently be expected. j talented authoress of Willy Mash, Ur. , 

wrists were weaker than I nao j jTattering offers of amalgamation have i KfPLKO confining his attention entirely 

and, as usual, I did not take my tail into j been made to the Times by various i to theology, psychology and “Society’’ • 
consideration. The result was that I not j enterprising journals, including the 'topics. 

only shot the cakes and cucumber sand- j Hotneiion He, -aid and the Tooting Bee j ilr. Silas K. Hockixo and Mrs. Elixor 
wiches over my cousin’s charming after- Advertiser, but the great threepenny Glts- have also signed the articles of a : 
noon frock, but upset the cream-jug into intends to remain independent. The literarj' partnership likely to be fraught ! 
Aunt Selixa’s lap. only concession it proposes to make to i -with the most exhilarating effect on the i 

^It was awkward, oi course but it the new spirit is the addition of three i Xonconformist conscience, while recent | 
might have happened to any fellow ' more special Supplements each week : ! advices from Rve confirm the rumour i 

without necessanly putting , that ‘Mr. Henry J.vmes has ' 

him out of countenance; it 


was the kind of thing which 
a man of the world could 
pass off easily enough witii 
a graceful apology or a witty 
remark, and yjerhaps make a 
friend for life into the bar- 
gain. Only, unfortunately, 
situated as 1 was, I couhl do 
nothing at all just then except 
gibber -and I realised that 
one of the undeniable draw- 
backs to monkey-existence is 
that one is so apt to get mis- 
understood over the merest 
trifles. F. A. 


THE GENTLE ART OF 
AMALGAMATION. 

The new crepuscular blend 
in newspapers, by which, in 
exchange for the old and 
Ian a liar Fa e if 'my Standard and 
St James's we get a totally 
fresh paper, which calls itself 
both, but is really neither, is 
only the beginning of a xast 
series of partnerships, not , 
alone in journalism, but in 
other walks of life. i 

Perhaps the most interest-, 
ing of the inominent news-, 
paper amalgamations is that 
of the Spectator and the 
Sporting Times, which have 
decided to join forces for | 
weal or woe. It is intended! 
to retain the best features 
of both papers, and experts! 
are even now at work early and late 
to discover what these are. When 

the results are known, a member of the 
advertising staff of the Times will pro- 
ceed to instruct the world concerning 
them in one of the new serial, or feuille- 
ton, advertisements, which are rapidly 
becoming so alluring a feature of the 
daily press. It is not yet decided what 
the new paper will be called, opinions 
oscillating between the Sporting Tater 
and the Pink Spec. A compromise be- 
tween the roseate blush which now 
irradiate:! Saturday with joy and the 
virgin and austere whiteness of the great 
Free Trade weekly will probably be 



decided henceforth to join 
literary forces with Annie 
S. Swan. The title of their 
; ft)rthcoming novel, we under- 
stand, is to be The SUrer 
Teacup. 

In the drama the principle 
oi amalgamation has alread\ 
been carried very far, Mr 
Tj^ns N. Parker being always 
at hand to supply any defi- 
ciency ; but a report is current 
that Mr. George Moore is 
engaged with Mr, W. B. Yeats 
on a new version of the latter’s 
, comedy The Pot of Broth, 
which is to be known in 
' future as The Seething Pot of 
Broth. 

We hear also rumours of 
strange alliances between well- 
known statesmen, the most 
remarkable and incredible of 
which is that of the intended 
amalgamation, with an iden- 
tity of interests, of Mr. Balfour 
and Mr. CHAmEELAiN. 


GROTESQUERIES. 

Words vranted to express feelings. 

When tod have an important engagement and just miss the only 

TRAIN THAT WOULD GET YOU THERE IN TIME. 

one on Tuesday devoted to the stage; 
another on Thursday dealing with 
women’s fashions; and on Saturday a 
third entirely concerned with football. 

We may add that negotiations are on 
foot for merging the Qiiaitierly Bevieic 
in Home Ghat, but difficulties have arisen 
in regard to the format and title. It is 
hoped, however, that these will be 
successfully surmounted by the tact and 
urbanity of the gentleman who is acting 
as intermediary". 

In future Mr. Kjplikg will write all 
his books in collaboration with Mrs. 

Humphry Ward, but in order to add 
freshness to the new departure it has 


From the List of Regula- 
tions in the “Hotel Middle- 
Kingdom,” Peking. 

The persons lodging to 
hotel are prayed to give their 
name the day of their coming. 
To know its coming’s day. 
To let to the persons Trashing 
caU. on them to know their 
lodging. 

The travellers will have to hotel, all 
goods necessary. They are prayed to 
take its drink and other consummations 
at the house. 

One day’s letting comprises a bath; 
if the traveller wish one or several 
otherbath he must pay more. 

The bill of fare of every days com- 
prises several dish weU matched. If the 
trpeHer wish other dish or betters ; he 
will pay likewise more. 

The travellers are prayed to make its 
purchase out of the house ; in order to 
introduce in the hotel any little mercan- 
tile, which would commit some indeli- 
cacy. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

WuiTiiCG forty years ago about Dav-id Copperfidd, Edward , 
FitzGerald said, “ It might almost be made perfect by a pair ' 
of scissors, my great remedy, yon know.” After reading ^ 
William Bodham Donne (Meteuex), to whom the letter was 
addressed, my Baronite laments that the axiom was not taken ! 
! to heart by the grand-danghter w'ho compiles the book. It ' 
rims to 339 pages of smaller type than is commonly met with. 
If the odd 39 had been cut out — better still, if the proportions 
had been limited to 250 pages — its state would have been the 
more gracious. With dutiful deference ffistress Johnsok, ■ 
coming upon any letter written by or to her justly revered i 
grand&ther, thinks it must be of public interest, and in it j 
goes. Thus in one letter we have particulars of the mortal I 
diseases of her grandmother, which read like quotations from 1 
illustrated advertisements of patent medicines in a halfpenny • 
morning newspaper. J. M. Kemble proposes to build himself ! 
a house. Sympathetic Mr. Do}^yE makes a remark about, 
bricks. Whereto Kemble, in a letter a page long, bursts j 
forth : What size are they ? [the bricks]. How long do they i 
take making ? How long drying ? Must the clay be ground j 
in a mill ? Must the straw be cut veiy short ? ” and so on. I 
This lack of proportion is a sore blemish it would be well to 
remove in future editions. There is abundance of good 
material to make a portly and precious volume. Dokxe him- 
self was an excellent letter-writer, and was the cause of letter- 
I writing in others like Edward FitzGer.\ld, Archbishop Teekch, 

I and FAi?XY Kemble. Of FitzGeilvld, DoisTN'E wi-ites under date 
I December 16, 1830, “ His life and conversation are the most 
I perfectly philosophic of any I know. They approach in grand 
I quiescence to some of the marvels of contentment in Plutarch. 
He is Diogenes without his dirt.” There are similar sketches 
of George Borrow and the Ettrick Shepherd, tempting for 
quotation. The reader must look them up for himself, 
assured that on the way he wiU be enchanted by the pleasant 
talk of cultured men. 

Donne, adds the Baron who enjoyed the privilege of his 
personal acquaintance, succeeded Kemble as Licenser of 
Plays, and did his work so eflSciently, and so courteously, that 
the London theatrical managers presented him with a testi- 
monial. Strangely enough, though in such close and con- 
stant communication with the leading actors of his time, 
he has veiy little to say about them, only cursorily mentioning 
that genius Robson (whose name, by the way, does not appear 
in the Index), and incidentally speaking of Charles Kean 
and Alfred Wigan. Mr. Donne, writing to Fanny Kemble, 
says : 

“My opinion of tke social quality of actors coincides very nearly 
with, your own. I have larely found them good company, except in the 
way of professional anecdotes, which soon pall on the taste.” 

This is one among not a few examples where the scissors 
could have been judiciously used. Having to report officially 
on the theatres as buildings, he writes in 1863, “ The heat, 
diH, dust, smells, horrible, I never had such a job. We took 
in the dressing-rooms this year. Talk of Ireland and 
pigsties — they are Dutch cleanliness compared to some of 
these rooms, I have been sick and dizzy half a dozen times 
a dayf^ The Baron hopes that, in this present year of grace, 
for such a description to he in accordance with truth would 
be quite impossible everywhere. 

My Baronite records that there has just been added 
to the “ Gallery of Twelve English Statesmen” (Mac millan ), 
a Study of Chatham, in which Mr. Frederic Harrison presents 
within small compass a masterly narrative of a great life. 
Not only in his public career but in his private connec- 
tions the individu^ty of the Great Commoner stands forth 


clear. A complex character it is. It is almost incredible 
that a statesman who created the Colonial Empire which 
looms so large in home politics to-day should grovel in 
the presence of an obstinate mule like George the Second, 
and abase himself before a homely donkey like George the 
Third. This frailty seems inseparable from the position of 
an English Premier, however great. When Mr. Gladstone, 
going on a pleasure trip, unexpectedly found himself carried 
off to Copenhagen, he wrote to Queen Yictoria a letter almost 
abject in apology — ^humbly explaining the accident account- 
able for a voyage accomplished without first having obtained 
the consent of his royal mistress. 


All those novel-readers to whom a sensational title appeals 
must necessarily be attracted by that of William ie Queux’s 
latest romance, The Valley of the Shadow (Methuen). And 
they will not he disappointed. The mystery is well started, 
and the secret cleverly preserved throughout. The sketch 
of King Humbert of Italy, the Deus ex machind of the story, 
is very interesting, as also are the scenes in which either 
His Majesty himself appears or his influence is felt. Recom- 
mended Baronially. 

Now, quoth the Baron, I have just finished reading Eyre 
Hussey’s novel, Miss Badsicorth, M.F.E. (Longmans & Co.), 
and having stated the fact, I have no doubt you, my readers, 
may, hke Mrs. Malaprop, “be impatient to know how the 
Httie Hussy deports herself,” or rather, how Eyre Hussey 
deports himself when writing about a sporting young lady. 
The Baron with greatest pleasure replies at once, “ Admir- 
ably.” Miss Badsworth is indeed a most amiable person, but 
her niece, Miss Lavinia Badsworth, is one of the sweetest 
heroines whose acquaintance the impressionable Baron has 
ever had the opportunity of making. Gentle, sensible, 
lovable, a thorough sportsTvoman and first-rate horsewoman, 
without being in the least degree a “horsey” woman, 
free from all “side” and from every suspicion of slang, 
she is a creation of whom any author might well be 
proud ; and if she be a portrait, then is Mr. Eyre Hussey to 
he greatly envied his knowledge of the original. Sporting 
novels of fonner days, always excepting those of Captain 
Hawley Smart, which, however, were more concerned with 
racing than with hunting, were not always the sort of books 
that you would feel justified in recommending as quite fit 
for a lady’s perusal. But here is a perfectly pure, country- 
scented, fi'esh-air story, simple as it can be made, and, 
granting the eccentricity of one character, perfectly natural ; 
yet so cleverly managed that you are interested in it from 
start to finish. The characters are ordinary types, strikingly 
individualised; the scenes are as cleverly invented as they 
are wittily described ; runs with harriers and foxhounds are 
vividly narrated, and though the keynote of it ah is light- 
heartedness, yet there are moments in the course of the tale 
when the reader, should he have mislaid his handkerchief, 
win regret his negligence, and will do the best he can, if in 
company, to dissemble his feel- 
ings, somehow or another con- JBHL 

triving to wipe from his manly 
cheek the tell-tale sign of irre- 
pressihle emotion. The Baron 
could quote from it more than 


one scene of quite excellent^ 

comedy, and congratulates him-’ 

self on being able to recom- ua 

mend, without any sort of reser- 

vation, so delightful a story to 

all who do him the honour to 

accept, and act upon, his 

carefully-considered advice, ' 
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ETON CORRESPONDENCE. 

i A ITr.r-n-MASTER’s Diary, 1910 

^If the Faddist liace their Way.) 

] May 5. — The ])uys Ijave retiiriio<L The 

! annexe for valets will ])e taxed to its 
utmost capacity, but after all it is my 
, own idea and a much better one than 
; allowing servants to live in rooms or in 
i low public-houses in the town. Valets, 

; will be valets. 

i May 8. — Everything is going swim-; 

I minciy, a w.ilgar but expressive phrase. | 

, D:cKry'''’X Major, wdio is head of my, 
j house, was quite nice about the three- : 
I course luncheon, only he suggested that ' 

! there should always be sweets He ' 

1 quite agreed with me that ten o’clock was ' 
early enough for breakfast. Very wise [ 
of him, as boys cannot really have too | 
much sleep. i 

May 15. — Wife much distressed by an ' 
angry letter from Sir Joiix Milldoy, com- j 
plaining that his son, who is by no ' 
manner of means an atlilete, has been 
given chicken for dinner twdee during! 
the past week. Wrote myself to point: 
out that it is a most difficult thing to I 
provide a complete change of diet during | 
the close season for game. (Mem. See the | 
chef.) 

ilay 22. — Have been annoyed by con- 
siderable rowdiness of some of the junior 
members of my house. The trouble 
arose from the absence of DiCKENSoy 
Major and a few of his friends. Had 
not their absence been absolutely impera- 
tive I think I should almost have refused 
them leave. However, they aU motored 
to town yesterday, and I scarcely know 
when they vdll be back.' Dickenson 
assured me that his valet had shaved 
him carelessly on Sunday morning, while 
the crease in Steinelvusen’s trousers was 
neither distinct nor regular. Something, 
of course, had to be done. They will 
return when they have found suitable 
servants, and then, perhaps, the house 
will be quieter. A house-master’s life 
is full of anxiety. 

June 13. — A third letter from Dr. 
Hexleigh complaining of his son’s 
spelling. {Mem. I must pass these 
letters on to his tutor.) 

July 16. — ^House much disorganised 
by magnificent successes in the field 
and on the river. Diokensox Major and 
Jones are disinclined to breakfast before 
eleven, which throws back the hour for 
luncheon. Harrison and Lee Minor will 
insist on getting up at eight o’clock, 
at their tutor’s suggestion. I have 
written to their parents. 

July 20. — ^As term draws to a close, 
and ail of us — ^masters, boys, and valets 
— ^feel exhausted, I have introduced a 
system of tonics. “ Tonics ” may become 
historic. The hour’s at present are 
10.30 (before breakfast), 3.30 and 8.30 



THE BUMP OF LOCALITY. 


Tuads Daughter {meeting one of her class). “ Well, Jane, I hear tod ’ve just been -to 
London. Your first visit, wasn’t it?” 

Jane. “Yes, Miss.” 

Vicar's Daughter. “And where did you stay?” 

Jane. “xIt my Sister's, Miss.” 

Vicar's Daughter. “And what part op London is that?” 

Jane. “Next door to the Doctor’s, Miss! ” - - 


(before dinner). Dickenson Major was 
annoyed to-day because his tonic was 
taken out to him while batting against 
the M.C.C., but I do not see what else I 
could have done. 

July 25 . — ^How different things are from 
what they used to be. Letter from an 
old boy saying that since he had left he 
has discovered that prison fare is more 
nutritious than the food he was given 
when at school here. He added that 
prisoners — even the most culpable — are 
allowed to sleep longer than he was. 
To-day we have changed all that, and 
next term I shall have enlarged the 
annexe. Every boy will have his valet, 


and every valet will have to speak at 
least two modem languages before he is 
qualified. We can then smile at Com- 
pulsory Greek. Other masters may 
disagree with me, hut I can also afford 
to smile at them. Pioneers are never 
popular. 

August 15. — ^Been reading Tom BrowrJs 
Schooldays. Tem'pora mutantur et nos . . . 


A Dublin grocer advertises his butter; 
thus : 

Best Danish 1/2 

Best Creamery L3 

No Better 1/4 
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A CAMBRIDGE BEDMAKER. 

There came to me tiie other day from Cambridge a; 
I memorial card, decently bordered with lines of silver and 
; Idack, which brought the distressing information^ that 
i Arabell^v HuggesS (for by that name I shall call her) had 
1 died at the great age of 84. Her relations and those who 
* mourned her departure were bidden by an appropriate text | 
! to resign themselves to the inscrutable decrees of Providence. I 
I Mrs. Huggins was not of those who clatter through the 
; pages of history. No boast of heraldry or pomp of power | 
J was hers, and neither storied urn nor animated bust will 
: mark the place where, after many years of faithful service, 

; she now rests. Her lot in life was humble, but it had been 
( eminently useful, for she belonged by birth, inlieritance and 
‘ a considerable training to the ancient guild (if I may so 
; describe it) of bedmakers of Cambridge. For more years 
j than I can number she had ministered to the wants of those 
youths who were appointed to dwell on one of the staircases 
of the Old, or Great, Court of Trinity College, the Court of 
which Edward the Third {''tertiiis Edvardus fama super 
\ cethem notus ”), Henry the Eighth and Queen Eliz-^eth are 
the tutelary monarchs. Here are the Hall and the Chapel, 
and in the centre rises the beautiful fountain rich with 
delicate tracery. Amidst these scenes of venerable splendour 
Mrs. Huggins carried on her duties. 

Of these she had, like all the more distinguished bed- 
makers, no mean conception. She paid a proper attention 
to the strictly lectificent parts of her profession, hut she by 
no means confined herself to them ; for she could lay a cloth 
with neatness and set out a breakfast or a lunch table with 
unvarying success. She made the tea strong and of a good 
healthy brown tint, for she scorned the eSeminacy of the less 
highly-coloured leaves; and for those masters whom she 
delighted to honour she was always willing to compose a dish 
of buttered eggs. She has even been known to bring a 
savoury beef-steak pudding, her own domestic manufacture, 
into College under her shawl, and to produce it steaming for 
the enjoyment of her undergraduates. All she asked on 
these occasions was that no scrap should be left in the bowl, 
and this easy tribute to her skill and benevolence was always 
duly paid. Then, when the table had been cleared and the 
room prepared for reading, she would seek and receive the 
small encouragement that was necessary to cause her to open 
the great storehouse of her experience, and bring forth from 
it treasures of gossip and anecdote matched only in the pages 
of Dickens. When that was over she took her shawl from its 
peg, her basket from its mysterious hiding-place, and so pro- 
ceeded homeward. 

Mrg, Huggins always retained and displayed a high respect 
for those distinctions of rank on which our social order is 
founded. A bedmaker in the adjoining Nevile^s Court she 
considered, and often treated, as an equal ; to a bedmaker of 
the New Court she extended a patronage which was not 
without pity ; but no power on earth could have brought her 
to admit that a bedmaker whose sphere of work lay in the 
Master’s Court was entitled to a precedence even of the 
humblest kind. She was once asked by an undergraduate 
to attend a prayer-meeting in the suburb of Barnwell, but 
she excused herself with the dignity that never deserted her, 
‘‘How was I to know,” she said afterwards, “that some o’ 
them people I met there mightn’t come calling on me at my 
home next day ? ” It was an unanswerable assertion of seK- 
respecting exclusiveness. 

In the course of her carea* she had associated on terms of 
familiarity with many who possessed titles, and of these she 
always spoke with a becoming reverence. One mysterious peer, 
indeed, there seems to have been, who, as an undergraduate, 
^married a bedmaker’s daughter, “and took away the tide 
from his sister, the Duchess, pore dear, and 'broke ’er ’eart,” 


it being understood, of course, that the broken heart was that of ‘ 
her Grace. What happened to the lowly wife was not recorded. i 

Of all her masters, in their relation to Mrs. Huggins — they i 
used to summon her by the affectionate and familiar abbre- ; 
viation of “ Beiia ” — it may be said that, -whether they were i 
lords or commoners, they reached their full glory in her eyes j 
only after they had left Cambridge. While they resided in ■ 
College their names were generally classed by their bonnet- 
wearing guardian in an order of merit corresponding with 
some exactness to their hospitality and the recklessness of 
their behaviour. Those who gave dinner-parties were certain 
of her favour. If, in addition, they defied the College 
authorities, they basked in a perpetual sunshine of approval, 
i On the other hand, she professed an impatience amounting 
j almost to dislike of those who, ordering nothing from the 
I kitchens, sustained nature on potted meats, or received con- 
signments of eggs from the countrj^ to the detriment of the 
local grocers. Yet even these, on returning years afterwards 
to the scenes of their youth, would be told that things had 
sadly altered since their own great and memorable days; 
that hospitality, so profusely practised hj them, was now a 
lost art ; that deans and tutors were allowed to have matters 
their own way instead of having to fight, as they used to, for 
an uncertain supremacy ; and that, in fact, Cambridge was 
not, and never could be again, what it had been. Once, 
when the mildest-mannered man that ever kept a chapel or 
refused to cut a lecture brought his wife to Cambridge she 
assured him, in the presence of the lady, that she still 
remembered, and would ever remember, the night on which, 
having dined with twenty others, ‘‘all in scarlet coats and 
most of ’em under the table,” he had hurled imprecations at 
the junior dean from the middle of the grass-plot. Then, 

I taking the wife aside, she londly whispered some words of 
counsel in her ear, begging her as she valued her happiness 
and her life, “ not to cross that man.” The lady smiled ; the 
husband beamed with an air of conscious devilry ; Mrs. 
Huggins alone was perfectly serious. 

Of King Edward the Seventh she always spoke with a 
loyalty both frank and venerating. She remembered him as 
an undergraduate, and was wont to declare that as he walked 
across the Court or came into a room there shone from the 
comer of his eye a look that suggested cheerfulness while it 
inspired confidence. 

For London she had but a scant respect. The porters at 
its railway stations, she said, permitted a passenger who was 
bound for Cambridge to take a seat in a train destined to 
arrive at Kew ; its lodgings were disgraced by the presence 
of what she called “live-stock” ; while its streets lacked the 
sparkling streams which beautify those of Cambridge. On 
the other hand she appreciated very highly the courtesy of a 
Drury Lane audience which, she related, had risen at her 
entrance and saluted her with cheers, evidently knowing who 
she was and whence she came. 

Of the instruments of science she had an ineradicable 
suspicion. Chancing to see a theodolite in Jesus Lane she 
waited half an-hour and then -urged the surveyor to get his 
shooting done quickly, seeing that honest folks wanted to go 
to their work. On being told afterwards that he who looked 
through such an instrument saw people upside down she 
ei^ressed a great horror, asserting that no mortal man should 
with her own consent behold her with her clothes flyinff over 
her head. 

May she rest in peace. To those whose rooms she tidied 
and to whose wants m sickness or in health she attended -with 
unfaltering zeal she will always stand as the great exemplar 
of all that a bedmaker should he, for she was faithful, 

I indus^ous, warm in friendship, comfortable and kindly in 
I her ministrations, and of an honesty far beyond the reach of 
envious tongues. Those who follow after will do well to 
imitate her virtues. E, C. L. 



PATTING HIM ON THE BACK. 

Mr. Aenold-Forster, wliile expressing his great appreciation of the Volunteer Force, proposes to reduce it by 35,359 men.] 






Jimmy {who has several times asked Ms mother, who is busy, to get him something from upstairs). “ Mtjmmt, DEAR, if you ’ee afraid 

OF THE DARK, -I ’ll GO DP'^TTH YOU ! ” 


I IMPEEIAnSM: ITS PRICE. 

Mr, Punch, Sm, — I have just read in a 
worthy publication a critique of the 
views of Dr. Emil Reich, an eminent 
Hungarian, who says that Imperialism 
degrades and nnsexes women. I was 
appaRed: he seemed to have behind 
him the authority of the Reichstag. 
The truth, as a local poet observes, is a 
stranger to fiction. My imaginings had 
been indeed astray. Incidents which I 
had regarded as nugatory assumed an 
imperial significance. I reflected upon 
Adolpha my first-bom, and was astounded. 
What I had thought mere perversity 
and narrownescJ of view (she is over 
eight years of age) became protracted 
into dim infinity. Her attempts to flirt 
with the gardener’s son were justified. 
It was the price she had to pay for my 
Imperialism:^ it was a deliberate en- 
deavour to flirt imperially. (I may say 


that he is of colonid extraction — ^Vhite- 
chapel, I believe.) , 

My second-bom, A3X)lphula, whose 
wailings I had unhesitatingly stigma- 
tised as unearthly, was instantly absolved. 
She was the voice of Imperialism. Again, 
when I considered the love of gossip 
exhibited by my patient Maru, I had to 
admit that she was a mere counter in 
the hands of Imperialism : her remarks 
were imperially unseasonable. Jane 
the housemaid, who is perpetually 
breaMng articles de vertu^ had to be 
acquitted of wilful negligence : it is the 
price she has to pay for my Imperialism. 
(I may say incidentally tiiat I should 
have been relieved i£ she had also paid 
the price of the crockery.) Even the 
cook is no clog on the wheels of hn- 
perialism. Twice have we found her 
intoxicated before an important dinner 
party. We were then foolishly annoyed. 
We did not understand the tme signifi- 


^ce of her act. She was imperially 
intoxicated, and was making the noblest 
immolation of her ego to Qie^ fumes of 
Imperialism. 

Sir, such a thought is inspiring :rit 
gives furiously to think (a quotation 
frona the same local poet). What a debt of 
gratitude do we owe to such an intellect ! 
However angry we may feel, we cannot 
but recognise in all disasters the hand 
of Imperialism, and with bowed heads 
acquiesce in its manifold manifestations. 

Yours, &C., SUBUBBANUS. 


From the Prospectus of a new M^ked 
Testamot.— “ The advantage of such 
markings is undoubted, — ^to serve as 
finger-posts to those who are hut little 
acquainted with their Bibles. Mission- 
aries and Evangelists wiU find the book 
invaluable.” Rather hard on the 
Missionaries and Evangelists. 
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‘‘UART D’ETRE GRAND-PERE.” 

Though it sliall be conceded that two such skiKul play- 
wrights ns CVptnin Marshall and Private Parker conld, 
between them, have concocted a far ])etter original play than 
is Everybodij H ^ccrcU which, as is slated in the programme, 
is from Pierre Wolff's Le ^.earct de Polirlihiellf, yet it may 
be doubted if either, alone, or both together, could have 
given ilr, Cyril Micde 1 letter dramatic “opportunities” than 
are offered in this play, wdiich has already achieved a success 
that gives promise of a long run at the Haymarket. 

Mr. Cyril AL\ude and Miss Carloita Addison are an emi- 
nently respectable and fairly comfortably endowed and 

Joan, going down the kill i-f life together, free from care 
and trouble, hand in hand. Suddenly each of them, apart 
from the other, discovers that they are grandfather and 
grandmother. In representing the preserv'ation of this 
mutual mystification, Mr. Cyril !Muu>e and Miss Carlotta 
xAddison are delightful : the burden of the task falling, 
naturally, on the shoulders of Mr. Cyril Maude. His finished 
impersonation of this character is bound to appeal direct to 
the heart of every audience. AVhat matters the piece ? Wbo 
cares whether it be quite reasonable, or whether it would 
not have been better had the English adapters kept it aU 
French? Such questions, literary and dramatic, may interest 
the professional critic, but the public carets about none of 
these things, and only gauges drama, rightly enough too, 
by what it knows of human nature as exemp-Lfied in ordinary 
life. Why, bless you, Sir Michael Parhes, Part, as repre- 
sented by Cyril Maude, and Lady Parhes as played by Miss 
Carlotta Addison, do exactly what Mr. and Mrs. Smith or 
Mr. and Mrs. Jones, or our friends the Pobinsons, would 
have done in similar, or in the same, circumstances. 

Cyril M^ude gives us that one touch of nature that makes the 
whole world kin when he devotes himself to the child of the 
dear son who has deeply offended him by marrying a shop 
girl. The shop girl herself, Miss Jessie Bateman, is so 
evidently exactly the young lady with whom any straight- 
forward honest young man would have fallen in love, that at 
sight of her — remembering Hester in Tom Robertson’s Caste — 
we forgive the impulsive young Guardsman everything, and 
only hope that somehow or other the old couple wiH he able 
to allow the young people something considerable over and 
above five hundred a year, which sum, in addition to his 
pay, has had to suffice Lieutenant Bichard Parches (Charles 
Bryant) not only for his domestic expenses, including wife, 
child and servant, but also for keeping up appearances 
generally as an officer in the Guards. 

Private Parker may be pardoned for ignorance as to the 
pay of officers in the Guards, hut Captain Mvrshall, his 
collahorateur, may be credited, as a military man, with 
knowing something about the matter, and, unless expenses 
have been considerably cut down, £500 a year, 'plus his pay, 
for a Lieutenant m the Guards and his "family would be, 
as Mr, Traddles observed when running over his expenses, 
“ rather a tight fit ” 

The charm of the piece, after Mil Cyril Maude’s grand- 
father, is the impersonation of the little boy Micky, aged 
four years, by Miss 1. Hawkins. Among the Peter Pan 
children now on the stage, there is not one so perfectly! 
natural as is this infant Roscius. His performance — ^beg 
pardon, I mean her performance — is so perfect that it is 
difficult to believe the little person is acting, that is “merely 
purtendin’,” and still more difficult is it to realise that, after 
all, she is only repeating in vrords and action exactly wliat 
she has been taught. On the sterling result her stage- 
instructor, be it Mr. Cyril Maude or who it may, is to be 
most heartily congratulated. Her artless rendering of little 
Micky is to her “mere child’s-play.” 

The part of the brusque-mannered, hearty and honest 


friend of the family, Captain Pmn'epoint, “late R.N.,” is i 
: breezily rendered by Mr. Edmund Maurice ; while Miss Helen 
'Ferrers does her best for the representative of the very 
I up-to-date enthusiastic promoter of clubs for ladies, Mrs. 
\Mellor. Mss Dagmar Wiehe creates a character in the short 
i scene where she appears as Miss Wilmot Cooper with her 
1 mother Mrs. Wilmot Cooper, pleasantly rendered by Miss 
! Elisabeth Kirby. Miss Adelx Mk.vsoR’s portrayal of the old 
I servant, Rebecca, is thoroughly artistic. 

1 Honoms divided between Mr. Cyril Maude, little Miss I. 
Hawkins, and Miss Carlotta Addison; and in Second Act 
undoubtedly the largest share goes to the child, who is as 
far removed from what Avas known in the time of Nicholas 
Niekleby as “an infant phenomenon” as is the highly- 
finished acting of Mr. Cyril IVIalide from the rough provincial 
staginess of Mr. Vincent Crummies. 

Everybody's Secret will be in eA'erybody’s mouth, and no 
one wiU keep it to himself, or herself, for the next six months. 
Everybody is interested up to the A'ery last moment, and not a 
soul stirs till the curtain descends on the final tableau repre- 
senting the re-union of hearts and the end of all difficulties. 

FROM “THE RUBAIYAT OF JOSEPH I-AM.” 

(With apologies to Omar, FitzGerald, and Mr. J C .) 

The idols that I never loved for long 

Have done my credit in the world much wrong ; 

Have advertised me as a demagogue, 

With eA^er some new promise to the throng. 

Indeed, indeed, allegiance oft before 
I SAvore, and partly meant it when I swore, 

But then came Opportunity, and she 
My threadbare fealty to pieces loro. 

My moAung finger Avrites, and having Avrit 
MoA^es on, nor your entreaties nor your Avit 
Shall lure me on to do one thing it wrote, 

Nor can the Avise believe one word of it. 

But though ambition play the infidel 
And rob me of my robe of honour — ^weD, 

TAvice I have wrecked my party, and to me 
Has come advancement, to my friends a sell. 

O 

I sent my son through Arthur Balfour’s door ; 

I bid him haste, while in, to make his score. 

And by and by my son returned to me 
And said, “lam the Tory Chancellor.” 

His Budget computations, so men say, 

WiU show a surplus ; (Malice answers, “Nay, 

It is but drawing on the future for 
To-morroAv’s income, scraped in yesterday.”) 

* 

Oh, Arihur Balfour, weaving in your glee 
A A^eil of words through which men may not see, 

Some little talk awhile of thee and me 
There was, but soon no more but me, me, Me. 

.^d then, when Asquith and when Spencer keep 
The haUs where you have stuck in mud so deep, 

Alone I ’ll A^anquish them, and rise alone 
While you and they alike to darkness creep. 

Yesterday this day’s madness did prepare 
To-morrow’s silence, shuffling or despair ; 

Shrink, for you know not what I do nor why, 

Shrink, for you know not when you go nor where. 


M-aech 29, 1905.] PUNCH, OE THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


From parish politics through GLiitsTONx's gate 
I rose, and on the throne of Empire sate, 

And many a knot unravelled hy the way, 

But not the master knot of Balfour’s fate* 

For I who did with pitfall and with gin 
Beset the road he was to wander m, 

Did never dream that he could cling to place 
Deserted, though I knew him thick of skin. 

.‘Vlike to those who for to-day prepare, 

And those who after some to-morrow stare, 
Arthur from Downing Street in triumph cries, 
Your calculation 's neitJiGr here nor there." 

c- nj 

Into tliis agitjition. why n-^t kno’ving 
Xor whence, like water wihy-nidy howing. 

And out of it like wind across the waste 
I pass (and whither ?) wiUy-niUy going. 

Ah! Vince, could you and I with Fate conspire 
d’o grasp our Party in the House entire, 

Would we not shatter it to bits, and then 
Remould it nearer to the heart’s desire ! 

^Ve ’d have no other than a moving row 
Of dummy-politicians come and go 
In due obedience to the order sent 
From Highbury by the master of the show. 


SAME OLD SANTLEY. 

Never was our great and unrivalled Baritone in lietter 
voice than on Wednesday, March 22, when he sang at the ' 
Royal Amateur Orchestral Society, and gave us, in the first i 
part, the delightfully and exquisitely tunefully dramatic , 
''Non pill andra%^^ from Mozart’s immortal Nozze di Figaro. \ 
Everyone could perfectly imagine Narcisetto standing by ; 
and listening attentively to the inspiriting instructions. If 1 
’tis music and dramatic action you want— ah 1 — ^where is 
one single song in a modern comic opera, or comedy opera, 
that can compare with this ? and where is the singer who 
can give it as effectively as Count Carlos Santley ? And his 
reception! Why, at the height of his great popularity, 
when the praise of Santley was the one musied theme, it 
couldn’t have been more enthusiastically hearty. 

Miss Evangeline Florence was welcomed as the remplagaiite 
of Miss Dale, who, unfortunately, was unwell and unable to 
appear, and therefore she might have been apologised for by 
someone to whom aspirates are no Jiobject, as not Dale 
because MU, I 

Miss Florence sang deUghtfuUy the quaint songs, "If I 
had a Dolly (Lohr), and "Invitation to Arise^^ (Graham 
Peel), as also Bishop’s ever-welcome “Lo, Hear the Gentle 
Larky'' with flute obbligato hy Mr. Eli Hudson. ExceUent ! 

Mr. Percy Grainger was deservedly the recipient of long 
and loud encores for his forcible and sympathetic rendering 
of Grieg’s pianoforte concerto. 

Santley sang in the second part Paer’s "Agitato da Smania 
Funesta" (I Fuorusciti)^ and of course it was as perfect as 
you could wish from a wild singer who declares that 

“ O’erwrought with fatal madness 
My heart with fear now thrills,” 

and so forth. But we should have been more than content 
had our Santley given us only his “ Gherubino ! alia vittoHa I V 
(in the Queen’s HaU) “ Alla glonna militar! " And with this 
MozART-cima-SANTLEY stUl Singing in our ears we may rest in 
peace tiU he again delights us with this comedy of music. 



SHOW SUNDAY. 


Our Artht. “Have you seen Dasher’s pictures?” ; 

Lady. “No, I haven’t. Y\)u see he is a Royal Academician, so | 

I ’M SUBE to see EIS AT THE AcADEMY SHOW. BuT I LIKE TO MAKE THE 
ROUNDS OF THE StUDIOS, AND THERE I CAN GET A CHANCE OF SEEING 
PICTURES THAT ONE IS NOT LIKELY TO MEET WITH AGAIN 1 ” 


THE FREE-TEOTIOMST. 

[This cuiioas production was found under a bench on the Government 
side of the House of Commons. The verses w-ould appear to be sus- 
ceptible of two interpretations, as wiU be seen if they aie read first 
down each column and then across. ^Ve have no doubt that they 
represent the views of many Conservative Members.] 

I HOLD as faith What Cecil doth avow 

All Joseph saith, My conscience can’t aUow, 

That Voter is misled Who holdeth Joe supreme 

Who holdeth him in dread Quite merits my esteem. 

When Free Trade stands The moon shall turn to cheese 
confessed 

This nation shaU be blessed. When Joe ’s brought to his knees. 
And he is but an oaf Who doth Protection prize 

Who shuns the Little Loaf Is staunch, true-blue and wise. 


A Ducal Difficulty. — ^The Duke of Fife (as it was repre- 
sented by the Westminster Gazette in an interesting anecdote 
concerning the peerage the other day) “ being a Duke of the 
United &ngdom, walks after Dukes of England and 
Scotland.” If some of the English and Scotch Dukes go 
a trifle fast— and we have had such instances — the Duke of 
Fife’s position will be somewhat embarrassing. What steps 
mil he be bound to take ? 


224 : 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIYARI. 


[March 29 , 1905 . 


IHE or BEETISH ™SI0.i|« “ 

^ Remarkable Demonstration. < broke into tbe Brixton Theatre on f 
' A CROWDED public Meeting was held j Sunday week had included the big drum j 
I on Friday last in the iUbert Hall to dis- , from the orchestra in their booty i 

i cuss the future of English music. The] Mr. Arnold White gare it as his i 
I chair was taken by Sir Oliver Lodge, opinion that purity of musical taste . 
\ who was supported hy Sir Gilbert ' amongst the English had been seriously 
! Parker, Mr. George Robey, ^Ir. Sidney | impaired by the influx of pauper foreign ' 
' Lee, Dr. Emil Reich, Mr. John Burns, j immigrants, most of whom played no ; 
i Florizel von Reuter, the Hon. Cblvrles j other instrument than the Jew’s harp. 
Parsons, 2Ir. Arnold White, the Chief i The Chief Rabbi interposed to explain 
R.\bbi, Senor Manuel Garcia, and others ; that the innuendo was based on a fallacy ' 
The Chairman, in opening the pro - 1 of nomenclature. The instrument in i 
ceedings, said that the ^Meeting had been I question w^as not the Jew’s but the 
convened by a number of per-ons deeply | Jaw’s harp, in proof of which derivation ' 
interested in the future of English music, j he referred Mr. W kite to the new 
and sincerely anxious to take such steps i Oxford Dictionary, 
as might he necessary to eliminate from ] Dr. Furnivall said that one of his 
it the taint of colourless common-place- ! earliest recollections was being taken to 
ness which Sir Edward Elgar bad recently ! hear a performer who played tunes by 
described as the chief cause of its want ' rapping with his fist on his jaw. He 
of success. ] agreed with Mr. Sidney Lee that the 

Sir Gilbert Parker, who followed, excessive elaborateness of modem music 
stated that in his opinion English music was a sign of decadence and deteriora- 
was too parochial. Composers must'tion. Even our popular tunes were 
learn to think — and singers to sing — 1 absurdly complex, and he found it 
imperially. Sir Edward Elgar had said I impossible to whistle Hiawatha'^ with 
ihat English music was white. It ought ] any approximation to accuracy. With 


should be of tender age. You could not 
dress up a gramophone in a velvet coat 
with a broad turn-down coUar, nor had 
he ever heard of 400 ladies storming a 
platform and kissing a gramophone. 

Mr. John Burns laid stress on the 
educative influence of street nomencla- 
ture. There was a StradeUa Road at 
Heme Hill, and a Parsifal Road at 
Finchley. He appealed to Mr. Sidney Lee 
to rename the High Street at Stratford- 
on-Avon Corelli Parade, 

The Chairman said that for his part 
he found much pleasure in the flute of 
Pan, or Pan-pipes. Since he had adopted 
this soothing instrument he had changed 
his name to John Oliver Lodge. 

Mr. W iLLiAii xVrcher asked what colour 
Scotch music would be called by 
Sir Edward Elgar. His own predilec- 
tions lay in the direction of the bag- 
pipes. ^ If no one present had any 
objection he would hke to skirl a little 
now. (“ No ! no ! ”) Very well. 

The Meeting then broke up with 
expressions of good-will to everyone 
except the composer of “ Blue BelV 


to be red, white and blue, if it was in 
any way to represent the true spirit of 
the Empire. Sir Gilbert Parker con- 
cluded a spirited speech by singing a 
Canadian boat-song, tastefully accom- 
panied by Sir Oliver Lodge on a wireless 
grand pianoforte. 

Mr. Sidney Lee said that he thought 
it was high time in the interests of 
scholarship and research to protest against 
the inordinate amount of time and atten- 
tion devoted to the Cinderella of the 
arts. He had it on the authority of 
Sir Edward Elgar that British music 
only began to be worthy of consideration 
about the year 1880, and was stiU tainted 
with a low type of conunonplaceness 
which no amount of University education 
would eradicate. If that was so, why 
labour further in a fruitless field ? What 
was the matter with the tongs and 
bones ? 

Mr. George Robey rose to protest 
against this misreading of Sir Edward 
Elgar’s meaning. The music of the 
music-halls, as he (jVIr. Robey) had con- 
clusively proved in his article in the 
current number of Ideas, was invariably 
refined and artistic. It was only when 
composed by University men that it 
became dull and vulgar. Take '^Blue 
Bell,^^ for example. {Panic.) Mr. Robey 
here sat down, after inviting the Meeting 
singly or collectively to chase him. 

Mr. Hermann Finck, the director of 
the Palace Theatre orchestra, stated that 
since the stringed instruments in that 
theatre had been fitted with the new 
flexible tailpiece, the beauty of tone pro- 
duced had become almost insufferably 
exquisite. It was a libel on the English 


the permission of the Meeting he would 
illustrate his difficulty. {Permission 
declined.) 

The Chairman deprecated the ob- 
scurantist tone of the previous speakers. 
Music was an indispensable instrument 
of culture and civilisation. It was the 
most transcendental of the arts. For 
himself he did his highest thinking to 
slow music, and had decided to employ 
the method of cantillating or intoning 
to the psaltery when delivering his 
lectures at Birmingham and elsewhere. 
For further details he referred his 
hearers to his forthcoming article in 
0. B. Fry's Magazine. 

The Hon. Charles Parsons remarked 
that the best way to promote British 
music was to secure for it the widest 
hearing. He had recently patented an 
improved gramophone which, on a cahn, 
windless day, could be distinctly heard 
at a distance of three miles. (Cheers.) 
But the instrument was only in its 
infancy, and he was not without hopes 
that in a short time he would be able to 
make it heard across the Channel, and 
perhaps even in Leipsic, Munich, Berlin 
and Bayreuth. When that hour arrived 
it would be impossible for Germany to 
neglect or despise English music any 
longer. Music, hke journahsm, was 
simply a question of transport, and the 
country with the most powerful gramo- 
phone was bound to have the largest 
audience, and fall into the most hysteri- 
cal transports, 

FtDRiZEL VON Reuter dissented strongly 
from the last speaker. Music teas the 
youngest of the arts, and therefore it was 
only fitting that its greatest executants 


THE WOBBLER. 

[“The late Robert Stephen Hawker of 
Morwenstow was of opinion that it was per- 
missible to hold two contradictory opinions 
on the same subject, provided yon let five 
minutes elapse between the one and the other.” 
— Westminster Gazette.'] 

Some narrow folk there are who lack 
Imagination quite ; 

They swear that black is always black — 
And never can be white. 

Far otherwise it is with me ; 

Indeed, I darkly wonder whether 
The self-same colour may not be 
Both black and white and grey together. 

I hear Sir Oracle of Brum, 

And all my doubts are laid ; 

Intent and eager I become 
To champion Free Trade. 

Five minutes pass — enough to give 
My views the opposite direction : 

I Ve heard C.-B., and now I live 
For one great cause alone — ^Protection. 

While thus I veer ’twixt ‘'cons” and 
“ pros,” 

Conflicting passions rise ; 

As idiots,! know the “Noes,” 

As fools I eye the “ Ayes ; ” 

And when division beUs remind 
That now my vote must be decided, 

I very generally find 
That, like the House, I am divided. 

I seek the lobby on the right, 

But ere I cross the floor, 

Five fatal minutes wing their flight ; 

I pause beside the door ; 

Fresh aspects I begin to see, 

The new conviction stiU. grows stronger ; 
Another ego enters me ; 

I change, and I am “ aye ” no longer. 
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CRUEL. 


ChammgLady. “I wonder how it is that Women keep rorsG-LooKiso LnsoER tilin Men?’’ 
Old Bachelor. “ Bachelors oettinq scarce, I expect.” 


CHARIVARIA. 

« 

GeneRxVL Kueopatkin has been suc- 
ceeded by General Ltxievich. As an 
Anglo-German gentleman told ns the 
other day, “ Only a yich or a vizard can 
save the Russians.” 


By-the-by, there is nothing inherently 
improbable in the report that General 
Kuropatkiit has accepted a smaller 
command than he had before. It will 
be remembered that at first Aijexeieff 
was a full Admiral, but subsequently 
became a rear Admiral. 


The Russian Finance Minister has 
written to the Times to say that, in spite 
of statements to the contrary, the huge 
gold reserve at St. Petersburg still exists. 
This is good news for the Japanese, 
who were getting nervous about their 
indemnity. 

The Novoe Vremya publishes details 
of a great commissariat scandal. Thank 
Heaven, ^ such things cannot happen in 
the British Army ! We mean, of course, 
that the details cannot be published. 

The ‘Australians’ reply to the charge 


of shortage in their consignments of jam 
to South Africa — Jam satis. 


France is feeling quite embarrassed 
at the amount of attention she is receiv- 
ing from the Kaiser. Not content with 
dining the other day at her Embassy 
in Berlin, he is now showing an active 
interest in her policy in Morocco. 


“ Mullah submits,” announced our 
newspaper placards last week. “ Lans- 
DOWNE submits,” announced the placards 
of the Somaliland newspapers, which, 
of course, are not so well-informed. 


The Army Council, it is announced, 
is to have a flag, consisting of a Union 
Jack bearing a shield with tliree cannon 
and a cannon ball. We fear, how^ever, 
that this attempted bluff as to having 
the guns will deceive nobody. 


“Fashion gets more exacting every 
year,” complained a lady the other 
day after a visit to the Whistler Exhi- 
bition. 


According to Nature the total eclipse 
of the sun on August 30 next will take 
place at a time when the number of 


spots on its face is about the maximum. 
It is only human that in such circum- 
stances the sun should wear a veil. 


The new Tower Bridge Police Court, 
whicli is to displace the old building 
at Southwark, is described as palatial. 
This handsome edifice became necessaiy, 
we imderstand, as the class of prisoner 
is steadily improving. The accom- 
modation for solicitors is said to be 
admirable. 

The article in the current number of 
the usually carefully edited Pall Mall 
Magazine on “The Liberal Leaders” has 
given some offence to those concerned, 
owing to the fact that an advertisement 
headed “Anaemia: its cause and 
cure,” is inserted in the middle of the 
article. 


Now that Mr. M.arcoxi is married, 
ladies are asking how long will they 
have to wait for what they have been 
hankering after for some time past, 
namely, a wireless crinoline. 

The Cmgalee is proving the kind of 
play that lawyers like - a piece with 
plenty of action in it. 
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If in eacli stone — ^portentous fact — 

A little sermon, ambnslied, lurks ; 

Thou too art fraught with silent speech, 
I And mutely eloquent thy fate is ; 
j Thine too, consumptive flower, to teach 
; A striking moral lesson — gratis ! 


BACK TO THE LAND. 

Farmer^a TT ife (who has told the new lad from London to collect eggs) “ Well, Jack, have 
yOU^GOT MANY?” 

Jach (who has raided a sitting ken). “Eauthee! Ohe old ’ex she’s bin and LAYED 
THIRTEEN, AND I DON'T THINK SHE ’s FINISHED YET ! ” 


LINES ON A PRIMROSE. 

I SING the primrose, apt to stir 
Emotion in the minor poet, 

What time his pensive footsteps err 
Through woods and places where 
they grow it. 

Oft in some dim, sequestered nook, 
Which very few have cast their eye on, 
It glows with yellowish tint, though not 
So yellow as the dandelion. 

Shy plant, with vernal grace endued 
My solitary walk to cheer, 

At sight of thee my eyes eyude 
Faint traces of the unbidden tear. 


I note thee with a kind of awe ; 

A solemn joy my spirit fiHs ; 

I feel like Wordsworth, when he saw 
The sheep — or were they daffodils ? 

Rathe primrose, that forsaken dies, 

(To quote a phrase intact from Milton) 

Thy brief effulgence typifies 
What sand our highest hopes are 
built on. 

The promise of thy nascent bloom. 

That seemed of springtime to assure us, 

Is taken by untimely doom, 

Blasted by Aquilo and Eurus. 

If brooks with hidden truth be packed, 
And edify, like printed works ; 


PEACE TO ITS CINDERS! 

A Scrap-heap Epitaph, 

[.Vn experimental trip of the new electric 
vestibule-trains was run on the Underground 
Railway last week, thus marking^ the fast- 
approaching end of the old-style Inner Circle 
tiaffic.] 

Here Lie 

The Remains of the Steam-drawn 
Rolling-Stock 
(Late of the Underground) 
which 

Entered into Existence 
on January 10, 1863 
and 

Received its Death-blow by Electrocution 
In the Early Morning Hours 
of March 21, 1905 
When 

The Signal was given to Clear the Line 
For the New Motor-Driven Train. 

It Started 

Its Subterranean Career 
Amid a Chorus of Mid- Victorian Eulogies 
As an Eighth Wonder of the World, 
and, 

Passing through 

a Ricketty and Precarious Infancy, 
Followed by 

A Sulphurous and Sooty Adolescence, 
and a Life of Grime, 

It settled down 
Into Dingy and Senile Decay, 
listened on 

By Chronic Attacks of Asphpda, 

A Growth of Tube-rculosis 
And 

Congestion of the Circulatory System. 

It was 

About as Third-class as they Make, 
But 

It served Its Generation According to 
Its Lights 

(Which, by the way, were None Too 
Brilliant) 

And 

It certainly did not go the Pace. 
Being No Longer 
Tolerated in the Infernal Regions, 

It is now Finally Shunted Upwards 
Unregretted by All, 

And 

Awaiting a Transformation 
Into Hen-Coops and Rabbit-Hutches, - 
Or, very possibly, 

The Ingredients of a Bonfire. 


A QUESTION for the next examination 
of budding officers: “Which is the 
heavier, a pound of feathers or a pound 
iofjam?” 





FALLING OUT. 

The B.vbe. ‘‘ GO IT, MY BOYS ! I SHALL SOON BE OUT OF THE WOOD AT THIS KATE ! ” 

electors Iiave before them two schemeB involving a change in our Fiscal policy. The first, as in-opounded by Hr. Balfouii, is a cohmiless juod notion known as Ilolaliution With 
aese, we should say, frankly and honestly, that Retaliation is damned .’* — “Notes for Electors^*' circulated hi/ Mr. Chnmhcvlands Tariff lie form League,'] 









229 


I 


i 


ilARcn 29, 1005.] OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 

ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

KMnAfTi::* ni'»M nri: T^iaut or Tnnr, 



i 


f 


“AHA I! THE FISCAL QUEST-I-ON ! ” 

nioms of Passive Desistei's, “Soft ! ! They would ent-r-rap us, lure us to dest-r-ruction ' Let us dissemble! ” 
(Hr. B-lf-r, Mr, L-tt-lt-n, Mr. A-st-n CL-mb-il-n, and Mr. Br-dr-ck.) 


House of Commons, Monday, March 20. 
— How long is it since Don Jose came 
back from South Africa bringing his 
sheaves with him in the form of under- 
taking on behalf of the mine owners 
to. -guarantee a contribution of thirty 
millions to the expenses of the War 
in South Africa? A first instahnent 
of ten millions fell due last year; but 
where is the hard cash? Oil sont les 
neiges d'antan ? They are as substantial 
as this promise has proved. 

British credit earlier pledged to the 
tune of £100,000,000 for the benefit of 
Irish landlords and tenants was pawned 
to extent of £35,000,000 for the Trans- 
vaal. That ’s all right ; irrevocably 
, done. In mere matter of interest pay- 
able annually it saves Transvaal £350,000 
a year. But in polite society we don’t 
mention the Transvaal’s promised con- 
tribution to the costs of a war swelled 
by purchase of horses no one could 
remount, rounds of ammunition no one 
could fire, tins of jam conveying to the 
ear promise of 16 ozs. to the pound, 


breaking Tommy Atkins’ heart with 
discover}" that they contained only 12. 

Don Jose not here to-night to state 
his views on realised facts. In his place 
his successor at Colonial Office left to 
make best of hapless business. Experi- 
ence following on other of similar 
character beginning to tell on Alfred 
Lyttelton. His shoulders bending 
under the burden; his laugh less 
spacious in its illuminating power, a 
circumstance not compensated for by 
increased space in the parting of his 
hair as it shades the crown of a noble 
head. 

AU A'ery well to be at Colonial Office 
wliile khaki fever raged, and every vote 
given to Liberal candidates at the poll 
was a vote given to the Boers. Lyttelton’s 
lot is different. He comes in when the 
drums have ceased to beat, the trumpets 
to blare, and when the Auditor-General’s 
report of fantastic War Office extrava- 
gance has begun to circulate. Gallantly 
tries to make the best of a bad wicket. 
Admits there is no chance of enforcing 


redemption of the pledge about the ten 
millions. But we must hope on. Curious 
how in depression of moment Colonial 
Secretary, avoiding the familiar cricket- 
field, goes to the stables for similes. 

“ Don’t,” he said to McCjue, not osten- 
tatiously a horsey man, “hurry your 
horse over bad ground ; wait till he gets 
on the grass ; then he ’ll gaUop.” 

So pleased with this way of putting 
it he lingered over the illustration. 
What was meant, he explained, was that 
next year the Premier mine would con- 
tribute at the rate of £400,000 per 
annum to Transvaal revenue. He could 
not believe, he said, a tear trickling 
down his manly cheek, that, thus placed 
in funds, the Transvaal would be so 
unmindful of the sacrifices made on her 
account by the Mother Country as to 
repudiate her undertakings. 

What was made clear through long 
speech is that if Transvaal felt disposed 
towards repudiation there is nothing in 
the world to prevent her indulging in 
luxury. House realised amid constema- 



230 PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. pJ^cH 29, 1903. 



Le Gouvernement c’est Moi. 

Mr. lau Malcolm congiatalates Mr. Will Crooks — sole occupant of tke Treasury Bench 

during Fiscal Debate. 


tion that there is not in existence a 
document — not even a haK sheet of note- 
paper — that would serve to enforce the 
claim. As the ex-S\GE of Queen Anne’s 
Gate, now a Florentine Noble, remarked, 
the House of Commons had, tmder false 
pretences, been induced to guarantee a 
sum of £35,000,000. That was not 
exactly how Alfred Lyttelton put it. 
But it comes to the same thing in the 
end. 

Business done . — Disclosure made that, 
if the Transvaal pleases, she can snap 
her finger at British taxpaj^er in respect 
of contribution to war costs exacted by 
Don Josi:. That bold buccaneer Hicks- 
Belach proposes we shall nobble mine 
royalties and pay ourselves. . This, 
coming from a mildly-spoken gentleman 
understood to fill the ofiice of church- 
warden in his country home, regarded 
as going a little far. 

Tuesday . — There was performed this 
afternoon one of those little acts of self- 
sacrifice which find no record in print 
nor acknowledgment from the public. 
In Committee of Supply on Vote for 
costs of criminal prosecution Lough 
moved an amendment reducing it by 
£200. Action taken by way of censuring 
Attorney-General for his action — rather 
his inaction — in matter of Whittaker 
Wright. Subject invited, almost com- 
pelled, speech of at least an hour’s 
length. 

To Mr. Lough temptation seemed 
irresistible. A nice q[uiet afternoon; 
only three o’clock; Committee at his 
mercy. Yesterday Blake in similar 
circumstances talked for an hour, with 
Clanoy to follow for forty-five minutes. 


As afternoon sitting is suspended at 
seven-thirty, and questions do not close 
till three, here was nearly half of the 
sitting appropriated by two Members. 
The honour of Islington demanded that 
Ireland should not thus triumph. Get 
Lough’s blood up and he might be safely 
backed to beat in length of speech any 
two Irish Members. 

Now was his time; here his oppor- 
tunity. But, loyalty to the Party, fidelity 
to Country (same thing), pointed to 
another pathway. Ministerialists, worn 
out mth incessant watchfulness, stiU 
tarried on the way to Westminster. If 
division were taken forthwith, Govern- 
ment would be put in a minority. 



i Lough, rising to height of occasion, 
I determined to sacrifice his speech. To 
' all outward appearance it was done 
without a ripple of emotion. He moved 
I his amendment and sat down. But who 
' shall say what pangs rent his heart ? 

! Pleasant to know that an hour later 
, he found the reward that does not 
I always come to the deserving. Whittaker 
' Wright disposed of, the Beck case came 
I on, and ilr. Lough plunging in worked 
^ off a speech of prodigious length. Here 
I and there it was a little mixed. Whit- 
I TAKER Wright’s head popped in where 
j Beck’s body stood. But on the whole, 

I considering the circumstances, it was a 
i tow de force. Happily he was assisted 
i by the circumstance that in either case, 

' re Whittaker Weight, or re Beck, the 
i A™RNEY-6ENEiiAL had to he banged. 

I Dismal part of story is that the 
j sacrifice was wasted- Aciant>-Hood too 
j old a bird to be netted in this fashion. 

1 If Lough would not make a speech, thus 
giving opportunity for Ministerialists 
to muster, he knew a man that would. 
It was Banbury, as usual, who took the 
cake. As soon as Lough sat down he 
rose with casual air, and approached 
Whittaker Wright case in a four- 
wheeler, as it were, engaged at hour 
rate. 

Opposition, seeing their plans foiled, 
howled with rage. Banbury, with pretty 
affectation of not hearing any remarks, 
articulate or otherwise, jogged along. 
Interrupted with enquiry as to where he 
was going, he didn’t seem quite clear on 
point. ‘‘Banbury Cross,” someone sug- 
gested. But that is not within the four- 
mile radius, and no cabby would accept 
a job at balf-a-crown an hour. As dis- 
cussion of matter served his purpose 
just as well as if he continued his 
speech, he sat down whilst Chairman 
and Henry Fowler talked it over. 

C.-B. played up to his hand with 
angry denunciation of what he described 
as the most gross bit of obstruction 
within his experience. If C,-B. would 
only keep hanging away for a few more 
minutes, Ministerials dropping in by 
twos or threes would avert disaster. 
To make quite sure Bond was next put 
up, amid renewed howls from gentlemen 
opposite. Mr. Bond stared into space 
with air of serious abstraction. Every 
minute’s howling was worth at least two 
votes. In intervals of the storm Mr. 
Bond said a word or two more or less 
remotely connected with Attorney- 
General’s conduct of the Whittaker- 
Wright case, and at a nod from the 
Pink ’Un resumed his seat. 

The men had arrived : no further risk 
in a division; taken, it showed Minis- 
terial majority of 64. 

“Not the first time the Capitol has 
been saved by cackling,” observed the 
Member foe Sark. 
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: Business done. — Guillotine at work. ileioLers “talked 

I seven times round the lobbies, and so passed all supple- 
mentary estimates. 

Friday night. — Undesignedly, not, therefore, less effectually, 
picturesque contrast provided just now on Treasury Bench. 
Walter Long comple^i'^g his first week at the Irish Office. 
Sits by the Attci.'n-v- ior Ireuvnu, who these ten 
years past has borne the heat and burden of the day. Fresh 
from the fields overlooked by Board of Agriculture, the new 
Chief Secretary sits in radiant health and strength, as yet 
his withers unwrung. His learned colleague, with skin of 
parchment hue, lack-lustre eyes, a voice which, when up- 
lifted, reveals a state of chronic irritation, droops by his side. 

Plut^hich records how, in the days of the Pharaohs^ the 
giver of a banquet provided as one course a skeleton, handed 
round with the genial remark, ‘'Look on this; eat, drink, 
and be merry, for to-morrow you die ” To-day Attorney- 
General FOR Ireland fiUs the place, drives home the moral of 
the skeleton of the Egyptian feast. Naturally a light-hearted 
man, with keen sense of humour and a stock of choice stories, 
Atkinson, after ten years' hard labour at the Irish Office, is 
transformed into this grey shadow of a man, hollow-eyed, 
leaden-hearted. So far reduced in weight that the slaves to 
whom is allotted the task of carrAung him round at Viceregal j 
banquets in Dublin Castle make light of the burden. i 

Fortune, kinder to the new Chief Secretary than she has 
shown herself to his predecessors as far back as the time of 
Forster, has allotted him only a brief space of time in the 
place of tribulation. He will be a freeman before the iron 
has time to enter deep into his soul. Meanwhile, as he sits 
next to his learned colleague, breathless after hawng reeled 
off nineteen answers to questions, he illustrates a situation 
interesting for some predestined gentleman on the Front 
Bench opposite. 

Business done. — The “ gagged ” Irish Members have 
another sitting aU to themselves. 

AT A MOMENTS NOTICE. 

Chapter VI. 

I should say it would be about as much as Aunt Selina’s 
place is worth to speak severely to Phyllis, and, to do her 
justice, she is far too well-bred a woman to make any visitor 
feel uncomfortable by ragging her in his presence. 

Still, anyone could have seen she was annoyed ; and, while 
the cream was being spooned out of her lap into a slop-basin, 
she made remarks on the inconveniences of allowing monkeys 
to be about at afternoon tea which I, for one, considered most 
beastly offensive. 

And even Phyllis could find no better excuse for me than 
that I was probably haH starved, and the sight of cucumber 
sandwiches had proved too much for my manners. Which 
was too sickening — considering my sole object had been to 
nip in ahead of Monty in handing the food to her ! And yet 
people talk rot about “ feminine insight ! ” 

But I kept my temper. I merely let them see that I was 
hurt by turning my tail on them all, and stalking off to a 
corner — ^not, I flatter myself, without a certain dignity. I 
had had nothing since breakfast, except, as I fancy I men- 
tioned before, a bit of biscuit and a rotten banana— -hut, after 
my Aunt had called me “ a greedy little pig,” I scorned to 
touch a morsel. Not to mention that my doctor has often 
told me never on any account to touch cucumber. 

Presently I had what I thought (and stiU think) a flash of 
real inspiration. If I couldn’t speak, by Jove ! I could spell ! 
Rather rockily, perhaps — ^in fact it was my spelling that really 
spun me in more than one exam — ^but stUl, quite well enough 
to make myself understood by the meanest intelligence. 

All I actually required was some sort of Alphabet. With 


that, I could fix up a few simple sentences and lay them at 
Phyllis’s feet. When she read, for instance, something like 
this: “Sorry. My mistake. Not Pig. Only Polite. Dis- 
guised, hut" thorough Gentleman. Please let me go on 
Stage,” she would be astonished — hut even more touched 
by my appeal. The problem was, how to get hold of au 
Alphabet. 

Now, though few people give me credit for it, I have brains 
when I choose to exert them — and it didn’t take me long to 
come across the identical thing for my purposes. 

For, lying on a chair in the corner, I found a book in a 
thick leather ■'-‘x'lir.g— A. I imagined (I must teU. you my 
Aunt rather l rc’ts 1 e rs a Connoisseur, and of course 
gets taken in with all manner of worthless old rubbish). 
But what fetched me was the inside of the hook. On nearly 
every page there was a big fat capital letter, gilded and 
painted in a rather gaudy style, much after that of the texts 
I used to illuminate when I was a good little boy in a hoUand 
blouse. If I ’d searched for a month I couldn’t have got hold 
of anything more ripping ! 

So I went to work, and soon ferreted out an,S, and an 0, 
and then an R — ^but I couldn’t discover another R, and the 
silly old Johnny who had painted the baby book didn’t seem 
ever to have heard of a Y ! However, SORI was correct 
enough for a monkey, and I tore those letters out — pretty 
neatly on the whole, for the paper was devilish tough — and 
then selected others I was likely to want, keeping as quiet 
as possible, so as to surprise Phyllis all the more later on. 

But that interfering idiot of a Monty spotted me before I 
was half ready ! 

“Mischievous little beggars monkeys are,” he remarked, 
“ always up to somethin’ or other ! ” 

“ Some monkeys may be,” said Ph3lLLis ; “ not mine. It 
wasn’t mischief just now — only hunger, poor darling ! ” 
“Well, but I say,'^ persisted Monty, “he’s busy tearin’ 
up some paper now, with pictures in it, too ! ” 

“Oh, I expect it’s only Pwnc7i,” said Phyllis, without 
looking round. “It doesn’t matter, hecanse we’ve seen that 
— at least we ’ve looked at the pictures, you know.” 

Monty said he never saw Punch himseH — it didn’t amuse 
him, somehow — still, he might be mistaken, but he ’d a sort 
of idea that it hadn’t gone in yet for giving coloured illustra- 
tions. That fetched them all up to see what I was about, 
and then my Aunt gave a kind of scream : “ Good gracious, 
Phyllis ! ” she cried, “ the miserable little wretch has got 
hold of that book of ours ” (or she may have said “Hours,” 
— 1 don’t know) “which Professor Pergament kindly lent 
me to look at. And he ’s tearing it aU to pieces ! ” 

All Phyllis said to me was, “Oh, Monkey — Monkey 
But even as I stiU frantically tried to deal her out an S and 
an 0 and an R, this gentle reproof cut me to the quick. 

“ What shall I say to the poor dear Professor ? ” wailed my 
Aunt. “A valuable MS. like that 1 And when he was 
hoping the British Musemn might buy it, too ! ” 

“Afraid they won’t give him much for it notu,” said Monty, 
inspecting the fragments through his glass. “Monkey’s 
taken a lot off the value already ! ” 

“ Mums, darling I ” put in Phyllis. “ It was only his play ! 
And really, it was a good deal your fault, you know ! ♦You 
shouldn’t leave such things about! The poor monkey 
couldn’t possibly know what he was doing I ” 

“It’s high time he was taught,” said my Aunt grimly. 
On which Monty volunteered the opinion that “ a good licking 
I would be a lesson to me.” 

“I won’t have him whipped!” declared Phyllis. “He 
knows already that he’s done wrong. Only Zoofe at him!”, 
[I daresay I did look pretty abject — ^for I really was rather 
annoyed with myself.] “And I HI pay for it, out of my 
allowance ! ” 

“As I believe the Professor gave some hundreds of ppunds 
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for it at Sotheby‘ 3 , Phyllis/’ retorted Aunt Selina, '‘it may 
be some little time before you are able to make up tlie 
amount.” 


monkey icoiddrit be, I ’d like to know, after being scrubbed 
with such an infernal hard brush as I had been ! 

Still, I was determined to keep myself under control — to 


Of course I shouldn't allow her to do anything of the sort ; ■ meet this terrible charge with the calm consciousness of 
I would take the entire responsibility on myself ! After all, innocence. 

what would a few hundreds matter to me, as soon as I got ; A hero in a melodrama, when accused by the villain of 
that engagement at the Palace or the Hippodrome ? something lie hasn’t done, only has to stand in the limelight. 

“Fact of the matter is, Miss Adeane,” said dear Monty, i with his right hand raised to the ceiling, and shout: ‘‘I ca:l 

“you’ll never feel safe with a little beast like that about. 1 1 upon the Eternal Justice to decide between that Man and ; 
should advise you to get rid of it. If you ’re really keen on ; Me ! ” ipr some such remarks And that brings the curtain ; 
having a monkey, I can get you one with no nonsense about down. | 

it — as quiet and well-behaved as any poodle. Only got to But I had no speech and no limelight. There wasn’t even | 
say the word, don't you know.” a curtain that would come down. I can assure you that just ■ 

“I thought I told you before,” said Phyxlts, looking all I then I jolly well wished there had been one, if it would only j 

the jollier in a bait, " that the i have put an end to my trying I 


the jollier in a bait, " that the > 

word is ‘Xo,’ Mr. Blundell.; 

Do you quite understand V No 1 

in pressing any more monkeys 
on me which I don’t want, I 

But old Monty wouldn’t am t 

take a hint; lie seemed bent “ 

on crabbing my chances if he ^ 

could~and we ’d always been pWK — J/r 

such pals, too^^^ ^ - 

a monkey, why "not a healthy 
one? I don’t set np for a 
judge of ’em myself, hut even , 

I can see the little beggar is ' ' 

about ^as ricketty as he can * 

“He isn't!'' said Phyllis, | BBBB 

indignantly^ “ And if he is, ‘ 
he can be cured. And he ‘J 

“ I shoidd have said he was 
too far gone myself,” said t 

Monty. “ Besides, I fancy ^ 

he ’s got something worse the 
matter, if you ask me'' 

“I don't ask you,” said i jg^B 

Phylus. “ What else do you I ; 

think he’s got?” ! , ^ 

“ Oh, I may be wrong,” said 
Monty. “ Hope so, I ’m sure. , 

But those pink patches under | 

the skin, eh ? Look to me like , Who can divine what i 

— well — like the beginning , In the feail reed, tili 

of — er — mange, don’t you 

know.” ^ ' 

“ Oh, Mr. Blundell ! Xot really ? ” cried Phyllis. 

But I could see that her ideal of me had received its first 
serious shock. 

“I could have told you better if he’d been a fox-terrier,” 
said Mo2>ity. “ Still, if I were you, I ’d have in a vet. Nasty 
thing, mange ! ” 

“jSorrihle!” said Phyllis, with a shudder. “But no. 1 
won't believe it ’s anything so unpleasant ! ” 


Who can divine what hidden musio lies 
In the frail reed, till winds awake its sighs? 

Lord Lytton. 


situation. 


TO WALTER LONG. 

Dear Mr. Long, when hydro- 
pliobia 

Was in this land endemic, 

Keeping all modes of treat- 
ment quite at bay, 

Both surgical and ehemie, 

You came, and with your 
muzzle 

Did solve the dreadful 
puzzle. 

If, of the rabies Hibernian 

You prove youi'self the 
queller, 

; Your health, in biunpers of 
Falernian 

Drawn from the inmost 
cellar, 

With customary song, 

1 We ’ll drink, dear Mr. Long. 


I Just as he who drives fat 
j oxen must himself be fat, so 
I must he who writes for Irish- 
men be Irish too. The Daily 
Mail wrote on March 20: — 

“ Irishmen from every quarter of 
London marched westwards yester- 
day in units or battalions to attend 
the first ^eat Gaelic service held 
in the Westminster Cathedral to 
celebrate the feast of St. Patrick.” 


know. ^ ' 1 But are there no Irishmen in 

“ Oh, Mr. Blundell ! Not really ? ” cried Phyllis. London west of the Cathedral, or north of it, or south of it? 

But I could see that her ideal of me had received its first 

serious shock. ^ << Daily Mail ” Arithmetic. 

“I could have told you better if he’d been a fox-terrier,” a PT?nnT>n coTmirrm 

said Mo2>ity. “ StiU, if I were you, I ’d have in a vet. Nasty 

thing, mange! ” metal falls 75,000 per cent, in value. 

“Horrible!” said Phyllis, with a shudder. “But no. 1 ; 7- 

won't believe it ’s anything so unpleasant 1 ” The New York Nation this week, discussing the Anglo- 

“ I always abstain, on principle, my dear, as you Russian Arbitration, remarks that war has been thus averted, 
know,” observed my Aunt, “ from saying anything so ^ solution reached “ without a single woman being made 
banal as 'I told you so.* Otherwise I should he tempted a widow.” But can a single woman he made a widow? 

to ask what else you could possibly ex'peet from a piano- 

organ 1 ” The Scai^borough Post says that “ the villages of Bainton 

The suddenness of the accusation had completely floored and Middleton, in East Yorkshire, have ladies* cricket clubs, 
me. It was so beastly unjust, too! What on earth did an The last-named organisation has just held a hiQ.*" This is 
unmitigated ass like Monty know about mange ? I admit a good beginning. The first duty of a cricketer is to hold 
that I may have been a trifle flushed in places. What the ball. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

I\ a preface Mrs. Hcmpfiry Ward hints that her latest 
^nrk. The Xlarrln'je of WlUlurn Ai^he Smith, Etj>er:, resur- 
rects “ghosts of men and woiiieu well known to an earlier 
England." It is not difficult to guess that in ^VilViam Atihe 
, is presented a sketch founded on the character and for- 
tune of Lord MELBr»uiiyE and that, without the life of his 
, wife, Lady C.vrolint La:hb, Lathj Kittij Aahe would not have 
, been. That, however, does not muclx matter. Mrs. W-um, 

! sustained by tlie example of Moliere, may pick up her good 
things where she finds them, s(i that she presents them in 
the masterful fashion of this novel. WlUlarti AAie, as son, 

I husband and statesman, is an interesting study, finely dealt 
with. But to the reader, as tr- the cvm]^ any she frequented 
, in town and country, at home or al>rt;a(l, Kitty is every- 
thing. The skill of the novelist shown in the opportunity 
, of contrast presented by tiie two characters. In the husband 
we have the imperturbable Britisher of almost supernatural 
1 forbearance At hand, dominating his life, meddling with, 

! finally ruining, his high career, is the elfin wife, unaccountable 
I even to herself for a series of that would wear out 

I the patience of an archangel. L , L A*" , is nut an endearing 
* creature. It is probable that the average leader, like my 
I Baronite, will occasionally be impatient with her husband’s 
j almost indomitable loving kindness. But the diverse char- 
acters, drawn with delicate though firm touch, command 
interest. The story of the husband and wife makes its way 
through vistas of political and social life, brilliant in their 
colouring. Incidentally we have a sketch of the historic 
fancy-dress ball at Devonshire House in Jubilee days. By 
way of contrast there are delightful word pictures of Venice I 
by day and night. x41ike in construction, cjiaracter drawing 
and literary style, ]^Irs. Humphry Ward’s latest work stands 
forth high above the ordinary level, successfully competing 
with other masterpieces by the same hand. 

Of The Confessions of an Ambitious Mother (HkmEMAXEf) 
the Baron is unable to make either head or tale. At first he 
thonght it wns going to be a story after Idle style of the 
*'Dear Diary,” but this forecast he soon found was doomed 
to disappointment. The Baron thinks that it may be intended 
to illustrate, in a shadov^y sort of way, the story of a good 
woman gone wrong, and of what might have been a good 
family gone wrong after her; but the Baron cannot con- 
scientiously affirm that this interpretation is the true one. 
The attentive and curious reader, quick at skipping over 
confidential paragraphs and perpetual allusions to literary 
and dramatic authors, will probably find himself inter- 
ested, by fits and stpts, in the queer doings of some of 
the characters ; and, if so, he will have to exercise consider- 
able ingenuity in “trying back,” picking up the scent, and 
then following the right line of country. The Ambitious 
Mother seems to have been intended for a second-class 
woman and a first-class liar. Now to interest the reader in 
such a study of character requires that the heroine should be 
equal in her way to Becky Sharp, and that a novelist equal 
to Thao^ray should give us the story of her life. The 
authorship is anonymous; the Baron has not the slightest 
curiosity to penetrate the veil of anonymity. 

In The Vicissitudes of Evangeline (Duckworth), Elikor 
Glyn* gives us further confessions of the young person. But 
the naivete which was found so piquant in The Visits of 
Elizabeth no longer conceals its affectation of ingenuousness. 
Evangeline (no relation to her of the* “forest primeval”) 
frankly announces her intention of becoming an “adven- 
turess” ; but she is spared the disillusionment which might 
have been so salutary for her and so entertaining for the 
reader. At the fibrst step she is diverted from her heroic 


resolve by the interv’ention of a Duke s heir out of a fashion- 
plate. He has a beautiful “shape,” and is called Vavasour— 
a name to flutter the servants’ hall, and very superior to its 
, English equivalent, the humble Hodge. Tliey sit together 
on a seat in tlie Park and kiss beliind a fog; and the Duke, 

' a very fastidious type, is obliged to yield to her superb 
dignity and declares that she will make “a magnificent 
Duchess.” The book, says my Nautical Retainer, suggests 
' an adaptation from a continental novelette, with the more 
exphoit imprcrrieties purged, and little left of the original 
except its vulgarity. 

As for the old device of a diary, this is always useful if 
excuse is needed for a slipshod style (the author speaks of 
that lovely feeling of being alive, and not minding much 
, what liappens, you feel so splendid, like I get on fine days”); 

; but surely there are limits to the permissible uses of antiquity, 

' and she should not have attempted, at this late hour, to 
i convey an air of reality by the suggestion that Evangeline's 
, ioumal was never designed for publication; as when she says 
; tha: there is “ no use pretending when one is writing one’s 
I own thoughts for one’s own self to read when one is old.” 

I However, the book is too light for liea^y criticism ; and, after 
1 aU, it is far above the average level of the Family Eerald. 

1 With its lurid sidelights on the aristocracy, and its little tags 
I of Erench — not always strictly accurate — it should have a 
I succes foil below stairs. 

j The Baron has no hesitation in recommending Mademoiselle 
I Nellie, by Lucas^ Clee\^ (John Long), to all readers whose 
‘time pour se distraire vdth. novel - reading is necessarily 
limited.^ The book entitled Nellie consists of two separate 
and quite distinct stories, although, as there is no dividing 
page between the finish of the first and the commencement 
of the second, and as the title of the second, The Fate of Two, 
seems to suggest the continuation of the story of Nellie after 
her nmrriage, it is as well to warn the interested and 
sanguine that The Fate of Two has nothing whatever to do 
with Mademoiselle Nellie. The misunderstandings which 
make the tragi-comedy of Nellie's life are natural in the 
circumstances,^ and will appear, to the interested spectator 
carefully considering the circumstances, as quite natural. 
On two separate occasions there are just those complications 
that the right word said by the right person to the other right 
person at the right moment, would clear up in less than five- 
minutes. The dialogue throughout is sharp and to the point ; 
the ba(By pronounced incorrect French is capitally rendered. 
The slight incidental sketches of French cures may be 
superficially correct, but they must be taken as exceptional, 
and not by any means as types of a miserably under-paid, 
hberal-minded, devoted order. The second story, The Fate of 
Two, will inevitably recall to the experienced in melodrama 
the plot of Pauline * while the action in a grimly sensational 
scene reminds us of the 'strong situation in La Dame de 
St. Tropez. The story is none the worse for this ; and it is, 
except just at the somewhat hurried denouement, excellently 
told. How one who is so perfect in French as Lucas Cueeve 
must have been riled by the 

printer’s “ pas fZe cTiance,” THE §^^1 BARON 

and by the title of the wed- 

known Regent Street restaurant 

being given as ''The Cafe 

Royale." It is indeed con- 

siderate on the part of Lucas 

Clee\^ to supply occasionally 

a full and free translation of 

a French sentence for the 

enlightenment of such of her 

Enghsh readers who may not 

have had the good fortune to 

visit Boulogne. B.-W, 





MARIHUMA. 

[A recent discovery in Mexico. It is lield to possess all the charms 
of ^tobacco, and at the same time to be not only innocuous, but actually 
to stimulate both digestion and appetite.] 

Fu)WER of the West, with the soft, sweet, name, 
Marihiima, 

FoUow, oh, follow thy new-won fame, 

Marihnma ; 

Follow it out from the thankless West 
(Nasty nncivilised part at best). 

Come ! We would know thee, know thee and test, 
Marihnma. 

Here is one I have loved full weU, 

Marihnma, 

Sister of thine, with a sister-speU, 

Marihnma, 

Mild as the sap of the Balsam-Tree, 

Sweet as the odours of Engedi, 

Rose of a thornless Briar, she, 

Marihnma. 

Ah, but she worketh this evil thing, 

Marihnma, 

Save we be chary of worshipping, 

Marihnma : 

Surely she sendeth a poisoned dart, 

Scraping the coats of the — tender part, — 

Griving ns Staggers, and Smoker’s Heart, 

TVTaribnTinfl. ^ 


VOL oxxvin. 


Thon, ’tis said, hast a pnrer charm, 
Marihnma, 

Milder and sweeter, and free from harm, 
Marihnma ; 

Thee we may honour from morn till night. 

Worship, and win of the grateful rite 

Aid to digestion and appetite, 

Marihnma ! 

What is the truth of the tale one hears, 
Marihnma ? 

Art thon the thing we have sought for years, 
Marihnma ? 

Come, for thy presence alone can show 

(Man had discovered it years ago, 

Anywhere else than in Mesico), 

Marihnma. 

Come, then, come to a kinder land, 

Marihnma ; 

Thou shalt be met by a big brass band, 
Marihnma ; 

Come to the trumpet, come to the drum, 

Come to the toot of the flute : ah, come, 

Come to the Pipe of your own Dum-Dum, 
Marihnma ! 


Sjbakspmriak Motto for Mr. G-roe Edw-ed-s as a memerto 
OF ms losT CAUSE.— “The Only Darling ! Well that 

Ends Welly Act II., Sc. 1. 
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THE SECRET OF ENGLAND’S GREATNESS. 

When from distant parts returning, 
r^azed witli foreign modes of talk, 

And the heart within him yearning 
Toward his home's iae^ade of chalk — 

When at length his eye has lit on 
Dover’s mole that mocks the tide, 

What is it that stirs the Briton 
With a throb of native pride, 

Counteracting other spasms in the pit of his inside ? 

Does he muse — I come from places 
Pitifully far behind 
Us in all the arts and graces, 

Love of culture, breadth of mind? 

Paris, Se\dUe, Munich, Naples — 

Can their gifts with ours compare ? 

What have they to match with M-pl-’s, 

Or the Halls of Leicester Square, 

Or the ven'e of Carlton dinners where Ideas are in the air? ” 

No, he grants we may be duller 
Than the centres I have named, 

Deaf to music, blind to colour, 

Bare of art and unashamed ; 

JeiLX d' esprit — ^we may have missed ’em, 

And our play of wit be slow, 

Yet he finds no second system 
Whose affairs so smoothly flow 
Undisturbed by those who reckon they are there to run 
the show. 

Other lands that view their Senates 
As the fount of social law 
May on their paternal tenets 
Hang with unaffected awe ; — 
regard our Chambers’ chatter 
As of negligible weight, 
like the wind of schoolboy battle 
In a boarding-house debate, 

Full of noise but calculated not to compromise the State. 

Here they fight, by fiscal faction 
Torn in two or even more, 

Ever seeking new distraction 
In the strokes they dealt before ; 

While the nation, doing nicely, 

Goes the way it always went, 

Carrying on its work precisely 
As it would in the event 
Of an aposiopesis overtaking Parliament. 

That is why the homing trotter, 

Pendent o’er the steamer’s side, 

Feels his British heart grow hotter 
With a sense of native pride ; 

Out of lands whose rulers lead ’em 
By a tutelary string 
He has come where ample Freedom 
Soars at large with lusty wing. 

And the voice of politicians is a very little thing, 0. S. 


The Kevival of Welsh. 

“ The Carnarvon Town Council asked for the support of the 
Council of that town in its application for the location of the 
proposed Welsh National Museum at Carnarvon Castle. It 
was decidedfmefrbgeb ggefrc gafikflqyfi^jffi. It was resolved 
to support Carnarvon .” — North Wales Ghronkh, 


BROWN POTAGE DU BARRI. 

ItATHER a mess of potage this Savo\Ty dish. Yet here 
were the right ir.rrr^^ients to hand; oidy the clever CortZo?? | 
Bleu W3LS I: splendidly served up, but all the | 

gr.mishir.g in the world can’t atone for indifferent cooking. 
Let us drop metaphor and come to business, 
i What sort, of play the French original of Du Bam, by Jean 
IiiCHEPiN, might have been it would be difficult to gather 
from CffiiiSTuPHER St. John's adaptation as produced at the 
, Savoy Theatre. The one thing certain about this Savoy 
piece is that aU the ‘‘ curtains ” are dramatically contrived, so 
that, however dull in dialogue and wearying by its inaction, 
the Prologue, or any one of the three Acts, may be,, a 
dramatic situation can be depended upon suddenly to elec- 
trify the audience into a burst of enthusiasm which brings 
down “the drop” to genuine applause. The curtain has to 
be raised more than once to allow of the grateful actors 
and actresses bowing their acknowledgments, while among 
I them Mr. Gilbert Hare, the Hare apparent as King Louis the 
Fifteenth, sad of countenance and weary in manner, modestly 
1 deprecates any extra praise he may seem to have deserved by 
i his generally clever stage-management, 
j The number of persons employed suggests the idea that 
, such a piece as this would have had a far greater chance at 
! Drury Lane or His Maj esty ’s. The mise-en-seene could not have 
I been by any means a simple task, even though Mr. Gilbert 
i Hare were aided by Stage-Manager Mr. Eoger Alwtn and 
Assistant Ditto Mr. Charles Maynaeb. 

The music, composed and directed by Mr. Herbert Smith, 
is of no little assistance to the conventional melodramatic 
action of the play ; while the graceful and sparkling baUet 
; merits the praise bestowed upon it by the benignant but 
! critical Monarch in whoso honour it has been arranged by 
that worthy maitre de danse Sieur Jean b’Auban. 

I Messrs. Hicks, Hann and Harker, the three Haspirants for 
j scenic Honours, have excelled themselves, — each in his own 
! department of art; Hicks in the Prologue and Epilogue, 
j Hann in ‘'the Pavilion” (not Brighton, but Versailles) and 
jin “The Du Barns Bedroom” (Act IT.), a gorgeous apart- 
1 ment, where Hann makes the bed and keeps everything in 
jmost apple-pie order; while Harker has “The Park at 
j Louvecieiines ” to himself, and produces a most effective scene. 

1 AU the tableaux are so striking that, produced alone as pic- 
1 tures without words, every single one of them (perhaps except- 
i ing the finish of Act 1.) would teU its own story at a glance, 
and be r^eived' with as hearty applause as now greets them. 

There is some good artistic work done in the course of the 
play, as, for instance, the Madame Labille of Miss Elsie 
Chester, on whose by-play and that of the girls under her 
direction, in the shop-scene of the Prologue, depends the 
success of the poorly stage-managed love-making situation 
between Prince Rohan (Mr. Holmes Gore) and Janet 
Vaiibernler (Mrs. Brown-Potter). Mr. William Deveeeux gives 
tone to the character of the King’s confidential valet Lehel, as 
do the two Herberts, Vyvtan and Hewetson, to the important 
parts of Bernard and Morin. 

As the imperturbable scoundrel J ean du Barri, the viUain 
of the piece, Mr. Willum Abingdon is as good as bad can be 
(this is meant compUmentariwise) ; though if the author had 
made him ever so much worse, Mr. Abingdon would have 
been ever so much better. 

Had the dialogue been up to the situations, had the piece 
been strongly cast, and had Mrs. Brown-Potter never seen or 
heard of Sara Bernhardt, but had been coached in the part 
by an autocratic experienced master of aU stage-craft, in- 
cluding “nmking-up,” and bad the piece been in a general 
way recast, it is highly probable that, a very great success 
woxdd have been obtained. Now, “ c'est magnifigue,^' and 
therefore is not unlikely to prove exceptionally attractive. 
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VIOAEIOUS CinZENSBIP. 

[Some “Active Assisters” have recently foiled a desire for cheap 
martyrdom by anonymously paying the Educational rate of the Passive 
Resisters at Hayward’s Heath.] 

Ye Active Assisters of Hayward’s own Heath, 

Who merit a leaf out of History’s wreath, 

Let the Humorous Muse 
nit around with the news 

How you ransom the crank by the skin of his teeth ! 

More pow’r to your elbows and purse-strings, say I! 

Straight down to your village I ’m longing to fly, 
Where I ’d live on the cheap 
And contentedly sleep, 

While my conscience ^iows me on you to rely ! 

Or say, could you send a detachment to stay 

Near here where I ’m living (out Hammersmith way) ? 
With your pockets well lined, 

I can readily find 

Some local arrears that I ’m loth to defray. 

Our Councillor Graballs have visions immense 

Of Utopias squeezed out of rate-payers’ pence. 

Until my soul recoils 
From providing their spoils — 

So come to my rescue ! I claim your defence ! 


I’ve pious objections to pay £ s. d. 

For loading each loafer with luxuries free ; 
But if you will shell out, 

Unabashed I will shout, 

‘‘ Qui facit per alium facit per se! ” 


ON A EECENT VERDICT. 

“ Three thousand ” for a Cingal-ee 
Made Edw-rd-s use a double “ d.” 

“ Though G-ll and Br-kf-lu were so funny,'’ 
Says George, ^‘it wasn’t worth the money ; 
And,” as he adds with great good sense, 

‘‘ They got their laughs at my expense. 

The sum, from my experienced view, 

Like every piece that is brand-new, 

Wants cutting down. If I am wrong 
Let Judges say. They will, ere long.” 


“ Marshal Oyama ” (says the Times) ‘‘ is comfortably quar- 
tered in five Chinese houses, and is in excellent health.” 
Assuming that the words “drawn and” were inadvertently 
omitted before the word “quartered,” we can only expi’ess 
our amazed admiration at the recuperative powers of these 
Japanese. It would look, by the way, as if there were not 
quite enough sections of the gallant Marshal to go round. 
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I THE UNIVERSAL ADVISER. 

( [X will ]#<=* to every reader 

Ittter dealt with :n th:9 page.] 

*1 tn 'x llhv?:/^ 

EL^rmoxy/' of Ipswich, writes to teU 
mo th:it about a month ago in a fit of 
abstraction he bought a banjo. He took 
it to ins lodgings, but the landlady ab- 
st»lutely refused to allow him to play it 
within her domicile. 

He tliinks that if he did once have 
lessons he would become quite a good 
player, Ijiit he does not want to leave 
his lodging, as he is ccrnforteddy settled 
there He wants me :c help nn.i out of 
his difEculty by giving him advice on 
the subject. 

Tlie question is, “HARiio^nr,” do you 
prefer your lodging to your banjo, or 
your banjo to your lodging? It was 
hardly worth while to write to me about 
it, although of course it affords me 
another opportunity of showing my 
urbanity and readiness. Also it entitles 
you to the surprise gift — although that 
is no great shakes. 

“ A CuAPHAM Juycxm Reader ” asks me 
to tell him the name of a better paper for 
the home circle than Broicn's Weekly. My 
dear Sir, you have achieved the hitherto 
impossible : you have stiunped me. 

I have before me a very pathetic letter 
from a boy of sixteen years. He signs 
himself ‘‘ Physic,” and resides in Hull. 

He tells me that on the slightest 
occasion his mother goes to the cupboard 
and brings forth a bottle, and makes | 
him take a dose of obnoxious medicine, i 
Being usually a very healthy boy, he! 
not unnaturaUy dislikes the custom, and ! 
be wants to know if he should refuse to 
be dosed in this indiscriminate manner. 

You say you are a very healthy hoy, 
“Physic”; but do you know this? 
Does not mother know best ? There is 
an old and tender song which states 
that a^ boy's best friend is his mothuar. 

I believe in that song. I believe, 
“Physic,” with all my heart that your 
mother is right. At the same time'it is 
only fair to say that a really clever boy 
woiild retain the medicine in his mouth 
until liis mother had gone, and then 
expel it. 

“Sport” writes to tell me about the 
audacity^ of the vagabonds and tramps 
who exist in the northern part of 
London. 

He was wandering along a deserted 
road near Barnet, wearing a brown 
bowler hat. There also was a person of 
the tramp species some distance in front 
of him, wearing a dilapidated old black 
bowler hat. 

Just as the tramp was turning a 
comer a tremendous gust of wind blew 


off my reader 3 hat and carried it along , bound volume of Brown's Weekly. 
the road and round the corner. “ Sport ” , (1 early volumes, “ Pofflekins,” in three- 
iimnediately pursued his headgear. | quarter morocco, half-hacked with kid, 
AVhen he turned the corner it was can he obtained from the office, price 
nowhere to be seen, but he noticed that los. del. post free.) 

the tramp, instead of wearing a ragged | 

black hat, was flaunting himself with a ; Lord Bateman telegraphs to know if I 
nice new brown head covering. Of can teU him on what day Easter Monday 
' course “ Sport ” recognised that it was wiU fall this year. I can, my Lord. It 
1 his hat that the tramp was wearing, and falls on April 22 . I am enabled thus 
j he taxed him with steahng it. The rapidly and accurately to give you this 
j tramp denied that such was the case, recondite information through having 
' and brought up a whole string of argn- 1 on my desk one of the Brown's Weekly 
1 ments to prove that the hat did belong | Special Calendars. 

' to him. As he could not disprove the j — 

tramp’s assertion, and as the vagrant i nuADii/ADiA 

! was the bigger man, “ Sport” was forced I v/rlARI YAKIA. 

, to wend his way homeward minus his j It is now denied that General Ltnie- 
, headgear. ! vitch’s army is to be increased. It is 

There are several courses open to yon, realised that as much success can be 
, “ Sporf.” One is to join the No-hat scored against the Japanese with a few 
Brigade. Another is to wear a hat- troops as with many. 

guard. A third is to wear an elastic 

under the chin. A fourth is to learn Moreover Peace is declared to be now 
the Japanese art of seH-defence, by almost assured. The Czarevitch has at 
which, according to the circular, a httle last persuaded his father that, even if 
man can become the superior of the the Russian troops were to go on being 
I giant. A fifth way, “Sport,” is to write beaten for ten years more, Russian 
your name inside yonr hat. Had yon 'prestige would not be improved. 

I done this, yon could gently but firmly 

have conrinced the tramp that the hat “I think that a Liberal Government 
jwas yours and not his — that is, if he would not find it difficult to establish 
I could read. If he could not read, I lose cordial relations with Russia,” declared 
jail interest in the case, since Brown's Lord Reay last week at the National 


I Weekly exists in vain for him. Liberal Club. Lord Reay has voiced 

I One Httle thing about your letter the fears of a large number of his 
I perplexes me. Why, considering that countrymen, 
iyou did not have a go at the tramp, 

; do you call yourself “ Sport ? ” Considerable pain has been caused to 

! ^ ^ Mr. Justice Darling by reason of the 

I “PoFFLEKiNs” has the misfortune to fact that a certain newspaper in re- 
I he related to a person who is continually porting one of his Lordship’s jokes last 
: making awful puns. He tells me that week, did not indicate that it was 
he does not mind people who make received with laughter. As a matter of 
smart puns, but this relation of his fact his Lordship’s jokes are always 
brings forth the same old pun over and laughed at, even if it be only by the 
over again, and “Pofflekins” thinks Usher, 
that he must have repeated his particular 

pets at least three hundred times this A man who once played Hamlet is 

now selling boot-laces in the streets of 
In the olden times, “ Pofflekins,” Newcastle-on-Tyne. We suppose it is 
pch things as thumbscrews and other optimistic to hope that this will ever 
implements of torture were used upon become a fashion. 

criminals and the like. I have no doubt 

that if your relation had lived in those The newspaper trade is threatened 
days and made such awful puns he would with a severe blow. A gentleman has 
ha^ e been dragged to the deepest dun- written to the Press to complain of meat 
geon, there to make the acquaintance of and other eatables being wrapped up in 
sudi tortures as I have mentioned. newspapers, and suggesting that the 
Earher stiU, “ Pofflekins,” before practice shall be made illecral 
language was invented, there can have ^ 


been no puns at aU ; which must have 
been very pleasant. 


A new fouirpenny Magazine is giving 
back that sum to all purchasers. A 


Jiut you do not, Poerlekins,” want rival, we hear, is shortly to appear 
my speculations on the morning of the which will, in addition, give compensar 
world ; you want some of the preiotical tion to such purchasers as gTiall furnish 
coi^d for which I am famous. Very adequate proofs of Laving read it 
well then, Pofeeekdis,” what I advise 

is that the next time your friend mates One of our most prominent habitual 
a pun you severely welt him with a drunkards was overhead aating in 




1 r } »k-sIiop, liif' btL^r cla3% for 
pM'ok of Topiary/’ recently publir>lie‘l 
ity Mr. John Lant. 

An uinliiient l.as been invented wbicli 
flaini's to prevent mosquitos anil other 
insects from liiinian beings, and 

the Stxiety fur of Cruelty 

to Animals is expected to take the 
iiiatter up, 


It is so difficult to know what present i 
to ^ive to a friend who has recently 
suiTered a Lereaveinent that we have . 


untiling hut praise for the enterprising ' 
American firm which has jus: pr^'iuce : ' 
a pack of playing-cards for Bridge with | 
mourning borders. i 


A correspondent writes to ask us 
I which is the best handbook to ‘"Pit.” 

! He has an idea that Lord Rosebery once 
I ’^\Tote a book on the subject. 

By**the by, the latest cure for a head- 
ache is said to be not to play 

Captain Fraser should be satisfied. 
The Jury has declared his play to be 
worth 120,000 Tanners. 

The Scottish Women’s Liberal Federa- 
tion has passed a resolution declaring 
that ‘‘the time has come when each of 
the four parts of the United Kingdom 
should manage its own affairs.” ‘ ‘ Manage 
its own affairs ” is certainly a nicer expres- 
sion than “ mind its own business.” 

A German Professor maintains that 
deep yawning, practised as a regidar 
exercise, is the surest road to perfect 
health. This explains, but does not 
excuse, the desire of many persons to 
get into Parliament. 

The Entente progresses. ‘ ‘ Come to my 
Brest,” is France’s latest invitation to us. 

And Gallic gaiety is becoming dis- 
tinctly Anglicised. The French now 
take the Kaiser’s pleasures sadly. 

From the Gape Mercury : — 

Kino Willum’s Town— Riotous Conduct. — 
Lizzie Mtengwe pleaded guilty to creating a 
disturbance in Bridge Street by eating her 
mother ; and was sentenced to fourteen days’ 
hard labour. 

We consider that the punishment was 
not excessive. E one must do this kind 
of thing, it should certainly be done in 
private. 

lyTAlTLY PRIEST seeks CURACY. Views 
TYX Sentire cum Ecclesia; common-sensed 
by lay thought ; preaches Jive sermons; read- 
ing, intoning, natural ; world graduate ; visits 
sympathetically. £150 . — Church Timeu, 

It seems a lot for the money. 


1 


I 

1 



UNGRATEFUL TRUTH.’' 

“ She has taken very great care op herself, you enow.” 
“Yes. But her age is teiling on her at last.” 


“ What ingratitude ! ” 

DISILLUSIONED ! 

I DO not cltiim Apollo’s grace. 

And yet the fact must be confessed, 

I oft have thought that I possessed 
A not unpleasing cast of face. 

I do not tlilnk that I am Auin, 

And yet I could not but opine 
That others, side by side with mine, 
Were reaUy singularly plain. 

Now all is changed. A fearsome gloom 
Has fallen on me like a cloud. 

Dread, spectral, gaunt, and beetle- 
browed 

I see myself, till crack of Doom ! 

Oh, is this awful visage mine? 

This countenance, ffistorted, weird. 


Wherein all form has disappeared, 
And vanished every classic line? 

Would I had shunned the banquet-haU, 
Nor sat, with calm, seraphic look, 
Whilst some abandoned miscreant took 
A flash-light photo of us all ! 

Oh, gladly would I murder him 
Who fixed his weapon with sucli guile 
That all lopsidedly I smile 
Down in the lens’s lowest rim ! 

From the Daily Neics : — 

W HY BE A CLERK when you can secure 
berths as violinists on yachts, £8 to £12 
a month ? Knowledge of instrument not 
essential. 

Audiences on yachts are easily pleased. 
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THE HAISEE'S CLOTHES EESEEYE. 

Treasures. 

Vi-ir OF English J<»urnali'5T. 

The reference made by a 

vrriter lu liie Times to tlie KLviser’s 
warJrolfC, and Cuiint von Bulow’s tele- 
giTim to Printing House Square, mil 
no doul'jt be familiar to many of our 
readers, ]>ut in view of the satisfactory" 
developments of what threatened to 
provoke a severe recrudescence of 
Teutonic AulLj h ,bla it may be as well 
if we brietiy suininarise the earlier 
stages of an incident which may now 
happily be regarded as closed. 

In the (‘ourse of a series of articles on 
the cost of living in Gemiany, j\Ir. 
Jerome Fox, the great sartorial publicist, 
alluded to the alleged immense accumu- 
lation of gnifxr*. : and costly hahili- 
ments at Potsdam, and ohsoiwed, “In 
spite of aU official statements, we un- 
hesitatingly assert that the number of 
unilonns, fancy and Court costumes, 
undress and Harris-tweed suits possessed 
by the Kaiser is grossly exaggerated. ; 
If his wardrobe were to l;e examined at 
this moment, we believe it would be 
found to contain not more than 300 
complete suits — ^in other words, that he 
is no better equipped than Queen 
ELiz.mETH was 300 years ago.” Two 
days after the appearance of this state- 
ment a telegram was received from 
Count VON BiiLOW challenging the Editor 
of the Times to despatch a representa- 
tive to Potsdam, where he would he 
given every opportunity to examine and 
enumerate the contents of the Imperial 
wardrobe. The Editor of the Times, it 
will he remembered, declined to accede 
to this request on the ground that such 
a mission was not consonant with the 
discharge of his editorial functions, and 
this refusal created a very bad impres- 
sion in the German capital. The 
insinuation that the Kaiser was inade- 
quately equipped with suitable habili- 
ments — so it was pointed out by the 
semi-official Berlin press — ^was an insult 
of the most outrageous description, hut it 
was aggravated by comparing a monarch 
of his splendid talents and achievements 
with so obscure and futile 
a ruler as Queen Elizabeth. But the 
ill-feeling thus engendered was not 
confined to the columns of the Press. 
The Times correspondent in Berlin was 
assaulted in a restaurant by a German 
officer, who struck him over the head 
with a Bluiwurst; diplomatic relations 
between the two countries grew pain- 
fully strained; the withdrawal of the 
German Ambassador from London 
seemed imminent ; and a powerful 
squadron of battleships was mobilised 
at Kiel. The stormcloud dispersed as 
rapidly as it had gathered, thanks to an 


act of pjatriotic enterprise on the part of 
a contemporary, which we are now in a 
position for the ftrst time to disclose. 

It appears that the editor of the 
BnimmeVs Gazette, on learning of the 
decision of the Times not to avail them- 
selves of Count VON Bulow’s offer, at 
once telegraphed to the Imperial Chan- 
cellor: “Our Ik. Eabbits starting for 
Potsdam. Can he see Kaiser’s ward- 
robe?” 

The sequel is best described in the 
vi\’id narrative of Mr. Rabbits him- 
seK, who was met on liis arrival at 
Berlin by a squadron of Pomeranian 
Grenadiers and escorted to Potsdam 
amid the cheers of the infuriated popu- 
lace, 

“ When I arrived at the Palace,” writes 
Mr. Rabbits, “ I was courteously received 
by Count voN Billow, who was wearing 
a rather fuR-skirted frock-coat, a double- 
breasted white waistcoat, Moorish 
bloomers, and a very chic fez. After a 
sumptuous cold coUation in the Imperial 
breakfast parlour, the Chancellor sum- 
moned the Chief Keeper of the Ward- 
robe, a stalwart Westphalian named von 
ScHiNKENBETN, and my tour of inspection 
began. We fi.rst entered the 


Hat-room, 

a fine apartment with a parquet floor 
and richly whitewashed walls, where I 
enumerated the following articles of 
headgear: 70 cocked hats, 39 tall silk 
hats, 14 white beaver hats, 90 bowler 
hats, 26 Panama hats, 365 helmets, 
52 deerstalkers, one gross of motor caps, 
13 Cardinal’s hats, one di'ver’s head- 
piece, 113 mortar-boards, 12 lilac sun- 
bonnets, 10 kalpaks and 19 sandjaks. 
Having checked the figures of the 
chartered accountant who accompanied 
me, I willingly acceded to the request 
of the Keeper of the Wardrobe to par- 
take of some light refreshment, consist- 
ing of smoked tongue and Johannisberg, 
and then entered the 

Imperial Bootstore. 

“This is a truly magnificent room, 
measuring 60x20 feet, and fitted with 
every appliance for the maintenance of 
footgear in perfect repair. One large 
cupboard was devoted entirely to spats, 
of which I counted 313 brace, anunged 
in four sections to suit the four seasons 
of the year. ^ The number of puttees and 
gaiters entirely passed my powers of 
computation, but I readily accept Herr 
yoN Schinxenbein’s estimate that they run 
into four figures. The boots, shoes, 
pumps, &c., worked out as follows: 
100 pairs of topboots, 30 pairs of waders, 
75 pairs of porpoise-lude shooting-hoots, 
69 pairs of Blticher boots, 120 pairs of 
ordinary wide -welted walking boots, 
98 pairs of hrown_ boots, 100 pairs of 
Oxford shoes, 50 pairs of dancing pumps. 


10 pairs of Afghan sandals, 40 pairs of 
Turkish sKppers, 39 pairs of tennis 
shoes, 35 pairs of football hoots, 22 pairs 
of white buckskin cricket hoots, 15 pairs 
of pattens, 20 pairs of clogs, 18 pairs of 
snow-shoes, 17 pairs of ski. As for 
boot-trees, I can only say that they 
amounted to a regular forest, while the 
supply of blacking, cream, dubbin, &c., 
was on the same liberal scale. Fortified 
with two or three glasses of excellent 
Kummel I then proceeded to the 

Central Suit Court. 

“ This magnificent ball is divided into 
two sections, one for official aiid cere- 
monial uniforms, the other for ordinary 
or undress garments. Taking the former 
first I was shown 50 Admiral’s uniforms, 
GO Field-Marshal’s, 150 Colonel’s, 20 
Cardinal’s, 10 Ai-chimandrite’s, and a 
beautiful and unique suit of coster’s 
Sunday clothes with pearlies complete. 
The department of miscellaneous mufti, 
however, interested me most. Here 1 
saw several hundred Norfolk jackets, 
double-breasted reefers, pleated and 
yoked boleros, clerical vests for preach- 
ing in the North Sea, golf capes, cycling 
knickers, <S:c. At this stage,” continues 
our Mr. Rabbits, “exhausted as I was 
with the labours of computation, which 
had now gone on for several hours, I 
readily acquiesced in the proposal of 
my courteous cicerone that we should 
defer further investigations until we had 
partaken of a light supper. The meal, 
consisting of lobster mayonnaise, pate 
de foie gras, and champagne, was served 
in the Hygienic Underclothing Crypt, 
access to which is provided by a hft 
opening on the Great Coat corridor. 
The atmosphere of the Crypt being 
rather sultry, and the champagne excel- 
lent, I am free to confess that I was 
neither in the mood nor in the condition 
to carry out the remainder of my ex- 
ploration with tlie same rigorous atten- 
tion to details. I have, however, a vivid 
recollection of a regiment of trouser- 
stretchers — a photograph of which I 
enclose— over one of which I stumbled 
with painful results to my shin, count- 
less coveys of collars, galaxies of ties, 
and myriads of aquascuta. Suffice it to 
say that long before my labours were 
finished I was absolutely convinced that 
Mr. Jerome Fox’s imputation could not 
be substantiated, and that Queen 
Elizabeth’s sartorial equipment was 
hopelessly surpassed and outclassed by 
the superb accumulations of the Potsdam 
wardrobe. Nothing more remains to be 
said except to express the hope that my 
brother journalists will give the widest 
possible currency to this narrative, and 
to voice my satisfaction that it has been 
reserved to me to assist in allaying the 
friction ■which bade fair to estrange two 
great and friendly Powers.” 
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PUTNEY TO MORTLAKE, 


"Weln you’re lying at your btake-boat can ^vntcii the 
; ( »t}ier crew, 

AVliO return tlie pretty corupliment l»y takiiig &ta‘k ot* y<»ti ; 

. An<l you see the Umjtire talking whliamob^ (Iptemiiiieil lace, 

! And vou wi&li lie M ^ini^h quickly and make haste to start 
the race. 

, Then vour scarves and aips and sweaters you deliberately 

d)ff ; 

And the jiistol gives a ciack, 

And you lieave your body hack — 

And before vou know vou’ ve started you have realised you’re 

off/ I 

1 

Oil, it 's joy to send Iier leapiiug, and it’s ecstasy to feel i 
That yoiu- back is solid iioii and your muscles springy steel ; ; 
That your heart can pump for ever, that your wind can never | 


go, _ , 

Though a stormy league divides you from the place to whicli ! 

you row ; ^ ! 

With the other crew alongside, hard at work and going 
strong ; 

'While you hear the steady roar 
Of the masses on the shore, 

And it ’s ‘‘hands awav, and swing it out, and keep the finish 
long.” 


Now the Captain shouts, “ Come on, hoys,” and the coxswain, 
“ Five, you ’re late ” ; 

And you ’re through the Bridge at Hammersinitli and on to 
Chiswick Eyot. 

Have you gained, or are you failing? How the dickens [^can 
you tell ? 

Toucan seethe back in front of you and see it swingingwell. 

But at length, when you ’ve been spurting (and it seems to 
last a year), 

With a rattle and a splash, 

And a clatter and a dash, 

You Te ahead ! and, lo, the other lot are lagging in the rear. 


Oh, the whistle-shrieks of steamers, and the megaphones of 
men, 

And the blur of every feeling as you pick her up with ten ! 

And your legs are fairly aching, but you plant your feet and 
drive 

When you ’re leaving Barnes behind you at a stroke of thirty- 
five. 

And the pace gets fast and faster — ^was there ever such a pace ? 
Far too furiously fast 
To allow a man to last ; 

And — by Jove! the “Ship” at Mortlake ! and you know 
you ’ve won the race. E. C. L. 


iVN ELIGIBLE PROPERTY. 

June. 

Sir, — W e beg to thank you for your favour to hand 
this morning, and note that you are seeking a medium-sized 
house with some shooting, at an easy distance from toyra. 
We are glad to know that a very charming property which 
we are instructed to dispose of fills all these requirements. 

Vide Manor, Fenslead, is near a station, under an hour 
from London, yet delightfully rural, and is in every way 
suited for a gentleman’s residence. It is a compact and 
attractive house, and although the acreage, consisting of 
well-grown plantations, is limited, yet extensive shooting 
can be easily obtained over almost adjoining land. We feel 
sure that, on viewing this property, you will he^ greatly 
pleased with it. We have the honour to he, Sh% &c. 





SO LIKE A BROTHER. 

Brother , “Mabel’s nomo her hair an awfully eippin’ way now 
It makes her seem quite pretty. Yon ought to try it.” 


Novemier, 

Gentlemen, — We are obliged for your inquiry as to sites for 
outer suburban shop property, and have pleasure in sending 
you the enclosed particulars of 18 acres of land at Fenstead, 
with extensive frontages on well-made roads, in a rapidly 
growing loc^ity. The house at present on the ground has 
been unoccupied for some years, but, at the price which we 
are prepared to accept for the property as a whole, it wiU 
pay you well to pull down, and utilise the materials for 
foundations, &c. We shall be glad to hear from you when 
you have inspected the site. Yours obediently, &c. 

Jiuiunrij. 

De-VR Sir, —In reply to your inquiry, we quite understand 
that it is your intention to erect a tallow factory and brick- 
yard, and we think that a suitable location may be found at 
Fenstead, on land which we are offering, close to the railway. 
A siding giving direct access to it could no doubt be readily 
arranged with the company. The whole 18 acres is on clay of 
excellent brick-making quality, and, except for bushy scrub 
in places, the entire surface is immediately available for 
operations. There is a building on the land, formerly used as 
a private dwelling-house and in fair order, which we are 
advised could be used for the tallow factory offices, and also 
affording a couple of capital show-rooms for bricks and tiles. 

Yours truly, &c. 
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Schoolml^fnsis (desirous to find out Christian names of children's fathers, so that she may 
address correspondence in proper form). “Now, Alice, what does M^ma hatt. Papa?” 

Alice. “Please, ’m, she calls him Duckie." 

Sclioohnisti^ess {hafjled), “Tom, what does tour Mother nA,T.u tour Father?” 

Tom (stoUdlif). “Mother never speaks to Father!” 


THE SCIENCE OF GOLF. 

[A certain make of field-glasses is advertised 
Just now as “suitable for golf-playeis, enabling 
them before striking to select a favourable spot 
for the descent of their ball.” There can be 
little doubt that this brilliant hint will he 
further developed, with some such results as 
those outlined in the following anticipation.] 

As I told Jones wlieii lie met me at 
the club-house, it was a year or more 
since I had last played, so the chances 
were that I should be a bit below form. 
Besides, I was told that the standard of 
play had been so raised 

“ Raised ? I should just think it has 1 ” 
said Jones. “Why, a year ago they 
played mere skitdes—not what you 
could properly caU golf. Got your 


clubs? Come along then. Queer old- 
fashioned things they are, too! And 
you’re never going out without your 
theodolite ? ” 

“ Well,” I said with considerable sur- 
prise, “the fact is, I haven’t got one. 
What do you use it for? ” 

“Taking levels, of course. And — 
bless me, you Ve no infiater, or glasses— 
not even a wind-gauge 1 Shall I borrow 
some for you? — Oh, just as you Hke, 
but you won’t be able to put up much 
of a game without them.” 

“Does your caddie take all those 
things ? ” I asked, pointing to the curious 
assortment of machinery which Jones 
had put together, 

“My caddies do,” he corrected. “No 


:one takes less than three nowadays. 
Good; there’s only one couple on the 
I first tee, so we shall get away in half an 
, hoLir or so.” 

I “ I should hope so 1 ” I remarked. 

, “ Do you mean that it will be half an 
hour before those men have played two 
shots ? ” 

I “There or thereabouts. Simkins is a 
’ fast player — ^wonderful head for algebra 
I that man has — so it may be a shade less. 
Come and watch him ; then you ’ll see 
what goK is 1 ” 

And indeed I watched him with much 
interest. First he surveyed the country 
with great care through a field-glass, 
i Then he squinted along a theodolite 
I at a distant pole. Next he used a 
I strange instrument which was, Jones 
I told me, a wind - gauge, and tapped 
thoughtfully at a pocket - barometer. 
After that he produced paper and 
pencil, and was immersed apparently in 
difficult sums. Finally, he summoned 
one of his caddies, who carried a r letal 
cylinder. A golf-hah was connected to 
this by a piece of india-rubber tubing, 
and a shght hissing noise was heard. 

“Putting in the hydrogen,” explained 
Jones. “Everything depends upon 
getting the right amount. New idea? 
Not very ; even a year ago you must 
have seen pneumatic golf-balls — filled 
with compressed air ? WeU, this is only 
an obvious improvement. There, he’s 
going to drive now.” 

And this he did, using a club unlike 
anything 1 had seen before. Then he 
surveyed the putting-green — about half 
a mile away — through his glasses, and 
remarked that it was a fairish shot, the 
ban being within three inches of the 
hole. His companion, who went tlirough 
the same lengthy preliminaries, was less 
fortunate. In a tone of considerable 
disgust he announced that he had over- 
, driven the hole by four hundred yards. 

“Too much hydrogen,” murmured 
Jones, “or else he got his formulae 
muddled. Well^ we can start now. 
Shah I lead the way ? ” 

I begged him to do so. He in turn sur- 
• veyed the country, consulted instruments, 
. did elaborate sums, inflated his ball. 

“ Now,” he said, at length settHng 
into his stance, “ now 1 ’ll show you.” 

And then he missed the hall clean. 

... Of course he ought not to have 
used such language, and yet it was a 

- sort of relief to find something about the 

- game which was entirely unchanged ! 


The London correspondent of the 
Irish News begins his account of the 
career of Mr. William Abraham, M.P. 
(“Mabok”) as follows: — “Commencing 
life as a mere boy at the age of ten, 

Mr. Abraham ” Another case of 

“ intelligent anticipation.” 



nivAuivii 



GILDING HIS SPUES. 
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“ That Silly Opposition again, I expect 1 ” 

The 'Prime 'Minister. “Two or three daggers sticking through me? Really? — Oh, yesl 
Quite so, quite so ! Now you mention it I can see them distinctly ! Curious I shouldn’t have 
noticed them, but you see I never read the newspapers. Don’t know that they matter much I— 
What do you think? ” 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Extracted feom the Diary op Thby, If.P, \ 

House of Commons. Monfh.nj, March 27. 
—Wasn’t it I^ord ilLinouRNE who, xirc- 
siding over a Cahinet Meeting at width 
alternative yr y ■d'i were disen--er], 
protected he did not care whirh way the 
j decision wt^nt, ]nn iu^i-ted that, if the 
i matter were dealt with in hoth Ihjii-es of 
j Parliament, an iileiiticid ^to^y slirtuhi , 

I he told V 

i The lesson furgntten at the War Office 
! just now; con.M‘qnence is that deeper 
gh^oin than iwei* hnvd^ over the contliet I 
round the CiJoiiiai jam-pots Australia's 
oifering ’,at a pi ice to the hleeding ' 
Mother country First rei*nrt iudleated j 
sort of relu^arsal of preferential dt^tling 
as Ijetween the Colony and the King- 
dom. Infused hy the nn^si^)nary spirit 
( if which we hear much when Houae of 
Cormuons is imt gathered on private; 
Members’ nights to discuss it, enter- 
prising colonists wedged 14 ozs. of jam ^ 
into a tin and, scorning fractions, called j 
It a pound weight, charging accordingly, j 

The game well enough witli the War 1 
Office as cnstomeis. Straightway blown | 
upon when the Department, changing its 
attitude, proposed to sell surplus stock. 
Rude pui’chasers, insensible to the lofty 
sentiment of drawing closer the bonds 
of consanguinity, insisted on 16 ozs. of 
jam to each several pound. 

Last week War Minister, cross-ex- 
amined on the point, did not deny state- 
ment of Auditor-General. Opposition, 
thirst 'rg fer somebody’s blood, insisted 
i.i: kc.ownig names of the patriotic con- 
tractors. To-night, Broailey-Daventort, 
spokesman for Wai* Office, amazes House 
hy calmly announcing that it was aU 
right. Every penn’orth of jam paid for 
by the British taxpayer was supplied hy 
his Australasian brother. It is true that 
the bulk was packed in what the Finan- 
cial Secretary of the War Office, smack- 
ing his lips, alluded to as “nominals.” 
These were tins, in some cases holding 
14 ozs., in others 28, labelled one- 
pound and two-pound weight. That 
only the colonists’ fun ; the weight was 
scrupulously made up to full avoirdupois 
proportions. As far as the House could 
make out this was done by plastering an 
extra spoonful or two on the lid of the 
“nominal.” Anyhow there was the jam 
in fuU quantity. 

Bromley-Davenrort positively beamed 
with delight as he repeated the word 
“ Nominal.” For sheer blessedness 
Mesopotamia not in it with the new 
Consolation. 

There was one aspect of the transac- 
tion which the Financial Secretary 
modestly refrained from enlarging upon. 
Jam, Kke other rations, — the War 
1 Secretary, by the way, always pro- 
[ nounces the word as if it were spelled 


ra?/shons— is served out to messes in 
proportionate weight — so many pound 
tins per company. War-worn Tommy 
Atkins, beholding a pound can of rasp- 
berry and red currant jam, innocent 
of the mystery of noininals, of course 
reckoned it to be the full pound weight 
of 16 ozs. with Yvhich he was familiar 
in his island home. The consequence 
is that, assuming the jam was invoiced 
to the War Office with due allowance 
for short weight, the country would 
make two ounces per tin out of Tommy, 
who would be none the wiser and 
therefore none the worse. 

Thus Peace hath her victories, happily 
less renowned than War. 

House listened to explanation in dumb 
amazement. There had, Bromley- 


Davenport frankly admitted, been a 
blunder. Even the most wisely directed, 
most carefully guarded Administration 
could not have its eyes, ears and hands 
everywhere. “ The local military autho- 
rities had,” he said in saddened tone, 
as one hopeless of reaching perfection in 
a sublunary sphere, “under a misappre- 
hension, treated the tins as containing 
full pounds of jam,” That is to say, 
haxung had the tins delivered to them 
as of pound weight, knowing nothing of 
nominals, they had offered them for sale 
as such. 

Here again all would have been well, 
only for the pesky traders who bought 
the surplus stock, and have by this time, 
if the precedent established in matter of 
i hay and straw is {followed, resold it to 


War Office at full price. 


TLo poimJ of juini 'wiiicii i doniiiiio o* ^ 

1^ dearly bought ; ’tis mine, and I will have it. 

Or, failing full weight, the sellers must 
knock a ducat oS the price. 


PUNCH, OR THE 

ir pound ^SpXli deUgMfufly free fromParlia- 

; accord- ga|Dre e ^ d conventionalities Throughout 

aittUND Hot addressed hon. gentlemen opposite 

.:£ him lamenting its old ^ ...jth forbidden directness. 

U have it.” nnXXitl and “ Did it ever strike you,” he said, with 


iiiality is preferable to quantity. 


nerd^tenev thev insisted on fueir pound teers. qualitv is preieia. ue .u 4“-- 
hjam or'on reduction of price accord- Ludlow, stiU 

”!?■' , (• •■ 5 T.o„..,.,i r'ti'm lamenting its old love Ja.‘?pee iloEE, 


opXErard it ev. ;;^rkr;ou;” he sdd. with 

“liUMf S- 'tiie liair l>RrtcE AKTHl-B oneeyehalfdoaed.thouglitfullyregard- 

£. »i »* ‘1' I’™*™ .“.'''‘j- 


lOCK a (lucai uu uic pi ivc. lonnauy aiuiunucc^a .7 c-r.^ tivm'Kli'nrr nvm« 

BRraiLEY-D.tvwor.T hurried over this ,,Ldicating tvheneyer Opposition msis oJ / nnite 


part of the business, reiterating assurance 
that it was aU right. 


XSfaterFis^lffim •^Sh^ the Canadian frontier? Oh, I quite 

pHy,”heVs, and, angrilv sucking f^- -derst^ X of 


' An irt. latefmprosentativeof War S./qn^rthT^kX^ -ggishly added in response to roar of! 

Office in other House questioned on |(ja,ve to his followers to stop away from , laughter . You caU us whole hoggers 
matter. Did DosocgidioE-E drag in school, ivkicli thev do with promptitude. ; or lit%piggers. Why, you Me the 

numiuals ? Not he ; doesn't seem to jg Hfirr’s time. In ordinary way 

have heai-d of the device. The dis- difficultv in aitehing Spe.ikee s eye ; ^ow then, we have the largest a et 

crepancy was, according to him, entirely ^o competition success assured, m the world, and why (fcn t we use the 

due to excessive drying power of the ^yhat House and country want, for tlieir ; weapons behind it? lou gentlemen 
South African climate. opposite are so thicki^ded that you 

“T bflvp sntisfipd nivself on tliai cant see it. Tke lack is, the orator 


due to excessive drying power 01 me ^ 
South African climate. 

“I have satisfied myself on^ tliai 
point,” said DoKOUGmiORE emphatically, 
trying to look as like as possible to a 
can of gooseberry jam which, on leaving 
i Melbourne, dragged dowm the scale at 
16 ozs., and after six months’ exposure 
to the sun that bakes Cape Town ! 
weighed only 14. i 

This statement of the Under Secretary , 
of War excellent ; so was that of the i 
Financial Secretary. On reflection Lords ! 
and Commons meet on common groxmd 
of doubt as to which is the better. But, ; 
after aU, there is something in Lord | 
Melbourne’s fancy about desirability of ; 
Ministers in a fix saying the same thing j 
by way of explanation or extenuation, i 
Business done.— Second reading of 
Appropriation Bill closured in Commons. | 
Tuesday night . — In a letter uTitten ; 
more than a hundred years ago, Charles ; 
Lamb reports how Joseph Cottle, epic j 
poet, insisted on reading to him his? 
latest tragedy. One passage hugely i 
delighted Kvmb. Some king is told that ; 



Ax Authority on “Xominals,” 


huffelv ' Bromley-Davenport explains the mysteries 
m F 1 V ' vanisliing mules and disappearing jam. 


, continued, turning confidentially to- 
wards Howard Vincent, seated solitary 
; above the Gangway, beginning to regret 
I he had founded a Party, “they T1 say any- 
; thing — practically anything. Don’t the 
; jam manufacturers want sugar ^ cheap 
; and free importation of foreign aliens ? ” 

“ No, no,” cried a mischievous Member 
of the Opposition. 

“Beg your pardon,” said Hunt, glanc- 
ing across sharply, “I looked it up the 
other day. Now then, Mr. Speaker, do 
you remember last Session ? Either the 
Liberal Party have gone stark staring 
mad or they want to know how cheaply 
they can get their wittles and drink.” 
i “Sit down,” hoarsely whispered an 
I anguished fellow Unionist. 

Mr. Hunt turned and regarded him 
more in sorrow than in anger. 

“ Order 1 Order ! ” cried the delighted 
J Liberals. “ Go on 1 ” and Mr. Hunt 
went on for another ten minutes. 

Thus did the Free-Traders get a 


his enemy has engaged twelve archers | good, is exhibition of Tory Protec- Rowland for their Oliver. 


to come over in a boat from an enemy’s : Zionist intelligence in concentrated form; “A speech indicating the low-water- 
coxmtry and waylay him. Whereupon ^ Qf tabloid, to he taken before or mark of argumentative humiliation to 
his Majesty pathetically exclaims : after meals. A great occasion, possibly which Tariff Reform has been reduced,” 

dost thou say? Where be those never to be recaptured. Hunt, studiously was Asquith’s way of describing the 
dozen villains ? *’ prepared for it, rose to fullest height, sublimation of Protection articulate. 


dozen villains ? *’ 


General Election. Opposition benches Possession^ of true dramatic instinct 
crowded; strangers’ gsJlerics thronged was shown in his selection of a seat, 
i to topmost rail. But Treasury Bench Don Jose, still taiTying on the health- 


It sounds as if we were back in those 
days when good old Canute was King. 


Lookino* round House to-night, “ this | No careless impromptus for him. His But that is obviously party prejudice, 
surpassing speech,” as Lamb calls it, j gems of thought, dug in mine of pro- Business done . — Resolution denounc- 
recurs to the mind. Sitting set apart foundest depth, carefully polished in ing policy of Fiscal Retaliation carried 
for debate on Question that has riven a solitude of study. It was from sheafs of nemine contradicente. 
great political party, closed up ranks of note-paper — ^not half-sheets, look you, > ' 

Opposition, engrossed attention of the hut whoie-hoggers—he read the sentences n .. 1 i u 

Empire at home and beyond the seas, that for half an hour convulsed the ^ It sounds as if we were back in those 
prodded batde- ground for pending House with laughter. days when good old Cas^ was ^g. 

General Election. Opposition benches Possession of true dramatic instinct A HuH paper states that Mr. Lu^ 
crowded; strangers’ galleries thronged was shown in his selection of a seat. White, M.P., has given notice in the 
to topmost rail. But Treasury Bench Don Jose, stiH taiTying on the health- House of Commons that he will at an | 
an empty waste; whilst on benches giving Leas of Folkestone, won’t be early date caR attention to the encroach- 
above and below the Gangway sit just better till Thursday, when the two ment of the sea on various parts of the 
twelve men, peradventure come over in Fiscal debates set down for this week British coast, and move a resolution. 

a boat to waylay Joseph Walton, who will be over and done with. Member 

moved resolution condemning Prince for Ludlow takes right hon. gentleman’s More Feline Amenities. 


More Feline Amenities. 


Asraim’s poHcy of Fiscal EetaUation. comer seat, and as he proceeds mth Ms . t.ap y o&ra kmd home to a nice cat or 
: ^As ARNOIl>-FoRSm said at morning speech makes no attempt to disguise JX kitten (not black) or female who will catch | 
I sitting, wh^a advocating policy of mauL conviction that in the regretted absence mice. 




BEHIND AT FIRST. SoME BOTHERSOME HOUNDS GOT IN MY WAY, AND I FIND THIS RTUl'lD HOIlRK WON’T JUMl* IlOHNDS ! 
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AT A MOMENrS NOTICE. 

Chiipter YII. i 

I HAD put up witii a gfRod deal. I Iiad heard Monty discuss ! 
liie nnrsGiE IlviLiMORE that tv as, and give him away with, 
a tea, so to speak, — and I Iiadn’t turned a hair.' 

The^ eoming Variety Star, the IJiiparallelecI Phenomenon of ■ 
; Simian Intelligenc*e " 'a^ they would probably announce me 
; in the advertisements;, was infinitely above such paltry; 
; detractors. ' " ' 

But now, not content with running me down as the ; 
man I had ceased to be, he had done his best to dis- 
enciiaiit Phyllis with me in my present shape; he had: 
made the one insinuation which no sensitive monkey with I 
the spirit of a sick caterpillar could take lying down — ^he! 
had charged me with showing sjuriptoms of incipient — Ij 
can hardly bring myself to mention the beastly word, but I ! 
must — mange ! * i 

let, sorely as I was provoked, I still struggled to be calm, j 
I recollected that I was a Gentleman first, a Monkey afterwards. ! 
I would not condescend to a vulgar brawl with Monty in the ! 
I)resence of my Aunt and Phyllis. | 

I simply looked him straight in the face, my chest heaving ! 
with indignation, my eyes flashing (naturally I couldn’t see ’ 
them doing it, but I’ve no doubt whatever that they did 
flash), and my teeth chattering vdtli righteous wrath. 

And Monty was unable to meet my eyes. 

I say, Miss Ai>e.\ne,’' he stammered,'’ “ I— I don’t quite like 
the look of this monkey. Seems to me he ’s turnin’ nasty. 
D’ you think he ’s quite safe, loose like this ? ” 

'‘He was as quiet as possible only a minute or two aso ’’ 
faltered Phyllis. 

“He was busy tearing up the Professor’s missal 
said my Aunt. “ But of course, Phyllis, if you consider he 
should be given every facility for further .mischief, I have 
nothing to say.” 

“Perhaps,” Phyllis admitted reluctantly, “it might be 
better to— to keep him on a chain in future.’’ 

“He’d soon slip said Monty; “monkeys are so 

artful. If I might suggest, Miss Adeane, I should put him 
in a cage. Then, don’t you see — supposing he ’s really got 
the ma ” 

“Yes— yes,” said Phillis petulantly. “But you see, Mr. 
Blundell, we haven’t got a cage ! ” 

“But, my dear,” put in my Aunt, “we have. He could 
have poor Cockie's—the very thing! I’U rmg for Maceow 
and teU him to find it and bring it here.” Which she did 
promptly. ’ 

Of course I saw at once that this would about biff me. 

VV hat earthly chance should’ I have to exhibit aU my ac- 
complishments then ? ^Vliy, the Admirable Crichton himself 
couldn’t have gained any reputation worth mentioning inside 
a Cockatoo’s cage! I decided to “off” it while I could— 
but Monty was too smart for me. “Shut the windows 
quick 1 ” he yeUed— and they were shut before I could decide 
which one to make for ! I 

“Perhaps I’d better catch hold of him,” that officious ass 
next suggested. “ Or he might bolt through your Butler’s 
le^, don’t you know, the minute the door is opened.” 

“Oh, do be careful, dear Mr. Blundell,” my Aunt entreated ; 
“he might bite you!” 

rt* afraid of him,” declared Monty, wishing to show 

off before rtems. “ StiH, I ’U try coaxing first. Poo’ Httle 
Chappie, then, he began, snapping his foolish thumb and 

finger at me, “ come along, good little mannie ! ” 

I came along. I shinned up Monty’s fawn-coloured waist- 
^t with a suddenness that took his wind ; I smacked his 
flabby ch^ks ; I w^g his nose ; I boxed his ears ; I hung 
on behind and helped myself to his hair by the handful— 


I ’m afraid I even hit him ! But, after aU, what ’s the good of 
being a monkey unless you act up to it ? 

For quite a couple of minutes I gave old Monty beans. 
And I don’t think he could have cut a very heroic figure in 
Phyllis’s eyes as he hopped about the room, howling, “ Take 
the little deTul off me, somebody, do ! ” If she ’d had just a 
shade more sense of humour she would have roared — but, 
so far as I was able to notice, she was more alarmed than 
amused just then. 

At this stage of the proceedings, Macrow turned up with 
the bally parrot-cage. I tried to dodge past him — ^but he 
shut the door just in time. So I made a spring for the 
mantelpiece. Aunt Selina rather goes in for old china, and 
there were cups and plates and things up each side of the 
overmantel on brackets, vrhich made a ripping ladder. I 
discovered I was a nailer at climbing, and the crockery came 
in useful to keep Monty and Macrow in check for a while. 

They tell you monkeys can’t shy — ^I only know I could. 
I doubled up Maceow with a bit of Old Staffordshire, which 
caught him just under his silver watch-chain, and I landed 
Monty in the jaw with a web-delivered lustre milkpot, and 
again with an Urhino plate on the shin — all three really 
pretty shots 1 Even if Phyllis and my Aunt had come within 
range (which they took jolly good care not to do), I shouldn’t 
have hurt either of them — ^not even my Aunt. I was not 
making war on women 1 

However, my ammunition ran short at last, and, when 
Macrow slipped out and returned wuth a long-handled broom, 
I saw I couldn’t hold the position against such overwhelming 
odds, and should have to quit. So I made a flying leap for 
a console-table^ between the windows, where I found a fresh 
supply of projectiles — chiefly Dresden ware, if I remember 
right— till I was forced to retreat up the cintains and along 
me pole, Macrow jobbing at me with the beastly broom, and 
Monty buzzing Books after me— any one of which would 
have done my business if they hadn’t gone through the 
windows instead. 

Then I took a daring dive off the pole, on to my Aunt’s 
back— I was sorry, but she shouldn’t have got in the way— 
and l^pfrogged over her head on to the piano, which I 
defended as long as I could with the flower -vases and 
photograph-frames. 

Take it altogether, it was one of the very finest rags I ever 
Md in my life, and under happier circumstances I should 
have thoroughly enjoyed it. But the top of the piano was 
too exposed to the enemy’s fire, so I retired into entrench- 
ments underneath, where they could only dislodge me bv a 
frontal attack. ” j 

It made me realise once more that my Volunteer training 
had not been entirely thrown away! Maceow advanced in 
lorce with the drawing-room tongs, while Monty directed 
operations from a distance. I knew Macrow, of course, and 
It o^y 1 d had ha^lE a sovereign in my pocket, I believe I 
could have squared him, even then, -but I hadn’t so much 
as a pc^keU A similar reason prevented me from hoisting a 
white h^dkerchief and proposing an honourable surrender. 
;Ma i had lallen into the common military mistake of 
leaving my rear insufficiently protected. The consequence 
was that, mth no wammg whatever, a waste-paper basket 
was clapped down on me from behind by hands which I 
recognised oifly too well through the wicker-work— Phyllis 
rather joUy hands. I don’t say it wasn’t plucky of her, 
for she couldn t know that nothing would ever induce me to 

% +1^ 4 . ^ sportswoman, 

-^d that s/ze should turn against me was a knoct-ont blow ! 
Alter that liere was nothing for it but to let myself be 
ignommously hustled into Gockie's confounded cage. How 
iTOshed I could recover my speech, for even a moment— 
^ then somehow, all at once, back it came with a rush! 
fonremabnga great mistake 1 ” I managed to articulate 
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quite distinctly. “ Telephuiie Manager Empire come imme- , 
diately. Important Ijusiness proposal! ” 


I daresay they tvere slightly astonished —hut I can’t say. 
Because ju.st then my head began to swim, eveiy^tliing got | 
dark— T suppose 1 must have gone off. 


FASHIOXS FOR FIGHTERS. 

Lf* Will OfScG lias an ilhistrated volume o£ Dress Regula- 

Ir: connection with this a fabhioii paper is about to be stane^l, 


tiMiS. 

I fr, 111 \'.-hi(*h we are able t''' give an extract 

s For niiuiy weeks oiir readers have been anxiously antici- 

Wlien I opened my eyes, a strange man— evidently the paling our Spring Double Number of Fashions, and now 
Empire Manager — was bending over me. “I want engage- 'at last wo are able to gratify them. We are sure that from 
inent,’' I said eagerly. “Cleverest Monkey in Universe, j the Senior Member of Council to the youngest recruit the 
Tremendous draw. Will take a hundred a week to start ; verdict will be the same — “Just wliat we wanted 1” 
with ! ” Owing to tiie generosity (J the Government we are enalJed 

“Coming round at last,” he said to a young lady, who, I . to present our readers with no fewer than three excellent 
now saw, was not Phyurs, being in a nurse’s uniform. But , paper patterns. The first is for a sweet little tunic, to be 


■o?il 

d'l 



still wandering.” 

I found I was lying in bed 
in the Accident Ward of St. 

George's Hospital, and the 
stranger was not a Variety , 

Manager — merely the house- 
surgeon. Also I was no longer 
a monkey- -which was beastly 
disappointing at first. 

It seemed that that cab 
accident had given me severe 
concussion of the brain, but 
I had not lost my h‘/e— only 
my eoHseiousness for several 
hours. And, as it is obvious 
that anything, even when lost, 
is bound to be somewhere or ! 
other all the time, my con-; 
sciousness must have got | 
mislaid for a while inside the i 
monkey. 

I have been moved to my , 
own rooms, and am told I ^ 
shall be as right as rain in ; 
another day or two. I am ! 
well enough already to dictate , 
my adventures to the trained 
nurse who looks after me — ; 
and most awfully kind and 
attentive and all that she is, ' 
too, though she will go off 
into fits of the giggles for no i 
reason that I can see 1 j 

Old Moxty has called once i 
or twice — hut, to tell you the ; 

truth, after what has passed i „ _ , , ^ ^ v ^ 

bptwPPTi T linvpn’t -fplt ^ Eopeful (confideviialhj), “I SAY, ARE TOU GOIXG TO TRY OXE OF 

Detween us, i iment cigars?^' 

qmte up to seeing him yet. | Y^sitor. “Yes. Why?” 

As ^ soon as I am fit^ enough j Young Hopeful “Take my advice. Don’t!” 

and can raise the funds, I 

mean to go quite away and lead an entirely new life. 

Where, I haven’t decided yet. Canada, most likely — or 
Monte Carlo. 


(made up 
I shade of 



! retained its place in our affec- 
: tions fur so long. 

I Then next there is a sensi- 
, ble Ijlue serge overall, which 
: will appeal to our more prac- 
' tieal nv.jIe-*5. Revere sim- 
. plicity is the d‘.stina*:;i=Vug 
! note of this liirlo 

I garment, which should be 
1 absolutely devoid of trimming. 
Then, lastly, we give the 


WISDOM-THE FRUIT OF EXPERIENCE. 


I am not sure whether I shall have the courage to call and 
say good-bye to Phyllis and Aunt Selen-a before I start. 
That drawing-room in Cadogan Gardens would be rather too 
full of painful reminiscences — ^if you know what I mean. 

And, for another thing, I own I shirk hearing what became 
of the monkey. 

Now I look back on it, it seems curious that, with all my 
accomplishments and knowledge of the world and so on, I 
should only have managed to land that monkey in a worse 
hat than I found him in. 

But I Ve always had the most rotten luck — wherever I Ve 
been — ^and so I suppose the poor little beggar got let in for 
some of it ! F. A. 


! pattern of a charming mess 
j jacket, with its chic little 
buttons. After long consul- 
I tation with the authorities it 
was decided to keep the old 
sleeve pattern, but our readers 
need not be afraid that they 
will look in the slightest 
degree dowdy in consequence 
— the effect will he tout 
irresistible. 

But now that we can look 
forward to some days of sun- 
shine, we naturally turn our 
thoughts to the all-important 
subject of chapeaux. And 
here we hasten to reassure 
our readers. The fashions 
for hats this season are all 
decidedly smart. A few days 
ago we could not help noticing 
a young officer who was wear- 
ing a simple helmet-shaped 
chapeau of rich daffodil 
colour, surmounted by waving 
plumes in contrasted shades 
of red and white. The whole 
effect was delightfully spring-like. (Our readers wiH find an 
illustration of this charming idea on the next page.) The best 
shops are also showing some exceedingly tasteful hats in dead 
white, than which nothing can be more restful to the eye. 

Readers north of the Tweed must take special note of the 
fashionable sunray pleating effects which will be exclusively 
worn in all tartan materims. Gathers in this connection are 
absolutely prohibited. 

In conclusion we must add that our readers will find many 
valuable suggestions for the little et ceteras of dress — ^helts, 
sashes, puttees, pugarees, &c. — ^which add a distinguishing 
note to the costume of the mess-room beauty. 


Our Heathen iPress. 

**Tlianks for yortr verses on ‘The Power of Hope,’ Suitable only for 
a Gbristiaa paper. GhDod, however.”— OidAam Standard, 

“ However ” is good. 


in the rich deep 
scarlet which has 


The End. 
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THE COMMERCIAL SPIRIT. 

replv to an article ::i tLe Iiill'iCkroalde, entitled “Fiction at 4^. 
I Word,"'*aii a:irnviTioi;> aatncr, who does not %vrite fiction but who 
'lalms to be one s*’! tlie raor^t sucees-fnl non c£ letters of the present 
lay, explains, thub tiicaji. “s'.uglit by publishers, envied by aspirants, 
ritii every b.'ck he writes eagerly besp'tken a year or two before it is 
)e^sran, he ri.rely receives as nraeli as a hailpeimy a "word, and often 
las to be content with a f.ir*!.;',.'.*’ Tuis, ni spite of the fact that he is 
\aei-:;;:wh. 1 threughc.: rh--..i:.d and America and in a large portion 

;f Continental Eur.'pe, as the first living authority on a groxi^ ot 
iiterestinix subjects, 


ii'A that his boohs are “ Iiitenselv hiteresling. 


Mex Talk of the prices that authors are paid ~ 

Indeed I have lieard 
bJf a dollar a ’^Tord — 

Aiid laliiihais furtuiies are said to ])e made 
lly peopde who follow tliis lucrative trade. 

But this pretty picture has got its reverse : 

Take people, e.g., 

Like !Miltox — or me— 

The belter ouehs masterly talents, the worse 
The prospect of filling one s beggarly purse. 

My modesty keeps me from breathing my name ; 

But you 11 take it I shine 
In ray own special line, 

And enjoy such a portion of popular fame 
As no other wTiter now living can claim. 

My books have an interest which is intense 
(At least I think so. 

And I ought to know), 

And it must be apparent to aU men of sense 
That the wisdom and wit they display is immense. 

I ’m master of humour and pathos and jest ; 

My pen is weU-knowm 
For a charm all its own, 

And w^hen I read anyone else I ’m impressed 
With the fact that I In always so easily best. 

The puhlishers seek me from far and from near, 

And eagerly vie 
With each other to buy ; 

And perhaps it will hardly surprise you to hear 
That the world holds its breath till my volumes appear. 

And what is the guerdon of talents so rare ? 

Do I welcome a host 
Of cheques at each post? 

Do the guineas flow in, as would only be fair, 

TUi I ’m able to write myself down millionaire ? 

Nay, few are my takings, and scanty my hoard. 
Mediocrity may 
Make its thousands a day ; 

But genius like mine cannot gather a hoard — 

*Tis ever its own and its only reward. 


Blobs in the ^Scutcheon. 

Ip the Race on Saturday bad not proved that at least one 
of the Boats was good enough to win, one would hesitate to 
quote certain disparaging obsen^ations passed on their practice 
by the Specialist of the Sheffield Independent : 

“ There will, of course, be a race, but it cannot be marked by mucii 
scientific display on either side. The feather play has been so much 
floundering, and the number of Muck’s eggs’ gives the practice a 
very amateurish appearance indeed.” 

The German nation (says the Kaiser) is the Salt of the 
Earth. Dare one ask who is the Pepper ? 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Essays hy Bohert, Marquis of SaUshurij (Joex Murray) is 
treasure dug out of ancient mines of the Quarterly, to which, 
forty-five years ago, the late Premier was a regular and 
valued contributor. They are divided into two handy 
volumes: one deahng with questions of foreign politics; 
the other biographical in plan. It is a severe test of dura- 
bility of personal influence to have unearthed in the twentieth 
century articles written midway in the nineteenth on Foreign 
Policy," Poland, and the Slesvig-Holstein question. Lord 
S.vLisBURY comes well through the ordeal. But my Baronite 
fancies the biographical essays will prove the more attractive 
ito the public. One deals with Lord Castlereagh, whose 
, public character is boldly rehabilitated ; the other with Pitt, 
with respect to whom, taking St.vxhope’s Life as a text, the 
still youtliful man-of-letters contributed to the Quarterly two 
elaborate papers. It is significant that the career of this 
great Minister, whose foreign policy marked an epoch in the 
history of England, should have specially attracted the study 
and engaged the biographical effort of two Foreign Ministers 
of a later century who, in succession, became Prime Minister. 
Lord S-a.iSBURY, preceding Lord Rosebery in the field, was 
^ not less appreciative of the genius and capacity of the man 
who, whilst not knowing how to set a squadron in the field, 

' fought and worsted Napoleon. The other week Lord Hugh 
Cecil pleased the House of Commons by setting forth 
elaborate paradox, declaring that “there are no such things 
as nationalities.” In his essay on Pitt, Lord Hugh’s father 
in an elaborate passage argues this same proposition. This 
is not the only point on which the brilliant Member for 
Greenwich resembles the Lord Robert Cecil of half a century 
ago, whose portrait by Ricmroim adds interest to his resur- 
rected work. 

Of Lovers in London, by A. A. Milne (Alston Rivers), the 
Assistant Reader reports that it is a little hook, light and 
handy, and priced at the comfortable figure of one shilling. 
It has, however, other and greater advantages which should 
commend it even to the most jaded reader. It sparkles 
with humour, not of a frosty but of a sunny kind, on every 
page. As a study in happy irrelevancy nothing could well 
be neater. The little story develops very simply, but with a 
charm that makes it most attractive. The A. R. guesses, 
partly from the buoyancy of Mr. Milne’s spirits, that he is 
yonng, and extends a hearty welcome to this new and 
promising recruit to the little army of hiunourists. 

Readers are warned not to repair to The Personal Story of 
the Upper House (Fisher Unwin) in search of tit-hits of 
modern date. Mr. Kosmo M^ilkinson has, rather, essayed to 
write a weighty history of the origin and career of the House 
of Lords. Recent events and modern personages are treated 
— to be more precise, are 

alluded to — in a concluding THE 1^9. ^AROlv' 
chapter. This is a departure 
from ordinary usage that fills a 
gap. Beginning with the posi- 
tion of the Barons in the reign 
of Eang John, Mr. Wilkinson 
summarises history up. to the I 
appearance on the scene of the 
late Lord Salisbury. My Baron- 
ite does not find it exactly 
lively, wherein it. resembles the 
majority of the sittings of the 
House at the present day. 


Moito for anti-Haeeieb Sportsman.— et Preeterea Nil. 
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, CHAIilVARTA. 

ATrr.vpT- are l>eia<: liiU'lr- tj refute tlie 
^ratea.eiit tluit the reason why t];p 
• Kam:r delayed Lis landin,:? at Tangier 
! was tLat tbo Salt nf the Sea had been 
; disagreeing wiiu the Salt of the Earth. 

I The raa.u.'u:: ■ f the /h*h<r*e OVon/e Ijv 

j the F/’ - K at ( lihraltiir is ikav 

nnder^tood tt) have l(een intended ])y 
; the Kviskr as a set-otf to the ]>roposed 
‘ junction between the French and liriti'^ii 
j fleets. 

i The destroyer ran douni and 

; sank the keti-h Pn^Fujuti on Wednesday, 

' It is not known what the Prechttsa had 
, done to annoy her. 

; <Aver four thousand n:en, women, ' 
! and ehildreii t)t‘ the revolteil Hereros 
j tnhe liave been cax*tnred and placed in 
I Concentration Camps by the Cermaus. 
j It will be remembered how much the . 
I Cierinans admired such camps in the 
j Boer War. 

1 ‘’Cantab.” writes to us to point ont ; 
that, while much has been made of the 
fact that Oxford beat Cambridge last 
week, few have noticed that Cambridge 
beat the Press boat. 


All, we feel sure, will sympathl-e 
with the Prince of Wales in a cruel 
blow which has just fallen on him. The j 
Hastings Corporation has decided that ; 
it cannot afford to invite His Royal i 
Highness to open the new Waterworks | 
in the summer. 


It is again rumoured that kilts are to 
be abolished in the Army. This, we 
suppose, is part and parcel of the 
movement recently initiated against 
petticoat influence. 


A library is to be formed for the use 
of Members of Parliament. It is felt 
that the debates will be robbed of much 
of their terror if the non-speakers have 
entertaining books to read. Indeed, it 
will be a nice question later on whether 
complete silence shall not be enjoined, 
as in most reading-rooms. Out of small 
beginnings great reforms often spring. 


“Women are the mothers of onr 
children,” declared a Member in the 
course of the debate on Women Coun- 
cillors. “And nowadays seldom that,” 
was the comment of an Irish gentleman. 

To judge by the following notice in 
R- Abel Aim Soiscs’ window at the Oval, 
the Cricket Seasoning has begun : — 
“ Cricketers should select their Bats 
early, and be kept in oil by us to be 
seasoned.” 



IMPOSSIBLE! 

He {relating a thrilling eat-perienee), If I hadn’t SKIPTED to one SIDE, I SHOULD HAVE BEEN 
RUN OVER ! I ASSURE YOU I HAD A VERY HARROW ESCAPE ! ” 


According to an article in the Daily 
Telegraph on former representations of 
Hamlet, Jack Matthews, who introduced 
his faithful hound to bay at the moon 
from the battlements of Elsinore, and to 
throttle the King in the last Act, was 
proud of the distinction of being the 
only Dog Hamlet, Yet surely the play 
has seldom been acted, without the 
assistance of a great Dane. 

In a discussion which is raging in the 
columns of the Express on the question 
“Why is Married Life Dull?” a wife, 
in denying the impeachment, declares 
that she rushes to the door the moment 


her husband rings, kisses his nose, and 
takes his boots off. This last strikes ns 
as a very necessary precaution. Most 
self-respecting men would kick against 
being kissed on the nose. 


Another paradox ! Six shillings is to 
be charged for Miss Mabie Coeelli’s 
Free Opinions, _ 

A purse containing £3 12^. Id, was 
stolen, last week in the Belfast Police 
Court, when two magistrates, twenty- 
five policemen, and six solicitors- were 
present, and it is difficult to know 
whom to suspect. 
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A PAST MISTRESS OF THE CEREMONIES. THE SELFISHNESS OF MAN. 


autlior take& the ni.etie li'jeiice ‘.£ pre»er.t'.tij the Lii era. Pai 
n tLe House uXifler the gui^e of a feir^ale figure.^ 

XoT mine to sing the ladyX '‘stately grace,” 

Because she has no statel\' grace to sing ; 

Xur yet the “ bright soul beaming in her face.' — 

Her face, in fact, containing no such thing ; 

T look about fur some redeeming trait 

In what was once a quite attractive creature, 

And cannot find, of all her old display, 


*“ The colos-al selfishness of man often staggers me ; but I am still : 
mJre staggered by \s'oman’s often apparently contented endurance of i 
. it. ’ — Society Paver.] | 

]5J1vry laid down her fashion jjrint and looked across at me. j 
“ There I ” she said, “ I hope you ’re ashamed of yourself.” ' 
I am,” I told her. The fair journalist has discovered the ! 
ghastly truth at last. Our selfishness is simply incredible.” j 
iluiY seemed disappointed that I acknowledged it so readily, j 
“ Oh, but ” she besan. 


One solitary" charm of style or feature. 

Time was, her maiiiiers had a genial hue ; 

Of courtly wit she nursed an ample weidth ; 

And now— observe the best that she can do : 

“Go dotfu,” she screams, “fo Brighton ior your health ! ” 
My sense of humour may be sornetliing flat, 

My tastes be Tory, bigoted and narrow, 

But such a feat of persiflage as that 
Leaves me a little chilly in the marrow. 

Time was, to dull obscurity resigned, 

She M not permit herself to bark or bite 
■ (Accomplishments in which the baser kind — 

Dogs, principally— take a coarse delight); 

Modest in triumph, toward the destined prize 
She ’d move with dignity, not dash to pluck it, 

Xor mock the rival fair with raucous cries : — 

“ Yah! you ’re no earthly use ; why can’t you chuck it ? ” 

I She bore adversity with patient hide, 

I Looking to mend what errors lay within ; 

: When Fortune turned, she showed the losing side 

I Such grace as they can well afford who win ; — 

I “ Prigs’ doctrine,” was it ? Then I ’m prig enough 
j To hold that little else is worth the heeding 
j Unless you prove yourself of decent stuff 
; In these the elementaiy tests of breeding. 

! All that is changed ! Her charm of long ago, 

I Her pleasant courtesies, are out of date ; 

I Her wit, the once ILjratian, falls below 
! The licensed badinage of Billingsgate ; 
j For there no fishwife, though her lungs were large 
I And her vocabulary broad and shady, 

I Would count it comme il faiit to bring a charge 
I Of fishiness against another lady. 

Well, Heaven be praised I she soon must have her hour 
Of useful discipHne, and learn, no doubt, 

By tough experience how a taste of power 
Is apt to find a party’s weakness out ; 

Pride’s purge will act upon her better sense ; 

I I hope to see her — cured by that upheaval — 

Return in opposition, two years hence, 

With manners less deplorably primeval. 0, S. 

A New Peril. — Fresh legal snares await us at every turn. 
“At the Swansea Police Court” (says the Cambria Daily 
Leader) “ Wm. Puddicombe was summoned for not having a 
bull over twelve months old under proper control.” This 
might have happened to almost anyone ; so few of us have 
ever possessed a tuH over twelve months old, whether under 
control or not. Readers of Punch are warned to provide 
themselves immediatdy with this sine quo non. 

Fiwm: a Berlin Paper.— “As usual when the Imperial 
Family visits the theatre, the corridors and auditorium were 
spray^ with lilac-hLossom scent.” Is this for fear that some 
of “ the salt of the earth ” might have lost its savour ? 


“We can't help it,” 1 expU.'u.trLl “It has always been so. 
Why, look at Adam a.s a start. There was Eve with a nice 
apple to eat, and Adam must come bothering round for 
a bite. Selfish beast ! ” 

“Well,” said Mary’, hesitatingly. “I think,” she said, 
“that we’ll leave out Adam. It’s Englishmen of the 
present day that are meant.” 

“ Quite so 1 Their selfishness is indeed disgusting. Oh, 

1 1 can give you scores of examples.” 

“Give me some, then.” 

I “Well, there’s the case of Browm. He has a magnificent 
; place in Herefordshire, and a palace in Park Lane. His Yvife 
I before he married lier was a governess in Brixton. Yet, 
i though he must know that aU her family ties are in Brixton, 
j the miserable man forces her to live in Park Lane simply 
' because he prefers it himself — because it suits his own con- 


venience. How the poor patient woman can endure it con- 
tentedly I don’t know. And, mark you, this is not an isolated 


j case. That sort of thing, if you vdll believe me, is going on 
' all over the country. It is positively loathsome.” 

I “I don’t think ” began Mary. 

“Then there ’s Jones. He slaves morning, noon and night 


j to give his vife a good dress allowance. And why ? Merely 


for his own selfish ends. Because, forsooth, he likes to see a 
well-dressed woman about the house. The intolerable cad ! ” 

“ Oh ! ” said Mary. 

“Y^es,” I said, “how you women can endure the selfish 
way in which man insists on paying for everything I cannot 
understand.” 

“I don’t think the writer was referring to that altogether,” 
Mary said, doubtfully. 

“Perhaps not. I think she must have been thinking of 
people like Smith. Ah ! he was a selfish brute, if ever there 
was one.” 

“ Smith ? ” 

“ Didn’t you ever hear of him ? He was a young chap, 
just married, earning a pretty decent salary. He rode and 
shot extremely well, and when the war broke out he thought 
he ouglit to volunteer. J ust imagine ! He never thought of 
his wife at all. Like aU. men, he only considered his own 
convenience, and it occurred to him that he might have 
rather a sporting time in South Africa. So he went. Ugh ! 
The selfish hound ! Shall I go on and tell you the results 
of his disgraceful conduct ? ” 

“ Please,” said Mary, gently. 

“Well, the careless ruffian got the V.C. He led some 
desperate charge and got wounded a dozen times over. There, 
again, you see, he thought only of himself, though incident- 
ally his wife shared the honour and glory. But supposing 
he had got killed ! And, anyhow, think of the doubts and 
fears which she had to endure all those months. How you 
brave women stand it . . . And Smith is only one out of so 
many. Think of the hundreds of thousands of soldiers, 
sailors, firemen, and policemen who are always ready to risk 
their fives, and never stop to consider their families. Does 
the sailor ever say to himself: ‘I might get drowned, and 
then where would my wife be ? Hadn’t I better become a post- 
man before it ’s too late ? ’ No. His diabolical selfishness ” 

Mary threw her ladies’ paper across the room. 


I 
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“Have you ever dreamt you were in Heaven, Bobby?” 

LITERARY CLOTHING. 

r“ Dress demands brains ; more, I boldly assert, it demands 
education. A course o£ Hterature, taken very seriously, wiU prove 
of more value aftenvards than most women would believe, —bocietij 
Faper ] 

When first my dearest Dbll^ faltered “ Yes,” 

And put a period to my years of pleading, 

I thought to temper down her taste in dress 
By raising in her soul a taste for reading. 

As one who deems his plan holds naught amiss, 

I entered lightly on the undertaking ; 

Result : for her, delirious dreams of bliss, 

Por me, a rude pecuniary waking. 

I bought her books, she read them, and displayed 
Forthwith the spirit literature rouses 

By a kaleidoscopic masquerade 

Of skirts and coats and picture hats and blouses. 

Each tome brought some new thrill ; her tender heart 
Was in its beat a thousand times arrested ; 

And every single time she dressed the part 
The author’s most insistent mood suggested. 

Green serge reflected Swinburne’s sea-tossed lines ; 
Asbestos, Lucif&r's Corellian sorrow; 

John Stuart Miiii brought Liberty designs 
Embroidered with Lent lilies (due to Borrow), 


THE NEXT BEST THING. 

Heaven Bobby?” “Ko. But I once dreamt I was in a Jam Tart!” 


Elu gav^e lamb’s wool ; Bacon, porpoise hide ; 
Beauchamp's Career, some guinea Worth confection; 

The Light that Failed meant black, and this was dyed, 
And made anew for Tolstoi’s Resurrection, 

Thoughts of the day of reckoning left me pale, 

But yet I lacked the firmness to disparage. 

Till Double Harness brought a j)r:d.il veii,^ 

And sackcloth came from William Ashes Marriage! 

That roused me. Bills for dress and hiHs for books 
Having attained dimensions past defining, 

I stated plainly that my cloudy looks^ 

Were unsupported by a golden lining. 

’Twas useless. Funds are low ; my credit’s dead, 

Or nearly ; now, with imminence appalling 

The sword of fate hangs quivering overhead, 

And one thing only can prevent its falling. 

The world would haply look askance, or smile, 

But my financial prospects might grow wider 

If Delia would, by favour of Oarlvle, 

Study Professor Teueelsdrookh’s Die Xleider, 


Traffio in White Relations. — ‘‘London marked plates 
required, complete set. Exchange grandfather, or cash.”— 
Exchange and Mart. 
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ON CERTAIN DISMAL JEMMIES.. 

1 E\'ery now and lest we might be tempted 

to take too cheerful a view ot things in general — a Superior 
j Person steps fon^'ard to announce that some particular insti- 
# tution, which few people were aware was even indispo^jed, is 
not only dead, but already in an advanced stage of decay. 

The author of such discoveries is apt to be either very 
! young or distinctly elderly — a micldle^ged specimen being 
, rare ; the subject of his 'post-mmiem will van’ according to 
circumstances, 

; It may be our Aid, or our Drama ; our Chivalry’, or our 
1 Commerce ; our Eomance, our Morals, or merely our Manners. 

It is all the same to him — provided that he can convince 
> himself (as he generally can) that decomposition has already 
, set in. 

I Perhaps however the favourite subject for his morbid 
pathology is British Humour. Its deplorable condition 
j occasions him the deepest concern ; he has sought anxiously 
j for the faintest sign of vitality in its emaciated form — ^but 
he can find none. It is an unmistakable corpse, and the 
melancholy duty devolves on him as Cliief Mourner to invite 
all friends of the Kemains to attend the obsequies, and hear 
him pronounce what a journalist with the blessings of a 
classical training has so happily termed the “Are et Atque'' 
by the grave-side. 

He usually issues the invitation, with the text of his funeral 
discourse, through some leading periodical, and achieves a 
sombre distinction in consequence. And, should the Season j 
only happen to be as dead as the deceased he is lamenting, | 
his article may elicit quite a spirited, if irrelevant, corre-j 
spondence from writers most of whom prefer, with some! 
reason, to remain pseudonymous. | 

Not only is the Good Old British Humour for which the , 
Superior Person is so inconsolable dead, but it has left no 
successor. Our Dismal Jemmy has tried to come across a. 
single living British Humourist who can satisfy him that he 
has a legitimate claim to the title. He has tried in vain. 
The rightful heir — if he exists at all — ^persists in lying pe?’du, 
disregarding all promises that, if he will only communicate 
with the advertiser, he will hear of something greatly to his 
advantage. 

Of course there are a few misguided persons who, believing 
or representing themselves to be at least distant connections 
of the Departed, still go on attempting to amuse the public. 
But they cannot take in the Superior Person— he knows 
them for the impostors they are. He includes them aU under 
one crushing category— “ Funny Men.” Not that he would 
allow that they are even funny. If they icere, he might 
forgive the offence— on condition of course that they did 
not repeat it. 

^But not only is there no Humour left— but no Fun, no 
Wit, no Satire, no Epigram— not even a Joke that, with aU 
his tolerance, he can bring himself to recognise as such. 
No, Dismal Jemmy tells tliese incompetent and crestfallen 
jesters that, witli all their efforts, they only succeed in 
depressing him. So he never reads a single line of any of 
them : he tells them this, rather with sorrow than with anger 
— ^he lias a deep sense of the pity of it. 

Still, he sorrows not so much on their account, or his own. 
As a Philosopher, he can worry along very w’eU wdthoiit such 
a mere luxury as laughter. It is the common folk w^ho have 
his cliief sympathy — the poor people who would all be so 
gay and lighthearted, if only some genius would arise and 
give them something to grin at. But no genius ever does— 
and the w'orld has to go on in grey monotony, yearning with 
longings unspeakable for a really good giggle* and doomed 
to yearn on in ever-lessening hope. 

Dismal Jemmy does not conceal his impression that the 
Golden Age of Genuine Fun will not return just yet— 


probably not in his lifetime. From his Pisgah height, he 
: cannot make out even the faintest indications of any Promised 
: Land flowing with real Wit and Humour, and he has but 
' faint bope of ever reaching it himself. But he knows it must 
lie somewhere in the distance, and the knowledge renders aU 
, condensed and chemically prepared substitutes for its natural 
products aU the less likely to agree with him. 

Yet some of us manufacturers of these poor makeshifts 
would gladly endeavour to tickle his palate, if he would only 
show us how, only indicate some famous brand as a standard 
which we might strive to approach. The difficulty is to find 
, out the particular kind of Humour that Dismal Jemmy really 
does enjoy. We know it cannot be that of either Dickens or 
Thackeray, because he has long ago condemned the one as a 
farcical Caricaturist, and the other as a Sentimentalist in the 
guise of a Cynic. No, it would be of no use trying to model 
ourselves on either of them. Then, how about Smollett — or 
Fielding ? Isn’t it just possible that their humour may strike 
him as a little wanting in refinement ? Or should we — ^as 
' indeed some of us do — ^revert to the methods of a still earlier 
Humourist, the immortal Mr. Joseph Miller? But there 
' again, we cannot be absolutely certain that the works of even 
I that master have produced anything approaching a fissure in 
the sides of Dismal Jemmy. 

The truth is that he does not exactly know what sort of 
Humour he does want — all he knows is that he hasn’t got it. 
He is convinced that Humour is decayed, hut if he were 
pressed he couldn’t (or at aU events he doesn't) point to a 
period at which he could conscientiously pronounce it any- 
j thing less than over-ripe. The Humour he is really craving 
I for — whether he is aware of the fact or not — is something 
! entirely ideal, essentially different from aU that has previously 
i existed— a joke that none has seen on sea or land, a jape of 
, such supernatural brilliance, such irresistible originality, as to 
extort even from a Dismal Jemmy the reward of a wan smile. 

Those of us who have not yet discovered that the late 
Lewis Carroll was merely an over-rated writer of tedious 
nonsense are tempted to apply our beloved Alice's remark 
to the Gnat in the Looking-Glass railway carriage: “If 
you’re so anxious to have a joke made, why don’t you make 
one yourself?” 

But Dismal J emmy, besides considering such a retort as but 
a poor attempt at humour, would he struck by its utter un- 
reasonableness as addressed to himself. Why expect him to 
make jokes ? Is he a professional Humourist that he should 
do this thing? He is far better employed, high up on his 
watch-tower, scanning the horizon, like Sister Anne, for some 
sign of a rescuer from the Bluebeard Dulness, and, hke that 
young lady, perceiving nothing as yet but a cloud of dust or 
a flock of foolish sheep. 

Hovrever, though he has no word of comfort for us, we may 
have some consolation for him. He may not believe it — but, 
if those overdue Humourists ever were to put in an appear- 
pce,_ Dismal Jemmy would not be nearly so delighted as he 
imagines. Probably he would not allow diem to deliver him 
at all ; he would only call them “ the Newest Humourists,” 
and tell them to go away. 

^But if he had to admit them, would he be any tbe happier? 
^ ould they not deprive him of that priceless possession — 
his grievance against the age he lives in — to say nothing of 
the soothing sense of his own superiority ? 

And there is another possibility, so awful that there seems 
a certain impiety in the very suggestion. 

But suppose— of course it is highly improbable, hut only 
suppose — that, whenever the Future Humourist really does 
arrive, he should make the first genuine joke at the expense 
of Dismal J emmy 1 

Then perhaps even the present lamentable condition of 
things might come to he regarded as, after all, the true 
Golden Age — for Dismal Jemmies. F. A. 
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A DISTINCT ADVANTAGE. 

Father can do a. lot better V you ca^^ 
‘‘ Is HE A Painter ? ” 

“Yes, a]Jd a Pluaiber too’” 


DEV0LU170X. 

'The LtTOfcs '■£ ii*turle= i/ ;; .-'-Li.t ' .. - 

Hi the y.-uti'' uiid Pall 
arf% a busLraiiger and a burglar 

I The H-:r' 'f *,‘omanoe comments upon liis 
fallen estat<=* ^ 

' When Coleridge sang Chrlfitaheh 
j And Byron -wrote Chllde Harold, 

I A finely-^vrought romantic spell 
1 My infant liird^^ ayyaHJ.ed ; 

I fed on ];>ap of m-'. 

; In bulky volnnies written, 

I Gleaning a lot from Walter Scott, 

1 And iater on from Lytton. 

' I learned the law'i of fence and fan, 

Gf pointed toes and phrases ; 

I laid my villain, like a man, 

His length among the daisies ; 

With faultless prose and Grecian nose, 
j Whatever they bade me touch on, 
j I always w’on, and bore an un- 
impeachable escutcheon. 

And now ’ — 'tis gone, the godlike speech, 
The braided robe ’s in tatters, 

The ancient bloom is off the peach, 

And nothing really matters ; 

I shall not wave much more the glaive, 
Xor stride on Scottish heather, 

I ’m getting nigh the end of my 
Aristocratic tether. 

For oh ! the knack of derring-do 
Has suffered strange contortions, 

^Vhen — strolling down the Strand or 
through 

Pall MaU, in monthly portions — 

I ’ve sunk (who erst vrould lightly worst 
A squadron of bushrangers) 

To cracking cribs myself for dibs, 

And robbing helpless strangers. 

And what ’s the end ? Why, plain enough ; 

Although the prospect harrows. 

They ’ll dress me in a suit of huff. 

With regulation arrows ; 

For since I fight no more for Right 
(And as for scruples— choke ’em), 

The novehst who ’s short of grist 
Win paint me picking oakum. 

I Ve taken up the villain’s cue 
And steeped myself in felonies 
By letting out my honour to 
A Magazine’s miscellanies ; 

But ye who read (ere Fame was dead, 
And glory fell to zero) 

The deeds sublime that graced my prime, 
Bemoan a fallen Hero ! 


In Helensburgh, feeling runs high on 
the subject of the top-dressing of foot- 
paths. House-proprietors are allowed 
to choose their own material, and the 
result is a patch-work of colours. The 
Hehnshurgh News, very sensibly sub- 
mitting under protest to the findity of 
the Town Council's decision, sums up 
the matter in the foUowing memorable 
words : “Joseph’s coat and the Helens- 


burgh footpaths have clasped liands, 
and there is nothing for it now but to 
receive the mutual embrace with sound- 
ness of mind.” 


THE DESCENT OF MAN. 

{Dedicated tcith respect hut without pe mlaslon 
to the Chancellor of the Exchequer.) 

The troot that loups in Tweed sae cool, 
The saunion in the Spey, 

The very paddocks in the pool-^ 

Nae watter-rates pay they. 

The swallow higs his kirk-spire nest. 
Flits oot an’ in a’ day — 

He pays nae teind ; forbye he ’s blest, 
Exempt from Schedule A. 


Tod-lourie scoors aniang the hills, 
Kills maukiiis ilka day ; 

His rocky den wi’ pheesants fill’d — 
Nae game-tax does he pay. 

The laverock liltin’ i’ the lift, 

The lintie in the glen, 

Their nielodie is God’s ain gift — 

Nae copyricht they ken. 

C' 0 0 

It ’s j iiist when ye come doun to man 
The law at aince less lax is — 
Whate’er your sex, your kirk, your 
clan, 

Ye aye maun pay your taxes. 


Legal Synonym for Rowing Shorts.— 
Brief hags. 



[April 12, 1905. 


PUNCH, OE THE LONDON GHAEIVARI. 


THF, • L'XrMPU.^?!lBLK FHE." 

Wr/ve bt^oH HTtracicd by ti^io “ ] >r< iad»?r viovt 
< Jr liurl It tiinist upon ns — from historic 
T^rrani.? ot Utopiiin tliinkors to tbc noTU 

Veniiirn -n he ):rH-C£ir of Lai 1 y W ic, 

A^i'i Ibiiud Olio piTirspGot more tliaii otliors fair, 

We mean tlie eonmiunbtic i/ro])aganda 
on eLurii^K Curydons to share 
Tlio Yoting-boutli with Pinixis and Amanda. 

F( (1% thuUAb ^ feminine electorate 

Might shirk so grave an issue as Protection, 

And waste their well-known talents for debate 
On minor themes like Anti-vivisection ; 

Anti though a lady might have lore enough 

In cotton goods, yet, when we had enfranchised her, 

Devote undue attention to the stuff i 

And spurn the spirit of the “school of Manchester . 

fOr we can fancy Mr. Tomkins’ vote 

Thus veeriiig'ni a conference of women : 

My dear, he wears a simply monstrous coat, 

I don’t think we can possibly put him in.” 

Or (Mr. Smith’s oration duly made) 

Haply some fair constituent would answer, 

“ You may be sound on Temperance and drade, 

But ohl you 're an abominable dancer ! ”) — 

Still — if our Government aspires to do 
A. deed of note before the Dissolution, 

And someone could be found to carry through 
So cardinal a change of Constitution, 

It might not help us much to gain the goal, ^ 
Whatever goal it is, for which we ’re fighting, 

But anyhow it would produce a poll 
More open, and immensely more exciting ! 


PIMPERNEL LEAVES. 

On Monday, April 3, at the New Theatre, The Scarlet 
Pimpernel, a "Romantic Comedy, which owes its great popu- 
larity to the finished acting of Mr. and Mrs. Feed Terry (Miss 
Julia Nfjlsox) and their w'ell-cho«en company reached its 
hundredth representation. The' c-’-wdeu rose^ to the 

occasion ; overwhelming applause kept the curtain rising and 
falling with the mercurial velocity of a weather-gauge, or 
shares in the Kafiir market. The happy principals bowed 
and smiled, and smiled and bowed, again and again, as 
they gracefully returned thanks, in dumb-show, for the 
appreciative patronage of their “ friends in front.” 

There were also occasional cries for the author, which would 
have been more decided had the audience been able to master 
the correct pronunciation of the unfamiliar name of ‘‘ Orczt- 
Barstow.” Simple ‘‘B.vrstow” could have been confidently 
shouted : but “ Orczy ” was a twister. Of course there were 
demands for “ Speech, speech,” with which, if either Mr. Fred 
Terry, or Miss Juita Neilson", complied, it must have been after 
the Pimpernel had closed its brilliant petals. For this speci- 
men of AnarjalUs ai^'ensis belongs to *‘a series of flowers 
that close each at a certain hour,” and the closing time 
for this particular one is regularly eleven at night. Soon, 
however, as far as London is concerned, it is to be closed for 
a long time, and will be transplanted to the fresh air of the 
Prownces, where it will flourish prodigiously and be brought 
back to town when there is a place vacant for its reception. 
Pity that it should have to he disturbed, since this Pimpernel, 
or “Shepherd’s 'Weather-glass,” as it is popularly term^, has 
reached the mark of “ set fair,” 

Except as Nell Gtoyn, Miss J ulia Neilson has rarely appeared 


to greater advantage than in this play as the Comtesse de 
Tournai, nor in any previous piece has she made better use 
' of the opportunities afforded her. Given the natural light- 
heartedness that has been clouded by one incident of the 
! lady’s life, and a better interpretation of the character than 
Miss Julia Neilson’s it would not he very easy to imagine; 
while to find a more beautiful representative of the winsome 
Comtesse de Tournai would he impossible. Fortunate the 
author who can command the seiwices of such a heroine : his 
play may he as unsatisfactory a piece of work as is The Scarlet 
[Pnmc^mpl. hut with so splendid a personality as that of 
Julia Ne'L-«‘N, and hacked by the popularity of IHr. and Mrs. 
Fred Terry, what might have been, in other hands, a failure, 
is, in theirs, a great success. 

As Sir Percy Blakeney, the Scarlet Pimpernel himself, 
Mr. Fred Terry is admirable. He has to play at playing a 
part ; to pretend he is merely an inane fop and court jester, 

; while he is the head-centre of a determined band, the wily 
! hut honest leader of a set of noble conspirators, pledged to 
risk their own lives in the service of such French aristocrats 
■ as they may he able to aid in escaping from the bloodthirsty 
sansetdottes under the Reign of Terror in France. His 
assumed gaiety, his frolicsome nonsense, his sudden change 
: to intense seriousness of purpose, the conflict between 
, suspicion of his wife and his true love for her, are all finely 
j shown. One word of praise to the author for the admirable 
! finish of the Second Act, a surprise well led up to, which 
brings down the curtain to enthusiastic and web-deserved 
applause. 

And to the success of the piece Mr. Horace Hodges as 
Chauvelin, the French envoy, contributes in a marked degree. 
In form, and occasionaUy in feature, Mr. Hodges recabs, to 
some of us with memories, “little Robson” as Desmarets in 
Plot and Passion. It may be doubted whether a higher 
compliment could he paid to him. 

Mr , Rudge Harding gives a very flattering portraiture of 
the Prince of Wales, “afterwards George the Fourth.'^^ Could 
Thackeray’s “royal inventor of a shoe-huckle,” that master 
of Pitt and Fox, “to whom nothing was of much consequence 
save the button of a waistcoat or the sauce for a partridge,” 
honour with his ghostly presence tliis performance, no doubt 
his shady Royal Highness would be highly gratified by' 
Mr. Harding’s impersonation. 

Where there are so many concerned, for it is a very fub 
cast, and ab from greatest to least give essential support to 
the piece, it is difficult to particularise, but among the ladies 
must he mentioned the Suzanne de Tournai of Miss Mary 
Mackenzie, who, having to look pretty and act prettily, does 
both naturally enough, and having to assume a French accent 
and to give evidence of her imperfect acquaintance with 
Engbsh by her foreign pronunciation does this so web that 
she might be indeed a jeune demoiselle fresh from a convent 
school, “ simple comme honjour.^^ 

' Mx . Walter Edwin gives us a dignified rendering of the 
French emigree Co^ntesse de Tournai ; two very smab [but 
important “ characters ” as part of the picture — Sally J elly- 
hand and Mere Brogard —are artisticaby made up and played 
by Miss EAthleen Doyle and ]Miss M.vrion Steriang. 

Mr. Ernest E. Imeson is very good as Mr. Hempseed, the 
old countryman, who is perpetuaby attempting quotations from 
Scripture and only once succeeds in finishing his sentence. 

Alfred Kendrick is careful and earnest as one of the 
chief conspirators, and Mr. Malcolm Cherry is as noble a 
gentleman as one would wish to see as the representative of 
Qie manly Lord Anthony Dewhurst 

Ab good, and, as we suppose, ab off to the Provinces, where 
good luck go with them. Pimpernel leaves, the flower is 
en route. 


Next week we hope to have something to say concerning 




two notable events in the theatrical world, the successful 
Eamlet of H. B. Irving at the Adelphi, and the welcome re- 
appearance of Ellen Terry at the Duke of York’s Theatre. 


ANOTHER QUEER CALLING. 

(For Women.) 

[“A law has just been passed in Wisconsin providing that every 
* wilful* bachelor fthaU be taxed. . . . The only unmarried males to 
escape the tax are those who can satisfactorily prove that they have 
done their best to get married, and failed ,*’ — Manchester Guardian.^ 

Biddy O’Bride was a poor old maid, 

Hawker of apples and nuts by trade, 

Wrinkled, crinkled, far from young, 

Short in the temper and long in the tongue. 

AU steered clear of the sharp old shrew, 

And poorer and poorer stiU she grew, 

Till she scarce had victuals from day to day, 

Nor a fill of twist for her old black clay. 

One night she heard in the “ Shamrock Inn ’ 

Of the last thing in taxes from Wisconsin : 

Wilful bachelors who declined 
To marry a girl must all be fined ; 

The only way to escape scot-free 
Was to show a certificate : “ I, A. B., 

Have offered to marry a maid, 0. D., 

Who has this day rejected me.” 

“Bedad,” thought BmDY, ‘‘ ’tis me will wm 
A beautiful living in Wisconsin ! 


Ould Biddy O’Bride, he can go ontaxed. 

So she bade the Emerald Isle adieu 
To seek fresh woods and pastures new, 

And a month scarce passed ere her name was made 
In the offer-of-marriage-refusing trade. 

Bim)Y O’Bride is poor no more ; 

Crowds of suitors seek her door — 

Fair men, dark men, short men, long men, 

Fat men, thin men, weak men, strong men, 

Men of the highest social rank, 

With cosy balances at the bank — 

“In short, in the matter of suitors,” says Biddy, 

“I beat Penelope, the fair grass widdy.” 

At times her feelings are sorely wrung : 

When wooers are specially nice and young. 

Fain would she deal a cruel blow 
By whispering “Yes,” instead of “No.” 

But faster and faster the fees flow in ^ 

From the bachelor clients of "Wisconsin, 

And somehow dollars possess the art 
Of healing the wounds in a human heart— 

So she sits in her office, resigned and more, 
Declining proposals from ten to four. 

The Aston Villa directors have decided that, on the occasion 
of the final, the players’ wives shall be taken to the Crystal 
Palace. There is practical wisdom in this arrangement. 
Their opponents’ halves may be good, but they will be no 
match for the Villa’s better halves. 


WELL MEANT. 

Eostess {to Distinguished Foreigner). “I do hope you von’t FIND IT dull hebe.” AxrrqvupvT fvough’*’ 

Distinguished Foreigner (politely). “Ah, no, I will not find it dull. Are not you and your husband juifsehent enough . 
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IN SEARCH OF A ‘‘CERTAINTY” 


Cautions Gamllcr. ”FoUR TO OXE BE BLOWED ! I WMT A cjhaunce op gettin^ a bit for 
MY Money ” 

Bookmaker, “Tell you what you want. You ought to jodt a Burial Society. Sure 
TO GET somethin’ OUT O’ THAT ! ” 

supposed that such an astonishing series 
of contradictory psychical experiences 
were unique and unprecedented. Such, 
however, is not the case, a trusted politi- 
cal correspondent having communicated 
to us, under pledge of secrecy, details of 
a case even more astounding in its 
kaleidoscopic alternations of personality. 

The patient in question — ^whom for 
obvious reasons we will call Mr. B. — 
about two years ago, being then a man 
of middle age and highly educated, had 


STATESlffAN’S ELEVEN MINDS. 

AsTOxisEma Case of Multiple 
Peesokality. 

The romantic and amazing case of the 
girl possessing ten separate and distinct 
personalities reported by Dr. Albert 
Wilson to the Psychical Research Society, 
and duly set forth in tlie Proceedings of 
that body, has naturally attracted the 
keen’ attention of medical and psycho- 
logical experts. It might have been 


an attack of preferential fiscalitis. The 
malady remained in abeyance for some 
' time, but after some months Mr. B. had 
a serious relapse, since which time there 
commenced to appear in rapid succession 
the eleven personalities, the last one, 
which occurred just two years after the 
first, taking the form of absolute in- 
difference to public opinion. He under- 
, stood nothing, and at times apparently 
' could not even hear what was said to 
' him by his subordinates. 

* The personalities manifested them- 
, selves as follows : — 

i (1) May, 1903. — Acute interest in 
I Colonial products and a loathing for 
ijam and pickles. Kept on saying at 
i intervals, “ Good old Joe.” 

(2) About a month later. — A simple 
' child, unable to read the newspapers, but 
j with a passion for golf and motor-cars. 

! (3) July, 1903. — Fiscal health de- 

1 teriorated. He could now both read 
! and write, and composed two mutually 
I contradictory documents, one for private 
! and the other for pnblic circulation. 

(4) August, 1903. — He became in- 
creasingly subject to illusions, and took 
to playing whist, but always with the 
same partner. To aH his other friends 
he presented the appearance of a deaf 
mute. 

(5) September 18, 1903. — Another 
momentous new departure. He cailed 
black white, and Preference people Free 
I Traders. He spelt backwards, but wrote 
i forwards. He believed he was three 
days old, refused to recognise his oldest 
friends, stood on his head and attempted 
to walk up walls. 

(6) October, 1903. — A sweet child, 
but totally ignorant of facts and figures. 

(7) October, 1904. — ^Insisted on going 
to Edinburgh, where ‘he delivered an 
eloquent speech, which was interpreted 
in diametrically opposite senses by 
different sets of critics. This is the 
personality that is now being satisfac- 
torily developed. 

(8) December, 1904. — Complete loss of 
memory. Patient declared that he had 
been born yesterday, though as a matter 
of fact he was not bom yesterday. He 
called his driver ‘‘ Joe,” and his putter 
“Jesse.” 

(9) March, 1905. — Transition came 
gradually. Professed complete ignorance 
of what had taken place the day before. 
Refused to discuss burning questions on 
the ground that the burned child dreads 
the fire. 

(10) April 1st, 1905. — Took to playing 
golf with Scotch fishermen. 

(11) April 6. — ^The* stage of blind in- 
difference. Said* lie had never heard of 
such a place as Brighton, and asked, 
“ Who is Sir AmxAmym Aglanu-Hood? ” 






PT'^VPT-r cm TUR J riTTARTVARr 


265 ; 




“MOURNERS” OUT OF EMPLOYMENT. 

Government Footman. “ It isn’t no use your ’anging about ! The hobsequies is h’off ! ” 

(“ Was tliere ever a death-Led scene so long drawn ont, so nnillumined Tby a single ray either of dignity or repentance or hope, as of the 
present Government ? They had most of them long since ordered their mourning, and were beguiling the weary hours of waiting for the 
inevitable by composing epitaphs.” — Mr. Asquith at Woloerham'ptoji.) 

House of Commons, Monday, A'pril Z. of it at Fategarh. To-day Amy Estimates 
— ^In Lobby this afternoon came npon on; Arnold-Forster expected to offer a 
Field-Marshal Earl Roberts of Kandahar, few remarks on state of Army and the 
Pretoria, and Waterford, commonly very latest scheme of Army Reform, 
called Bobs, looking as slick and young Bobs hurried across on chance of pick- 
as ever. Miracle due to brave heart and ing up some useful hints, gamering 
sunny nature. Old soldiers who ' some stray sheaf of knowledge about the 
marched with Bobs in Kandahar would , art of war. 

scarcely recognise him in the dapper- ' Pretty to see how his countenance fell 
looking gentleman in glossy hat, snug when he learned that War Minister had 
overcoat, and drab spats, carrying in made an end of speaking, and that 
sword-hand a tightly rolled silk umbrella, i opportunity was lost. Cheered him 
Might even have taken the renowned j with reminder that he might read it all 
warrior as being “something in the in the papers to-morrow morning. Bobs 
City.” shook his head; of course he would 

' Like all great men, Bobs is never read every word, making notes for ^id- 
above learniuLg his business. When ance in the future. But the printed 
Brobrick was at the War Office he often report could not supply those adjuncts 
regretted he had not earlier had the dear to the anxious pupil— 'the flashing 
advantage of collaboration with the ex- eye, the strident voice clanging com-, 
lieutenant of the Secoiid Surrey Militia, mand ; the unconscious military air ; 

If he had, he modestly thinks he might the' intimate acquaintance with inilitary 
have more cleverlymanaged the field force matters, from the setting of a squadron 
that captured Kabul, or made a better job in the field to the propel: storage and 


distribution of what the gallant War 
Minister still' calls “ rayshoiis.” 

Whilst ' the * veteran soldier thus 
lamented lost opportunity, others, enjoy- 
ing it, slighted the boon. Winston 
Churchill is the sort of young fellow 
who would speak disre?pe^'+fuIly of 
the Equator. Certainly mince 

words in criticising administration of 
the War Office. Brodrick^ sitting at 
end of Bench, had a ' real good 
half-hour listening to the Member for 
Oldham. Time was when, being him- 
self at the War Office, these darts would 
have been aimed at him. Now he might 
loll at leisure, safe from the cloud of 
arrows that fell around and upon 'the 
body of his successor. Sweet are the 
uses of this kind of adversity. Only a 
man who has himself been at the War 
Office and introduced one or two systems 
of reform can thoroughly appreciate the 
situation when someone else, in his old 
place, is under fire. 
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“As a Volunteer I am one of the ‘half-manufactured articles’ the Pi ime Minister spoke of! ” 

(Hon. Bobby Spencer.) 

It was like old times ; the only change 1 But right off, before the ink dries on 
being the personal target. Now, as the paper bearing their commission, to 
then, whilst experts on both sides rose i begin pulling the premises down with 
and denounced \Yar Minister’s proposals, ' 
there was not one so poor as to do him i 
the reverence of supporting him. ‘ , 

Happily,” says the Me^iber for S-Uie, I 
“ by prevision of Providence, it comes to 
pass in this twentieth century that in 
succession the post of Army Reformer 
has been held by a middle-aged young 
civilian, sustained by consciousness that 
he knows more about the Army than 
any who have served in it. It was said 
of old time that Johnxie Russell was 
ready at an hour’s notice to take com- 
mand of the Channel Fleet. That was j 
a jibe; here is a fact. We have two! 
men, such as by chance Prikce Arthur 1 
might meet in walking down Parliament 
Street, taken from civil life and put at 
the head of the British Army, with its 
colossal responsibilities and its expendi- 
ture of £30,000,000 a year. Straight- 
way, almost before they are familiar with 
the hearings of the office furniture, they 
set to work to remodel the Army System, 
one creating six Army Corps literally 
out of his head, the other snubbing 
the Militia, threatening the Volunteers 
with annihilation. If they would only 
be quiet for a month or two, trying to 
l^n something of a new and intricate 
business into which a perplexed Premier 
had inducted them, it might be excusable. 



“ Redolent of the attar and musk of the 
Albany,” 

(Hon. Claude Lowther.) 


! promise to rebuild them in quite another 
' Tvay, is to mere man a marvel.” 

Business done, — In Committee on 
; Army Estimates. 

I Tuesday night. — This Session will live 
in history by reason of invention and 
I adoption of new Parliamentary game. 

I According to ancient habit, when two 
j Parties were engaged in combat, one 
flung down a card, t’other tried to trump 
I it. New game is a sort of PaiRamentary 
i Patience. You have neither partner nor 
opponent ; you deal out the whole pack 
to yourself and then lay out the cards 
one by one till 12 o’clock strikes, where- 
upon game automatically closes, you go 
home and, if wise, to bed. 

Fresh game to-night. Joseph Leese 
led off with resolution raising question 
of Fiscal Reform; Prince Arthur, in 
accordance with avowed habit, took a 
night off, advising his men to imitate 
his example. This they did cheerily. 
Consequence, the now familiar scene of 
Opposition benches crowded ; Treasury 
Bench empty ; a waste of green-leathered 
seats behind; below Gangway a few 
Free-Fooders. 

A fortnight ago the game had the 
charm of novelty. That worn off, it 
begins to fall a little flat. Wound up 
as usual with submission of Resolution 
from the Chair ; a strident cry of Ay ! ” 
from the Opposition benches; silence 
in the deserted Ministerial fold, and 
another Resolution, this time aimed at 
Dok Josh’s Colonial Conference, added 
to the Journals with notification that it 
was “carried nemine contradicenteT 

At eleven o’clock episode developed 
illustrating many-sidedness of House. 
Crooks, in Sunday clothes of British 
working man, shouted for twenty minutes 
denunciation of Protectionist tendency, 
illustrating his points with what is 
kindly called homely wit. When he 
sat down up gat from other side Claude 
Lowther, radiant in dinner dress, redo- 
lent of the attar and musk of the Albany. 
In dulcet voice he proposed to ask Mr 
Crooks a couple of questions. 

Was he a paid agent of a Trade Union 
whose fundamental basis is Protection ? 
Was he opposed to the free importation 
of foreign labour ? 

These rather “nasty ones” followed 
on tub-thumping speech much ap- 
plauded by gentlemen below Gang- 
way opposite, who keep friendly eye on 
the working man’s vote. Rarely has 
retort courteous — even at Faber’s Point 
in the late war Claude was courteous— 
been more swiftly effective. 

Crooks said he was prepared to 
defend his position in these respects, 
but this not the place or the time. 

“Very well,” Claude lisped, readjust- 
ing his latest and most magnificent 
waistcoat, “ I wOl await with interest 
the hon. Member’s opportunity.” 
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Ocean Penny Postage. 1 

l^Ir. Heiiniker Heaton ) 

BuiiinciiJi done. — Another nem. con. 
Free Trade Resolution added to Journal 
of House. 

Fri day n vjht. — Hexniker Heaton’s 
campaign has proved more successful 
than another ve wot of. Much water 
I sped under Westminster Bridge since he 
first flaunted the fllag of Ocean Penny 
Postage. It was scouted by successive 
Postmasters; couldn’t be done at the 
price ; would swamp Post Office revenue. 
Tchday, with one exception, England is 
united to her far-flung Colonies by 
adhesive penny stamp. 

Exception is Rhodesia, a distinction 
that would make Cecil Rhodes sit up if 
he were still with us. Why Rhodesia 
should be left out no man knoweth. 
Probably gentleman who catalogued list 
of Colonies could not remember at the 
moment whether Rhodesia was spelled 
with “ h ” or not. However it he, there 
you are ; penny postage to Uganda, 
twopence-halfpenny to Rhodesia; both 
on the same continent. 

This, though the biggest, by no means 
the complement of H. H.’s public services 
in the matter of postal reform. In small 
matters they are innumerable. Now he 
win have time to concentrate his efforts 
upon the great mystery of P and M. If, 
alluding to the time of day, you telegraph 
“p.M.,” the letters go for a halfpenny. 
Reverse them, addressing, for example, 
Toby, bang goes a penny. ,On 

what principle this distinction, is created 
and enforced is an older mystery, kindred 
with that which broods over Rhodesia 
and its twopenny-hal^enny stamp. 

Something ought to he done for 
Hennixer Heaton; Of course it wouldn’t 
do to have his head engraved on a new 
ocean' penny stamp; hut in the next 
reconstruction of the Ministry he might 


1 >e sent to the War Office. Even after | 
' Brighton, Canterbur\- seems a safe beat. ; 
i Ah W INSTON Churchiix suid on Monday, 

, we ’ve had four different Army schemes i 
in four years A fifth fully due. 

I Business done. — I)iscussiiig Marriage ‘ 

! with Deceased Wife’s Sister. 


MORE DAILY DAYS. : 

[Mr John Burn?, M.P , contributes to Ideas , 
an article cn *‘My Daily Day*’ Fiom it l^e 
leai n that thib strenuous day begins at six m ^ 
the morning, and even at that early hour on ; 
one typical day he is called upon to g.\e , 
advice and a^-sistaiice to one of his constituents, 

1 rber.” His visitors are a varied 
. » frem ‘‘a distracted peeiess on 

some useful social quest ” to a “ red-faced 
termagant %vith a swivel-eyed boy of the in- ^ 
du&trial school type ” Then comes the after- | 
noon meeting cf the London County Council, I 
and later many hours at the House of Com- j 
moiis. A long day, indeed ! “ But,” says Mr j 
Burns, ‘‘there is joy in it as well as toil, I 
haimony as well as discord, luteiest as well as ' 
conflict, hope as well as grey despaii ” 

Mr. Will Crooks, M.P., contributes to 
Xotions an article with the same title, 
which shows that Mr. Burns is not the 
only hard-worked Labour Member. Mr. 
Cr^X)KS says that his callers begin before 
it is light. While yet the morn is grey, 
he says, an asthmatic butcher is knock- 
ing at his door for information as to the 
application of a protective tariff to prime 
joints, while it is no uncommon occur- 
rencefor a Countess of impulsive character 
to motor down to Woolvdeh before 
breakfast to ask Mr. Crooks to settle 
some little problem of social politics 
which troubled her in the night. Then 
: there is the morning s post, two hundred 
letters at least, all of which Mr. Crooks 
answers with his own hand, for he 
strongly objects to amanuenses, and 
then breakfast. Every day after break- 
fast Mr, Crooks makes a house-to-house 
visit throughout his constituency, believ- 1 
ing that only thus can a Member of 
Parliament properly keep in touch with 
his supporters, and often he finds him- 
self involved in serious discussions 
lasting for some hours. None the less he 
is hack to lunch at one. After this 
comes the House. 

Not a bad day, is it? “But,” adds 
Mr. Crooks, “ there is joy in it as well 
as toil, harmony as well as discord, 
interest as well as conflict, hope as well 
as grey despair.” 

Mr. Wanklyn, M.P., sends us the 
following account of a normal day of 
his own, which he takes to be more 
strenuous than Mr. Burns’s. 

“I rise,” he* says, ‘^at five, and make 
myself a cup of Yi-Horso, the best pick- 
me-up on which to begin. Then I have 
a cold shower bath, and run twice round 
the 'home paddock, or, if I am in town, 
Dean’s Yard; after this I eat a raw 


beefsteak powdered on the Salisbury 
method, and am ready for my Secre- | 
tary, who arrives at six. For two hours 
I dictate to him replies to the morning’s 
post. ' Not in yet ? ’ you say. No, that 
is true ; but I answer the letters all the 
same. I know what they are going to 
say, and when the post comes m aU one 
has to do is to fill in the names, for 
which blanks have carefully been left. 

“ Next I have breakfast, and then for 
two hours I am buried in the Times 
After the Times is finished I dictate to 
my Secretary replies to those letters 
which could not be answered in advance 
- each post usually bringing a few such — 
and play a round at golf. It is now 
time for lunch. After lunch, exhausted 
nature demands some respect, and I rest 
for a while, being, however, punctilious 
to be read to sleep by an improving book 
such as The Marriage of William Ashe, 
or a foolish one, like The Story of the 
Malakand Field Force. I drink on 
awaking a cup of China tea, and am at 
once ready again for the fray. I begin 
by seeing my liuiliff, or, if in town, 
my butler. I take a run down to the 
Crystal Palace. I glance at the evening 
papers.' And then ‘comes the House. 
Life, as someone — I forget who — truly 
remarked, is not aU beer and skittles. 

“And yet,” added Mr. Wanklyn, 
“there is joy in it as well as toil, 
harmony as well as discord, interest as 
well as conflict, hope as well as grey 
despair.” 

Mr. Chamberlain, being interviewed as 
to his' daily habits, revealed a state of 
; energy beside which Mr. Burns merely 
smoulders and smokes. 

“ I do not sleep at all,” said the great 
commoner. “ Sleep is for boys and Free 
Traders ; I work. AR night I communi- 
cate by telephone with the Colonial 
Premiers. Our night, as perhaps you 
know, is their day. What a lesson that 
should teach us ! While we snore they 
toil.” 

Here the interviewer remarked that, 
on the other hand, while we toil they 
snore. “Never mind about that,” said 
the illustrious demagogue ; “ it is absurd 
to labour a point.” 

He then resumed : “ I spend the time 
from six until eight in the conservatories, 
tending my favourite flowers. At eight 
I breakfast — simply and swiftly. I take 
coffee without sugar. Not that I do not 
like sugar, hut I cannot afford it. Owing 
to some cause or other which I cannot 
fathom, it has become very dear. Then 
I deal with my correspondence, which 
takes two hours, and is not then finished. 
All^ this while I have been steadily 
taking no exercise. Then I receive 
deputations of manufacturers and dis- 
guised Members of Parliament, who want 
to know how the cat is going to jump, 
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'.i'r «iurL' i*'<t f 5irie to me openly. After I msnully in ViinoxieAV gaT<l*n till -rue nccriueivF 

^ahL•Ii I ivnd DiCK::v< uiid tke /J* breakfast. If, however, the weather is * ^ 

J jiiu tlieii v* . f .r incleniOiit I retire into Lm'ra’^ winter Lv • :ri^ of the frequent recur- 

tiie Hou'^e I'ha-v pa 5 :^es one’s litV. quarters tor shelter until the ^ ait; reiice ot this obseure term in news from 

‘"But, * added Mr. CHAMBERKinq “there sounds. From 10 till 12 I -ubnat to the seat of war, d/?*. Pn/ic/q has thought 
is joy ill it as well as toil, harmony us the dhdne ulSatus, From 12 till 1 I it his duty to consult a military espert 
well as clisojrd, interest as well as -dictate the re.sult.s. Luncheon, a light with a view to its elucidation. He 
conflict, hope as well as grey despxiir.” , rneab washed down by eliuice dialwa&ie. aeconhngly apjproached one of those 
- '' is usuallv taken in an arbour known as natural strategists who to a meniorj^ of 


aeconlingly approached one of those 
natural strategists who to a meniorj^ of 


Sir GiuiLiiT Parker, writing from ! the Pavilion of Parnassus, and is followed Easter manoeimres, voluntarily under- 
C 1 lat sworth. p^ruves that he too must be I by an hour’s meditation to the acemu- taken, unite an experience on the Stock 
reckoned amongst those who shun paniiiient of pan-pipes or the pianola. Exchange enabling them to speak with 
delights and live laborious days. He From 4 to 5 I dictate narrative poetry. ; aiitliority upon Bear tactics. His in- 
says: — “T lu'eakfast late fMr. Balfour After an iutennl for afternoon tea, lyric qiiiries were answered in the most 
always breakfasts late;, and spend the ’ poetry occupies me till 7. After dinner, obliging manner, and he is now in a 
niorning dictating despatches — -siibse- * conA'er&ation,’'- which, as GrBi>'»K says, , position to place the following facts 


qiiently forwarded liy cable — ^ 

to Sir Wilfrid Laurieii, Dr. 
J^AiESox, and Mr, Seddox, 
ad ’tr. .Prating the policy which in 
■civ : '...[i :i \wy will do w'ell to 
follow. Tins generally occupies i 
the whole of the morning, after 
which I partake of a light 
luncheon with assorted Cabinet 
Ministers. In the afternoon I ; 
address, on an average, live - 
drawing-room meetings and one i 
demonstration, and write a few | 
chapters of my next novel, a ; 
political romance entitled The 
Ladder of Empire, I then see 
my elocutionist, and before 
dining indulge in half an hour’s 
mountaineering practice on the 
roofs of Carlton House Terrace 
with a rope and ice-axe of my 
own invention. When the House 
is not sitting my evening is 
generally spent in the refined 
and stimulaLing atmosphere of 
le heaii monde. It is, in faith, 
an exacting life, but,” continues 
Sir Gilbert, “ there is joy in it 
as well as tod, harmony as well 

as discord, interest as well as 

conflict, hope as well as grey despair.” 




- 




wswr 






ILLUSTRATED QUOTATION 

Four a.i[. 


“MeTHOUGHT I HEARD A VOICE CRT, * SLEEP NO MORE ! ’ 

.... TO ALL THE HOUSE.” — Machetk. 


bcftjre the public : ™ 

i Amid the rigours of a ?ilan- 
i cliurian climate almost any 
, movement may he considered 
olfensive ” which involves the 
quitting of winter quarters. Even 
a civilian can appreciate this, if 
he has ever been conscious that 
his next movement must be to 
1 get up and break the ice in his 

( 1 / bath. 

It is customary to speak of the 
^ offensive as being “ taken ” when 
none of the other obj ects of attack 
^ I can be. 

' On the other hand the offensive 

, is “assumed ” when the advance 
' which it connotes is invisible to 
; the naked eye. The latter use is 
^ the more proper in telegrams to 

' an autocrat, as delicately suggest- 
y , ing that the resulting success 

/ I had better be “ assumed ” too. 

. j This reference to lack of re- 

; suits does not mean that no 
. I movement ever succeeds. On 

the contrary a retrograde moA^e- 
I > ment nearly always succeeds the 

-Macheth. assumption of the offensive. 


'Nor does it mean that nothing 


conflict, hope as well as grey despair.” i enriches the intellect. Before retiring to follows ; for the Japanese invariably do. 

I rest I gaze in solitude upon the stars, The con*ect use of the term is traced 

Sir Alfred H.vrmsworth, Bart., sends | for, as Gibbox says, solitude is the true by some to a passage in the Anatomy 
ns the foUoAving succinct account of his j school of genius. It may not be the life of Melancholy, where chess is described 
daily round:-— ‘T rise at 3 A u., and edit I that commends itself to mundane minds, as “a testy, choleric game, and A^ery 
75 papers before 7. Then I motor to ! but,” concludes Mr. Alfred Austin, in offensive to him that loses the mate.” 
Windsor via Mentmore for breakfast. An eloquent peroration, “there is joy in Thus, in the game of Avar, a movement 
From 11 A.AT. to 7 p.m. I make np my it as well as toil, harmony as Avell as which results in the too sudden intro- 
mind on the Fiscal qnestion, and meet ' discord, interest as well as conflict, hope duction of the enemy amongst one’s 
my brothers at the usual family dinner las Avell as grey despair.” camp-followers has received this techni- 


party from 8 to 9, retiring to bed at 9.30, j 
quite worn out with the multifarious | 
labours of the day. It is a dog’s life, 
but,” as Sir Alfred adds in happy 
phrase, “there is joy in it as well as toil, 


cal name. 

Mr. Punch's informant could not 
AN *ERO OF OUR ’OME. speak so authoritatwely in naval matters, 

inasmuch as, pending the reintroduction 
[Mr. Stephen Phillips is reported ^ be occu- q£ £]^0 steamboat service, he was 


toony a.weU as discord, interest as HSf troi his nautM knowledge 

well as conflict, hope as well as grey defence the poet is taking, but we would rusty. He believea., nowever, tnat 
despair.” ■ suggest that he might regard the maligned “offensive” was an expression applied 

Emperor as the prototype of the modern Fire- to the ^ random discharge of guns, 


The Poet Laureate telephones from 

Swinford Old Manor: “ You ask me how A Nero’s nerve the Fireman shows, 
I spend my day ? Nothing could be DoAvn from his helmet to his hose, 

simpler. I rise before the lark, and For when our Rome is in a blaze 

having seen that ‘ blithe spirit ’ go up, He calmly wets his pipe and plays. 


especially foIloAving upon an “assump- | 
tion ” not justified by facts. 

The RussiAtf Gold Reserve. — ^Is this to 
,,be regarded as Hoard de Combat? 
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A LOVE CHARM. 

0 LO\-E-STRrcKEN lacly, beware if you can 
Of to capture tbe heart of a man 

With a flash of l^right eyes or a ravishing dimple ; 
Such arts are delusion, but here is a plan 
Alluringly simple. 

Let your hair blow at hockey all over your head, 

Let your face be as beet-root die dotes on it red^, 

Dash swiftly and r the tussle ; 

For your chann’s ii: , after all has been said, 

A matter of muscle. 

And as for your costume you can't be far UTong, 

If your skirt is cut short and your boots are made loii^ 
(And shin-gnards are excellent aids to attraction! ; 

Let the whole of your garments be scanty and strong, 
Adapted fur action. 

For the harder you strive to exhil^it your might 
With frenzied resolve in the midst of the fight, 

The more your opponents snrround yon and shove yon, 
The louder you yell, the more fiercely you smite, 

The more vdll he love you ! 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE, 

To his monumental task in the editing of the Worlds of 
Charles and Ma7'y Laml (AIethuen) Air. E. V. Lucas has 
added Yohunes VI. and YII., containing the letters. They 
have througli more than half a century been among the most 
precious possessions of mankind. Never l^efore has the gift 
been presented in so complete and therefore so attractive a 
foi*m, Mr. Lucas has the good fortune to add to already 
abundant material much correspondence that has not hitherto 
seen the light. Amongst these are letters to members of the 
Wordsworth family; a batch written to Moxon, “a young lad 
with a Yorkshire head and a heart that would do honour to a 
more southern county,” at the time in the sendee of Longman, 
who was subsequently to make for himself a name as pub- 
lisher ; others addressed to friends and acquaintances whoso 
descendants have treasured them in the privacy of their 
libraries, IjAMb’s letters are literature of tbe highest quality. 
Mr. Lucas adds considerably to their value by a series of 
luminous notes attached to each as postscript. Editors of 
kindred works reserve their notes for appendices. Mr. Lucas 
in this respect sets a fashion whose convenience is so obvious 
that it is likely to spread. If my Baronite owned a desert 
island, or could borrow one from a friend, these two portly 
volumes should be his chosen companions among books. 

Writing of Alfred Wigan’s father, Mr. Coke says : ‘‘ His 
later years w’ere passed at Sevenoaks, where he kept an 
establishment for imbeciles or weak-minded youths. I often 
stayed with him.” My Baronite recognises one of the things 
that might have been said differently. There is nothing 
either weak-minded or weak-handed in the author of Tracks 
of a Rolling Stone (Smith, Elder). There are few men who 
have hved through a more widely varied life than has Henry 
John Coke. Sixty-four years ago, being then in his twelfth 
year, he joined, as cadet, H.M.S. Blonde, a 46-gun 
frigate, bound for China, where he first smelt powder. 
Coming home on leave a year later, he travelled by coach 
from Naples to Calais, there being at the time not a single 
railway on the continent. His &mily position gave him 
throughout a long life wide opportunities of coming into 
contact with notable people. He remembers Ckeevy, whose 
Memoirs ah the world was lately reading. He fraternised in 
a country house with our John Leech. He was familiar with 
Harry Foiosr in the flesh, of which there seems to have been 
! a considerable quantity. Here is a pen-and-ink sketch of 


Pendennis’s acquaintance. Arcedeckne (pronounced ‘Arch- 
deacon ’) was about 5 feet 3 inches tah, round as a cask, with 
a small, singularly round face and head, closely cropped hair, 
and large soft eyes. In a word, like a seal.” Air. Coke was 
present at the Sayers-Heenan fight. He breakfasted with 
Rogers, fought an election in old Protection days, spent a 
week-end at Compiegne in the heyday of the Empire, and 
stayed in the same house with Air. Arthur Balfour’s father 
and mother when they were on their honeymoon. Inci- 
i dentally he visited the AYest Indies, crossed the Rockies, and 
rode on horseback through Spain on the track of Don 
Quixote. These are rare advantages. Mr. Coke makes the 
best of them in a vivid narrative that recalls the colour of his 
sometime friend, Captain ALvrryat. 

Diike^s Son, by Cosmo Ruiilton (Hetnemann). This is a 
narrative of the risks run by a couple of card-sharpers, 
man and wife, belonging to and moving in the very smartest 
set of society, where vice, recognised frankly, pays tribute 
to virtue by assuming its outward semblance. In this novel 
‘‘There is none that doeth good, no not one.” Is this 
indeed a true picture of modern society, or is it simply to 
be taken as a modern romance founded on certain revelations 
made in a cause celelve, and to be considered as tbe exception 
to the general rule of Yirtus et Honor in the best of whatever 
is included as representative of English society ? Did Shert- 
D-Vn’s School for Scandal reflect the manners and the morals 
of his day? Did Thackeray satirise a class, or did he pillory 
only notable examples, when he gave us those strong scenes 
in the lives of Becky Sharp, the Marquis of Steyne, and 
Raudon Craidey? Well, here in DuJie's Son you* have in 
Lord Francis Delamere a superior Rawdon, whh just his 
uneducated faults in orthography, and a girl who might 
have been a Becky, but for her original simplicity of character 
and her single-hearted devotion to her husband whose one 
redeeming point is his fidelity to her when she has become 
his wife. The Baron will not continue these prefatory remarks 
—all he will say is that, for his part, he finds this book is not 
for boys and girls, though it may be read with chuckling 
pleasure by suc^h old boys and old girls as might be able to 
startle not a few of us with their own reminiscences. Cosmo 
Hamilton knows how to tell a plain unvarnished tale 
with dramatic force, and epigrammatic dialogue. He does 
not. stop, as Thackeray did in the case of Becky and of 
Barry Lyndon, to moralise satirically. He leaves little to 
the imagination. It is a remarkable work, and having 
once taken it up its reader’s attention will be held until 
the very end. In the lond-^fide attachment between ^^Bahy 
Sheen, Sir Edicard Sheen, Bart., and Billy Honour the 
good - hearted comedy-opera 
artiste, there is that touch 
of nature that enlists our 
sympathies for the irre^ar 
couple, and makes us rejoice 
at die apparently cruel touch 
of ^ the hand of fate which 
unites them in wedlock and 
then separates them for ever. 

The Baron commends the book 
for its literary skill ; but can 
he recommend it to every- 
one? — ^That is a question he 
! is unable to decide. 


For ™ Map of Ia)ndon.— Now that Mr. H. B. Irving has 
made his successful dehtt as Hamlet, if it be true that 
Alessra. Beerbohm Tree and AIartin Harvey are also to appear 
simultaneously at different theatres as the Prince of Denmark, 
mea London may be, theatrically, considered as the Little 
Village divided into three hamlets. 
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CHARIVARIA. 

Eozhdestvenskt lias cleared for action 
by tlirowing overboard all unnecessary 
woodwork,” reports a cable. It looks as if 
his ofS.cers had lost their heads once more ! 


Togo is said to be in hiding. We 
guess that Eozhdestveksky will shortly 
get that hiding. 

The Third Baltic Squadron has an 
interest all its own for the student of 
naval evolution. From the various 
items composing it, it is possible to trace 
the gradual rise of the modern battleship 
from its earliest beginnings. 

Another snub for the Kaiser! Mr. 
PiERPONT Morgan, who was in Sicily at 
the date of the Royal visit, left without 
granting His Majesty an audience. 

The Obanoellor of the Exchequer 
explained that, if the surplus had been 
£200,000 more, it would have been 
possible to take a penny off the Income- 
tax. A correspondent now writes to ask 
whether it is too late to open a Mansion 
House Fund to raise that amount. 


A handy little case containing every- 
thing necessary for rendering first aid in 
case of accidents is the latest motor-car 
accessory, and there will now be really 
no excuse for travelling slowly. 

At Bristol a man has been sent to gaol 
for six months for frauds on solicitors. 
The punishment is none too severe. 
Innocent and helpless persons must be 
protected. 

Almost ready. In the “ Highways and 
Byways ” Series. Walks in the Tube — 
by the Manager of the Central London 
Railway. 

The Express publishes an article show- 
ing how much better convicts are treated 
in American than in English prisons, 
and alien criminals at present in this 
country are indignant. 

A proposal is on foot that, now that 
the Mad Mullah has come to terms with 
us, we should in future call him merely 
the Mullah. 

"The Volunteer shooting season at 
Bisley begins to-day,” announced a con- 
temporary last week. We all know that 


Mr. Arnold -Forster thinks there are 
too many Volunteers, but to dispose of 
them in this way seems inhumane. 


Three Englishmen and one French- 
man attempted to cross the Channel in 
balloons last week, but only the French- 
man succeeded. We congratulate the 
Frenchman on his British pluck and 
perseverance. 

A circular snuff-box, said to have been 
made from the mulberry tree which 
Shakspeare jplanted in Ms garden at 
Stratford-on-Avon, has made its appear- 
ance, and a new and full life of the 
Bard is now to be written. 


It is reported from the Riviera that 
sharks are infesting the territorial waters 
in that neighbourhood. Oan^ their 
presence have anything to do with the 
announcement that Mr. John Trijndley 
of Peckham is traveUing on the Conti- 
nent ? ^ 

A Learned Ass. 

Ladt has nice -looking^ donkey, suitable 
governess to take out <£ildren, ^od goer, 
warranted sound. — 'Exahmge and Mart. 


VOL. cxxvin. 
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; THE COMING OF THE PIGMIES. 

' Toloiiel Harrison lias anivei at Kkartum with siz pigmies fiom 
' the Stanley Forest (Congo Free State) At home they wear hardly any 
1 dotlunsr, hut the Sirdar and several oflScers paid them a visit and 
helped "^them to make good this defecL The pigmies, who come of 
their own free will, are to reach London in the middle of and will 
probably elect to take up a permanent residence in England.] 

Forth from tlie forest primeval that shadows the sultry 
Equator, 

Causing a palpable gloom, scarce to be cut with a knife ; 
Where, in the matter of founts that are sunny and sand that 
is golden, 

Features recalled in the hynm, Afiic is not at her best 
Lo! to the gate of Khartum (as I learn from the MaiVs 
correspondent) 

Led by the hand of the suave Harrison, hunter of game, 
Numbering six, all told, four men and a couple of women 
(One of the latter, I hear, quite a presentable shape), 

Bidgy’ of nose and of lip, sallow-cheeked, and of limited stature 
Ranging from 3 ft. 8 up to a yard and a half, 

Clad in the garments that Nature provides for a tropical 
trousseau 

(Add but an apron or so just for the look of the thing) — 
Pigmies! ye come from the wild to the purlieus of civilisation, 
into the well-tilled lands late of the Mahdi, deceased, 

Where ye are seen by the Sirdar, who robes you in decent 
apparel, 

Sending his aides to select stuff from the drapery stores — 
Lest ye should openly wound the fastidious taste of tlie 
Tommy, 

Be an offence to the Sphinx, or to the Dam an affront, — 
Stuff to suffice till ye land and a loftier sense of decorum, 
Stem as our rigorous clime, calls for additional clothes. 

What is the cause of your coming ? 0 why were ye fetched 
from the forest ? 

Why were ye hooked to explore Town in the middle of May ? 
Lured from the homely delight of assaults on caravan bearers 
(Lately ye killed, I am told, seventeen such at a scoop) ? 
What can we give to compare with the chase of the cursive 
okapi ? 

Will it console you to play croquet on Hurlingham lawns ? 
You who have daily conversed with the colobus genus of 
monkey, 

How can you fail to he bored here with Society’s best ? 
True, ye have chosen a land where the immigrant ever is 
welcome, 

One that is famed for her arms open to all hut her own ; 
One where the Liberal Party mU stand on the wharf to 
await you, 

Yes, yoii have heard by report who are the Alien’s friends, 
Relative giants in size and in intellect absolute Titans 
(Yet to their generous hearts anything dumpy appeals) — 
So you have seen them in fancy, the practical masters of 
England, 

Pending the summons to power which they regard as a 
cert. 

Pigmies ! your innocence haunts me ! — too have a touch of 
the savage — 

Therefore I offer you free two little words of advice : 

First — If you wish to remain as a permanent fixture among us, 
Pluck the acceptable hour, now ere the season is full, 

Pluck it, for no one can tell when the Tory may wake from 
his coma, 

Come to his senses and so carry an Aliens Bill ; 
Seemtd^YoM mustn’t mistake for a mark of political giants 
Heads that are swelled to about twice their habitual thulk 

6. S. 


NEWSPAPER CIRCULATIONS AT MUGSBY. 

(Respectfiilly dedicated to two London evening journals.) 

From the ''Mugshj Evening A'eics” of April 3. — “Nowa- 
days the greatest organs of public opinion recognise that 
frankness on the subject of their circulation is the due of 
both reader and advertiser. Unlike certain decaying jour- 
nals, the Mugshy News has nothing to hide. Its books are 
open to public inspection, but lest some can scarcely spare 
time for the gigantic task of checking our office records we 
publish for the benefit of the world the exact figures of onr 
circulation for the week ending April 1. A distinguished 
firm of Chartered Accountants certify that for this week the 
Mug shy Neics had an average circulation of 32 copies per 
day (not including the copy kept by the Editor for his private 
perusal). On the night of April 1 a novel scheme impressed 
the inhabitants of Mugsby with the aR-pervadiiig influence 
of our widely-circulated organ. Our issue on that night was 
printed on blue sugar-paper (obtained from the emporium of 
Alderman Pugstiles, to whose advertisement of unique bar- 
gains in sardines and tinned pears we invite our readers’ 
attention). Half an hour after the publication of the Evening 
Neil'S w'e venture to say that Mugsby was painted blue 
Derby night or election time were nothing to it. As our 
Editor walked down the High Street to make his weekly 
sur^'ey of Mugsby industry he was gratified if not surprised 
to see the deep blue tint of the True-Blue paper in every 
hostelry, from the “ Spotted Dog ” at one extremity of the 
High Street to the “Bull and Anchor” at the other. From 
the well-known restaurant of Mr. Tibbits the gilded youth of 
Mugsby sallied. Each of them bore in his hand a slight 
refection of fried fish wrapped in blue paper. A distinguished 
citizen was so absorbed in our blue pages that he un- 
consciously walked into the town pump. A lady on her way 
to the establishment of Mr. Boffins carried a large parcel 
wrapped in blue paper. In fact all Mugsby was of the hue 
of the empyrean. It would have gladdened the heart of a 
Reckitt.” 

From the '^Mugshy Star,^^ April I.- • “We do not care to 
boast of our circulation, but when a rival paper makes 
an impudent claim to be the leading journal of Mugsby, 
we cannot, we will not, keep silence. The Mugsby News 
claims that its circulation for the week ending April 1 
averaged 32 copies daily Why was this wnek chosen? 
Because it wus a week of stirring events, wffien newspaper 
circulations leapt to their greatest height. Monday was the 
day of the Annual Pig Show; on Tuesday ex-Aldennan 
JoRKiNS was summoned for being drunk on licensed premises ; 
on Wednesday the Mayor’s parlourmaid fell down the area 
steps ; on Thursday the Mugsby Vampires played the Orim- 
stone Rovers at Mugsby and gloriously defeated them; on 
Friday P.C. Simpkins checked an incipient dog-fight in the 
market-place ; and on Saturday there was a free distribution 
of the Miigshy News. We repeat the words— /rce distribution. 
With his own hands the Editor of the Mugsby News left 
a copy of his blue journal at every licensed house in 
Mugsby. Then we have proof that two paupers on their 
day-out from the workhouse were hired to parade the High 
Street reading the blue paper. It is for our Board of 
Guardians to prevent such cruelty to our poverty-stricken 
citizens in the future. By such base methods was the town 
painted j blue and this fraudulent circulation certificate 
secured. 

“The Mugsby Star has no reason to procure blue paper 
(the cost of which is to be taken out in free advertisements 
for a certain grocer) to advertise its merits. Its certified 
circulation for the Fear ’’'ending April 1 is SS copies 
daily."' 
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THE MUNICIPAL ROAD TO RUIN. 

Nekvocs Eatepatee. “ I SAY ! ISN’T THIS RATHER AN EXCESSIVE RATE ? AFTER ALL, YOU ENOW, 
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A MATTER OF HABIT. 

Lady (engaging new eooh). “ One thing more. I iiWAYS like my servants lo dress quietly.*’ 
Appheant. Oh, there won’t be any trouble about that, Ma’am. I ’ve got a quiet taste myself.” 


THE FEOZEN SOUL. 

[‘*Mme. Catulle Mend^s relates how the 
author of Searrorij after a year’s meditation, 
wrote for fourteen hours a day till the master- 
piece was done. Then he read it to her. ‘ He 
read it in the glow of creation, the triumphant 
joy of a task achieved. It was night. Every- 
body was asleep in the house. All was silent 
in the garden and on the high road. I heard 
only the sonorous^ voice, reciting the verse, 
felt only the palpitation of souls out of the 
historic past, troubled and torn, bitter or 
brutal, in their new kingdom of art. All* 
what incomparable hours ! ’ ” — Daily Chronicle ] 

Ah, for that rare and priceless pearl, 

A sympathetic son! ! 

A sweet appreciative girl 
To play a wifely rdle ! 

To listen through the livelong day, 

To watch my mobile features play, 
i And tireless hear with bated breath 
My new-born tale of life and death. 

But, Mary mine, when I propose 
To read my last MS. 

You take at once to darning hose 
I Or cutting out a dress, 
j If I insist, your freezing frown 
! Chills my poetic ardour down, 

I And at the parts where you should weep, 
0 Mary mine, you fall asleep. 


Instead of sitting there, with grief 
Incarnate in your look, 

Why, Mary, not extract a leaf 
From Madame Mendes’ book ? 

Why not, in wonder rapt, rejoice 
Hearing the music of my voice, 

And in my noble rage still find 
The magic of a master mind ? 

Had I a soul with mine to glow, 

A heart with mine to thrill. 

What Eamlets and Macheths would flow 
From my inspirM quiH ! 

Whenever flint and steel unite 
The spark is born — ^a flash of light : 
Were you in sooth my proper mate, 
How would my pages coruscate ! 

Then publishers, who now look shy 
When I presume to call, 

In eager rivalry would buy 
Whatever I might scrawl ; 

Great crowds would gather in a cue 
When any work of mine was due. 

Till with the millionaires’ would rank 
My princely balance at the bank. 

Ah, why not teach your heart to swell, 
Your eye with fire to glance? 

Why make me sigh and think how well 
They manage things in France ? 


Yet after all, amid my pains 
One crumb of comfort still remains : 
If now and then my Muselet snores, 
The fault is far less mine than vours. 


SHAKSPEARIAN NOTE. 

Q. From what passage in Eamlet may 
it be inferred that the Pnnce of Den- 
mark was addicted to borrowing clothes 
from his personal friends ? 

A. From his reply to the Queen^s un- 
called-for remark — and certainly iU-timed 
as being made in public before the Court 
— as to the “nighted colour” of his 
costume, where he says, — 

“ ’Tis not a loan my inky cloak, good motker,” 

Act I, Scene 2, 76. This reading, it 
must be candidly admitted, is not found 
in the first Quarto, which was '‘a small 
Quarto, barbarously cropped,” but may 
be found in the Imperial Pinto of 1605. 


Exteaot from report of a case dealing 
with a fatal motor-car smash: “The 
jury found that the motorists were not 
to blame, as they did all they could in 
the matter,^' 
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PLAYING THE GAME; 

Or, The AH of Conversation. 

Scene I. — At the Dinner-tahle. 

SfirATinx— Mr. Plumley Duff, a middle-aged bachelor icitli a 
ireU-earned reputation for social tact and fluency com- 
bined with extreme polish, has been sent in to dinner with 
Miss Imogen Pcrefoy, an obvious iugenue. Her youthful 
charm, however, has induced him to overlook any intellec- 
tual inferiority, and, even on the stairs, he lias so far 
unbent^as to impaH some highly valuable information 
concerning the state of the weather for the last few days, 
besides confiding the intelligence that the Faidiamentary 
Session is responsible for many more people being in 
Town than usual. Miss Purefoy has received these 
utterances with a reverential assent which only confiimis 
him in an impression originally favourable. 

Miss Purefoy {after declining fish— to Mr. P. D.) Aren’t 
those salted almonds over there? Could yon reach them 
for me?. . . Thanks so mnch! I absolutely adore salted 
almonds ! i^he selects three) I can’t think Tvhat people did 
at dinner-parties before salted almonds were invented. Can 
you ? 

M 7 \ Plimley Duff (conscientiously applying his mind to the 
problem while adopting a tone of playful levity). Yon are 
inviting me to embark upon a — er — field of highly interesting 
speculation. But, on the "whole, I should be inclined to 
hazard the opinion that in — er— that benighted period people 
probably — er — did without them. 

Miss P. (humbly). I suppose it teas a silly question. I , 
ought to have hnoicn that when there weren't any salted 
almonds people simply had to do without, poor dears ! Still, ! 
do you know, I can’t help thinking dinner-parties must have | 
been more cheerful, somehow, in — ^weU, in Queen Anne’s 
time, for instance. 

Mr. D. (with a kindly but superior smile). If we may draw 
any inference from contemporary records, such as the works 
of Swift, the table-talk of those days was neither remarkably 
brilliant, nor — er — ^particularly edifying. 

Miss P. Oh, but I meant because of the costumes. Every- 
body was so picturesquely dressed then, even the men, 
weren't they? Wouldn’t you love to wear nice coloured 
velvet and satin with ruffles and things, instead of just plain 
black and white, as you do now ? 

Mr. D. Now, my dear young lady, our sex is content to 
serve as useful foils to the magnificence of yours. But, by 
way of compensation, if our — er — ^habiliments are, as is 
doubtless the case, less becoming, they have at least the 
merit of being considerably more — er— economical. 

Miss F, (regarding him with the innocent brown eyes of a 
squhreP. I never thought of that. It ’s he a new idea to 
I me ! Bid men’s clothes cost so veiy much more in those 
j times? 

I Mr. D. Let me give you a few facts. Oliver Goldsmith— 

I with whose imnioi-tal Vicar of Wakefield you are possibly, 
familiar? — {Miss Purefoy murmurs an intelligent, but vague, \ 
assent) — is known to have paid as much as fifteen guineas — | 
which at that time was probably equivalent to at least double ! 
the i)resent value of the money —for a simple suit of Tyrian I 
bloom ” coloiued satin. Now, I don’t suppose I pay — ^ : 

[lie discourses here at some length on the precise sum per \ 
annum his evening clothes cost him, while Miss Purefoy •' 
listens until rapt attentmi. 

Miss P. Really! interesting ! And I suppose there 
were all sorts of other expensive things they had to wear, 
besides? 

Mr. D. (pleased with her intelligence). Why, if you merely 
take such indispensable items as a silver-hilted sword, a lace 


' cravat, a snuff-box, shoe-huckles, and so forth, they would 
' represent a serious outlay. Not to speak of Wigs, which 
frequently cost as much as thirty or forty guineas. 

Miss F. [as she absently pushes one of her salted almonds 
over the edge of the brocade ''table-centre"). Not really f 
■ How glad vou must he that you can keep your money to 
; spend on more sensible things 1 Motor-cars, perhaps ? For 
; I ’m sure you go in for motoring ? 

Mr. D^fiattered, hut a little disconceHed by this abrupt 
change of subject, as he was about to give her an instructive 
I catalogue of the various wigs that characterised the eighteenth 
I century). I confess I do not Quite apart from all questions 
‘ of a pecuniai-y nature, I should decline to give any counten- 
' ance to a form of conveyance which, in my opinion, will soon 
render the horse as extinct an animal as the — er — dodo. 

Miss P. All, the poor horse ! But perhaps he won’t mind 
being extinct so very much ! I mean, I ’ve often thought it 
rather unfair that he should be chosen to draw us about, and 
not some other animal. 

Mr. D. (delighted by her ingenuousness). Nature has her 
injustices, I am afraid. Possibly her excuse in this case 
would be that no other qnadruped is so well adapted for the 
— er — particular purpose. But you are mistaken in assuming 
that the horse alone has been so employed. 

Miss P. Why, of course ! How idiotic of me ! I was 
forgetting the Donkey ! 

Mr. D. Also the Dog, the Bullock, the Reindeer, and — for 
heavy artillery, if for no other vehicle — the Indian Elephant. 

Miss P. (with sparkling eyes). You make me feel so 
ignorant! Though of course I might have remembered 
them. But I can’t think of any other animal that is used in 
that way. And I don’t believe that even you can, either ! 

Mr. D. (in quiet triumph). I think I can. Unless I am 
greatly misinformed, Zebras have been successfully trained 
to go in harness. 

Miss P. Zebras! Isn’t it wonderful! {She deposits a 
second almond by the side of the fij'st.) Is there anything 
you don't know, Mr. Duff ? 

Mr. D. I daresay I could tell you a lew further facts 
about Zebras which may he new to you. 

Miss P. They ’re quite certain to be. You see, I ’ve never 
learnt any facts. I’ve been so shockingly educated. Like 
all women 1 

Mr. D. (bowing with the courtly grace that he lias found 
effective on former occasions). No woman can be badly 
educated when slie has learnt to render herself an agreeable 
companion to Man. 

Miss P. (pouting). Ah, I see what it is ! You despise 
women. (As Mr. Duff protests gallantly) Oli, yes, you do ! 
You don’t believe they can do anything as well as men can. 
You would prevent them even trying to —if you only could ! 

Mr. D. I would prefer to put it in tins form. While I 
allow that your— -er— charming sex is capable of attaining a 
certain luoficiency — I will go even further, and say, excellent c 
— in the Arts, I frankly oum that I liave far too Jiigh an 
admiration for Woman to endure to see her unsex lierseK by 
stepping into the arena to engage with Man in the sterner 
conflicts of what I may describe as the serious Business of 
Life. 

Miss P. But don’t women make rather good clerks? 

Mr. D. I will grant you tliat tlie superior suppleness of 
the^ feminine hand — (with a glance at Miss Purefoy’s, which 
is idly fingering a third almond) —may give a woman some 
small advantage in manipulating purely mechanical instru- 
ments like — ^well — Typewiters — ^but Great Heavens! is such 
slavery as that a fitting career fur^ -{He enlarges 07 i this theme 
vMh real eloquence, until he is brought up short by the dis- 
covery that her mind is elsewhere, and that she is frivolously 
attracting the notice of somebody whom he cannot see across 
the table to three salted almonds, which she has amused herself 
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hy 'placing side hy side), 1 fear I have! 
failed to retain yonr entire attention ! , 

Miss P. How caji yon think so ! ^Vliy, } 
r ’ ve been most a ic fidly interested ’ You | 
don’t hioic how much yon have helped | 
me ! You ’ve said exactly what 1 wished , 
yon to say ! But yon must tell me ' 
tlie rest another time. Because, do yon ' 
know, your other neighbour has been 
trying to get a word from you for ever 
so long — so I’m afraid I must be un-. 
selfish and give yon up to her. 

[She turns to the man 07i her right, who 
! monopolises her during the re - , 

maining courses. ' 

[ Mr. D. {later, seizing his chance jiiM 
I before their hostess gives the signal). 1 1 
I observe, Miss Purefot, that, notwith-^ 
standing your — er— professed adoration 
for salted almonds, yon are leaving the 
few you took absolutely untouched. 

Miss P. You are too frightfully ob- 
servant, Mr. Dltf ! T see I had better 
i confess at once that I didn’t take them 
I to eat — only to play with. 

Mr. D. {to himself, as the ladies rise). 
i Rather an attractive child — but imma- 
I ture at present. A mind that merely 
I requires forming, though. 

Scene II. — In the Drawing-room. 

Situation — The men have come upstairs ; 

I Mr. Plumley Duff, who was hoping 1 
I for a f miller opportunity of sound- 
i ing the depths of Miss Purefoy’s 
engaging ignorance, finds himself 
; intercepted hy Ms hostess, and pre- 

sented to another young lady — a 
j Miss Peggy Blount. 

I Mr. Duff {with heroic aff'ahility). The 
! — er— gaieties of the Season are begin- 
ning early this year. I daresay you are 
already up to your eyes, Miss — er 
Bi/)ILNT, in what one may perhaps be 
permitted to term the Social Whirlpool 
— dances, dinners, and so forth— h’ln? 

Miss Blount. Oh, I don’t know. Not 
many dances, so far. Another dinner- 
party though, only next week — {with a 
little grimace) — worse luck ! Don’t tell 
anybody — but I simply loathe dinners ! 

Mr. D. At your age, my dear young : 
lady, one has not yet commenced to dine. 
But I infer from your tone that you 
have not been entirely fortunate in your 
partner this evening. Or am I mistaken ? 

Miss B. Well, he might have been 
worse. I wish he had been. Then I 
shoxild have had a chance of winning. 

Mr. D. A chance of ? Pardon me, ; 

hnt I don’t quite understand. ' 

Miss B. How could you, when yon < 
don’t know ! But I ’ll teU. you, if you ’ll ^ 
promise faithfully not to give me away. ; 
(Mr. Duff py*omises.) WeU, a girl-friend < 
and I have invented a game for getting 
through dull dinner-parties without ^ 
being bored. We each try to get the ] 
man who takes us in to mention certain 
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PROGRESS. 

{Overheard in Kensington. Time, 9 a m.) 

Fair Cluh Member (lately married, to friend). “ Bye, bye ! Can’t stop ’ ^iIcsT hush off, 
or' I SHALL BE SCRATCHED FOR THE BiLLIARD HaEDICAP!” 


things, and the one who does it first 
wins. Note do you see ? 

M7\ D. {avi'iised). Perfectly. And I 
must congratulate you on a most inge- 
nious device for avoiding boredom. 

Miss B. Isn^t it? But this evening 
Miss Purefoy (my friend’s name, you 
know) won in a perfect canter. By two 
salted almonds ! 

M7\ D. By two ? 

Miss B. We use them to score with, 
you know. That is, when there a7*e any. 
There generally are — ^hut bread pills will 
do instead. And, as soon as each of the 
three things is mentioned, one of us 
puts an almond where it can catch the 
other’s eye. 

Mr. D. And is it allowable to ask 
what those three things were, on this 
particular occasion? 

Miss B. Let me see. The first was 


“Wigs,” the second “Zebras,” and — 
what was the third? Oh, I know, 
“ Typewriters.” And just imagine ! 
Miss Purefoy managed to make her 
partner mention all three before dinner 
was half over. It ’s a record ! 

Mr. D. {acidly). Miss Purefoy must be 
a young lady of quite exceptional ability. 

Miss B. She did awfully well at Newn- 
ham in the History Tripos. Still, I 
expect whoever took her in this evening 
must have been — well, rather a dufier. 
I couldn’t see who it was, because of the 
flowers between us. 1 wonder if you 
noticed, and could point him out to me ? 

Mr. D. {stiffly). I’m afraid it is 'not 
in my power to oblige you. 

[Re takes his leave as soon as he can, 
without making any further at- 
tempts to stimulate the intelligence 
of Miss Imogen Purefoy. F, A. 
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MIXED BAGS. 


[N'ew Turk, April 12.-»A . 

, Prederick f Oklahoma) savs * r-rs -cl. , 

Eoose^-elt killed a six-foot rattlesnake -^ith j ■ 
a short riding-whip. The snake made foim j i 
vicious strikes before being kiHed iner 
President also caught a live wolf. LaWan J j 

Latest advices from Hayling Island 1 
state that the Premier, during his recent j 
visit to these popular links, ^ bad a rather 
narrow escape of being bitten by what 
appeared to be a poisonous snake. ^ It 
appears that IMr. B.vlfour, after placing 
thirteen strokes in a bunker, disturbed 
the reptile, which was lying concealed 
under a large stone, and suddenly 
attacked Hr. Balfour's caddie, a boy 
named Alfonso Busby. With extra- 
ordinary presence of mind the Premier 
struck the snake several smart blows 
with his niblick, and finally despatched 
it with his Schenectady putter. The 
caddie, who was in a state of collapse, 
was assisted to the club-house by Mr. 
Balfour and his partner, and after a stiff 
jorum of sloe gin professed his readiness 
to continue the round. The extraordinary 
part of the episode was that on examining 
the mangled remains of the reptile it 
turned out after all to be only a sloe 
worm. This, however, did not complete 
the lethal activity of the Premier during 
the day, for in the afternoon he drove a 
low ball off the thirteenth tee with such 
violence that it killed a frog in some 
marshy ground in the neighbourhood of 
mid on. 

Mr. Alfred Austin, while recently out 
hawking in a governess cart, was 
attacked by a mad bull of the most 
exacerbated character. Mr. Austin was 
entirely unarmed save for a thin roll of 
MS., but with perfect presence of mnd 
he l 3 egan to recite “Jameson’s Ride” 
in his strong unfaltering baritone. He 


has lately taken to cub-shooting in April 
with remarkably sensational results. 
The other day, after shooting two fine 
rocketers, he was attacked by a very . 
savage bagman, but floored him with a j 
well-aimed shot with his boomerang, ^ 
[without which Mr. PE:iiBERTON never 
travels in the Provinces. On Hs way 
ihome, it should be added, !Mr. Max 
Pemberton caught a live tortoiseshell cat, 
and brought down a fine peahen with 
his pea-shooter, a splendid weapon pre- 
sented him by the Emperor Menelek. 


had barely reached the third stanza 
when the bull uttered a piercing behow 
and dropped down dead. On the way 
home, it should, be mentioned, Mr. 
Alfred Austin quite inadvertently drove 
over a valuable guinea-pig, the property 
of a retired artificial-eye-maker, thus 
bringing up the cost of his day’s sport 
to £105 6 $. 8d. 

While fishing at Lelant in Cornwall 
during a recent week-end visit to that I 
salubrious health resort, Mr. Sidney Lee 
caught thirteen conger-eels in three 
hours with the aid of an explosive 
harpoon. The largest conger-eel mea- 
sured 7 feet 3 inches from the tip of 
the tail to the tip of the nose, and 8 feet 
4 inches from the tip of the nose to the 
tip of the tail. On the same day, going 
out across country with a rook-rifle, Mr. 
Sidney shot thirteen blackbirds, 
two bantams, a piebald field-mouse, and 
a ring-tailed stevedore. 

Mr. Max Pemberton, who is inde- 
fetigable in the quest of local colour, 


A MODERN LUCIFER. 

[“Tbe emanations of N-Rays from tbe 
human body may be classified as follows: 
Deep bine, deep thought. Orange, ambition. 
Pale green, individnalily. Orey, anxiety and 
depression. Deep red, passion.” 

Mrs. ‘Northesh Wilson j 

“ You’ll never sbine among your feUow- 
men,” 

My master oft would say, witb gloomy 
brow. 

It troubled me, for I believed him then — 
I would that he could see his pupil now, 
And notice how I sometimes fairly blaze 
With brilliant pyrotechnical displays. | 

When moistened towels my throbbing 
brain assuage, 

Wheu I for long have toiled, in drear 
futility, 

To write, 0 PuneTi, for thine historic page 
A poem of considerable ahOity, 

I find each finger gleam with rays whose 
hue 

Rivals the firmament in purest blue. 

When Pegasus to lofty heights would rise, 
Seeking the outermost ethereal space, 
Vague luminosities from out mine eyes 
And each proj acting point upon my face 
Do emanate in orange-coloured spires, 
With gHinmerings kindred to St. Elmo’s 
fires. 


And when I write, with swift and facile 

All in mine own inimitable style. 
Haloes of palest green surround me then, 
Flashing from each particular hair the 
while. 

In fact, I splutter forth N-Eays ad lib., 
Like some gigantic animated squib. 


’Tis done, and I have sent my verse away. 
The world once more assumes its nor- 
mal state, 

Save that I glimmer fitfully and grey,^ 
The Editor’s acceptance while I wait. 
But, if he send rejection note instead, — 
By Jove ! I bet I ’U make the landscape 
red 1 


OUR DENTAL DEFICIT. 

Mrs. John Lane has been complain- 
ing in the Fortnightly that the English 
have not the habit of going to tbe 
dentist, and that, in this respect, we 
have much to learn from America. 
We commend her remarks to the 
British tooth-doctor and to the fortunate 
possessors of native teeth, and suggest 
that means should promptly be taken 
to increase the attractiveness of dentistry, 
active and passive — especially the latter. 

Children, for instance, should be 
trained from their earliest years to 
regard the dentist as a species of “ funny 
man,” and a visit to his sanctum as a 
substitute for a matinee at the panto- 
mime, his jokes and by-play with the 
instruments being equally excruciating. 

A Certificated Dental Clown, armed 
with a forceps (which need not neces- 
sarily be red-hot), would be provocative 
of roars of laughter on the part of the 
audience of little ones. 

Much also might be done to enh^ce 
the gaiety and sociability of the dentist’s 
waiting-room. The back numbers of 
ladies’ papers, which are the chief 
sources of mental distraction there to 
he found, would seem to lack a little in 
the matter of exhilaration, even when 
not more than a year old. Here there 
would be an opportunity for humorous 
electrophones, laid on, say, from^ Mr. 

' Justice Darling’s Court when trying a 
Gingalee case, or from Mr. Plowden’s 
' Variety Entertainment. Shakspeare’s 
dictum about the inability of the philo- 
sopher to endure toothache patiently 
, would be speedily falsified. Philosophy 
might j)erhaps have an occasional diffi- 
culty in listening to the receiving end 
5 of the instrument, but, on the whole, 
such an installation would tend ^ to 
3 mirthfulness and add to the drawing 
powers of the L.D.S. 

“Progressive Tooth Parties” might 
" easily become a popular form of enter- 
tainment. Persons would score accord- 
ing to the number and soundness of 
tbeir teeth, and any player who could 
® exhibit a complete set of thirty -two 
would take a prize with a “flush” or 
“comer,” or some such appropriate 
term. You would hold a “ jaw ” instead 
of a “hand,” and anybody revoking 
t-l would go straight to the qualified 
dealer’s chair and discard three teeth 
as a penalty there and then. We have 
here the nucleus of an entirely new 
_ and original pastime, which is surely 
)0 calculated to remove the stigma just 
laid on the British nation. 


Ars longa^ vita brevis. A Poacher’s Paradise. I 

To Stammerers. — Those who stammer About an Hour from Town. — Oharm- 
or are interested in the subject should read ing Bijou Residence . . grounds adjoin 
a Book by one who cured himseH after suf- a large pheasant preserve j owner going 
fering over 35 years. — Advt. in Standard, abroad. — Advt. in Standards 
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THE JUDGMENT OF PARIS. 

llahd. “Now, Me Sporty, supposing you were Paris, which op us three would you give the Ai>ple to?” 

Ur, S, {thinking he sees a hrllliant xcay out of a difficulty). “Well— you see— there’s such a bames^ess about you all ! ” 


PASSIVE RESISTANCE IN MUSIC. 

The recent decision of nineteen lead- 
ing musical publishers to cease publish- 
ing music, as a practical protest against 
the system of piracy now rampant in 
our midst, has been fraught with momen- 
tous results. A spirit of protest is in 
the air, and in almost every department 
of the musical world abrupt and uncom- 
promising resolutions are being taken. 

During Kubelik’s recent successful 
tournee in Spain, a Spanish journalist, in 
an otherwise eulogistic notice, introduced 
a disparaging reference to the famous 
virtuoso's illustrious twin offspring. He 
observed, “Kubelik is undoubtedly a 
very marvellous performer, but we 
should like to hear a little less of his 
twins and a little more of his fiddle.” 
Deeply wounded by this outrageous 
observation, the great violinist published 
a statement to the fact that unless the 
offending journahst committed liara-kvn 
within a fortnight, he (Kubelik) would 
have his hair cut in three months. The 
consternation that has been caused by 
this decision can better be ima^ned 
than described, especially when it is 
added that the journalist has refused to 


terminate his miserable existence, and, 
now six weeks after the offence, is still 
pursuing his usual avocations on the 
banks of the Guadalquivir. 

We understand that the continued 
popularity of the pianola and the ^amo- 
phone has led to a general strike on 
the part of the German bands in this 
metropolis. At a largely attended meet- 
ing held in Netting Dale on Thursday 
last, it was unanimously resolved by 
upwards of 400 Teutonic wind-instru- 
mentalists that, in view of the deplorable 
state of affairs created by the introduc- 
tion of mechanical appliances, and the 
ahocnce of any legislative restrictions 
calculated to abate the nuisance, the 
German bandsmen of London would for 
the present and until further notice cease 
entirely from any public performances 
in the” streets. It was further deter- 
anined to send a copy of the resolution 
to the German Ambassador, in the hope 
that diplomatic pressure might be 
brought to bear on the Liberal leaders 
eo as to secure a pledge of Protection for 
foreign street music as against the home- 
grown coimter-attraction. 

It is reported that Elorizel vont Reuter, 


the wonderful boy composer, conductor 
and violinist, exasperated by the com- 
petition of rival prodigies, has fonnaUy 
announced that if a single fresh wonder- 
child ventures to make his dehut during 
the forthcoming summer season, he 
(IYorizel von Reuter) wiU retire from 
public life until he is old enough to wear 
t:'--:-:.:-rS. 

Meanwhile, the suggestion has been 
made, and is widely supported in the 
best non-musical circles, that, as a 
protest against piracy, no music w’hat- 
ever should be played for twelve calen- 
dar months. Only thus, it is urged, 
can people be made to understand how 
monstrous are the enormities of the 
pirates. 

In this connection ive might remark 
that, a rumour having gained currency 
that literary copyright is also in a queer 
and questionable state, a number of 
authors have pledged themselves not to 
produce any new novels for a fortnight. 
Among those who refuse absolutely to 
sign this drastic agreement are Mi*. Le 
Queux, Mr. Richard hlARSH, “Lucas 
Oleeve,” Annie S. Swan, Mrs. L. T. 
Meade and Mr. Benry James. 
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AU PIED DE LA LETTRE. 


Buttons. “Please, ’ar, Cook sent me tip to clear the table 

[And he was oafrying oiit her i7istnietion8 as rapidly as possible. 


THE VIOm.WS WORLD. 

(\Vith acknoicledgments to “ Lorna ” of the 
British Weekly:^) 

Women on the Bench. 

The strange behaviour of the prisoner 
at tbe Leeds Assizes who, after being 
convicted of the theft of lOOO cigarettes, 
hurled a bottle at the head of the 
Recorder, furnishes a striking object 
lesson in the dangers to which women 
would be exposed if they were eligible 
to judgeships and other similar posts. 
Of course the difidculty could be got 
over by the use of a grille, but for my 
own part I never wish to be called upon 
to put on the black cap. 

A Gtraceful Compliment. 

I hear it on good authority that the 
■' Sisters Finney, whose wonderful natatory 
j exploits have recently caused such ex- 
;j citement at the Tivoli, have been elected 
;; honorary Asspciates of the Mermaid 
I Society. 


The Underground as a S-\natorium. 


The electrification of the Underground 
proceeds apace, but though the change 
is desirable on most grounds let us 
remember that, as Madame Sarah Grant) 
once wittily said, it is a good wind that 
blows nobody ill. The sulphurous atmo- 
sphere of the Underground, erroneously 
supposed to promote pulmonary dis- 
orders, is in I'eality so wholesome that 
the staff are believed never to suffer 
from consumption or bronchitis. Could 
not the Directors contrive, just for old 
sake’s sake, and in the interests of 
hygiene, to work one section of the line 
on the old system ? 

Old Marriage Customs. 

I The Bishop of Carlisle’s wish that 
there might he some means of punishing’ 
people who throw orange peel on the 
footpath reminds me to observe that; 
orange blossoms as an essential adjunct 
in bridal toilettes are decidedly going 
out of fashion. Another sign of the [ 


[times is the ahandoument of the old 
custom of pelting the departing couple 
with rice and old shoes. When Miss 
I Dorothy McMurdle, the charming 
' daughter of the Rev. Professor Hamish 
McMurdle, was married the other day, 
the absence of all missiles, granular and 
otherwise, was generally commented 
upon. 

The Revival of Bath Buns. 

I Quite one of the features of the winter 
I season has been the renewed popularity 
. and increased consumption of Bath buns. 
Lady hockey players, I am told on good 
authority, find them the most sustaining 
' form of refreshment after a hard match, 
i and in more than one photographic 
I gronp of hockey teams I have noticed 
I that some of the players were engaged 
I in munching their favourite comestible 
1 when the picture was taken. 


SMOKED BEAUTIES 

[“ la the sulphur that finds its way i id smoky 
chimneys into the air of London the secret of 
the London complexion? . . . Put a London 
girl beside a country girl, and ten cliances to 
I one the London girl’s complexion is the better." 
— Black and White.'] 

0 WIVES and maids of London Town 
Who value your complexions, 
Rejoice when “ blacks ” 

From chimney-stacks 
Fly out in all directions ! 

W’hat though the soot assoils your gowm ? 
j lu Black and White it’s hinted, 

I ’Tis flues that reek 

W’hich make your cheek 
So delicately tinted ! 

Though Beauty-Doctors boast their skiU, 
Have done with thena for ever 1 
The City’s gloom 
Will bring a bloom 
That beats their best endeavour ! 

Go forth and wander where you will, 
Unveiled and unenamelled — 

* Leave tender Time 

‘ And London grime 

^ To do their work untrammelled ! 


Heap up your fires (though coals are dear) 
And make the heavens duller ! 

Let London choke 
In smuts and smoke- — 

They beautify your colour ! 

And if your men-folk interfere 
With rash, sulphuric speeches 
You need not care, 

The worse the air, 

The more you’ll look like Peaches !• 


Turnixig Turtle. | 

From the Standard : — i 

The Third Baltic Squadron, tinder Admiral 1 
n nt ^'BpJ[0!^sei pqi'ss ^jiooivooaijj^ 
direction tinder perfect conditions.” 

Th^ second line looks very ominous. 
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SMALL PEOFIT, QUICK EETUEN. 

Beothee B-lp-e. “ WHAT, BEOTHEE, B.ACK TO THE FOLD SO SOON ? ” 

Missioneb J-s-ph. “WELL, DO YOU KNOW IT HAS BEEN BOENE IN UPON MB THAT ODE SUCCESS WILL BE 
MORE COMPLETE THE LONGER IT IS DELAYED I ” llronical cheers from the Cassowaries, 

[La. Hs speech of April 12, which has heen interpreted as “a tactical withdrawal to Mr. Bi.LFOtrR*s hase,” Mr. Cha^-erlat^t said, I hope 
the great Liberal Uiuomst Organisation will not be cast down by any opposition or temporary check, but that they will pursue this great 
policy to a success which will be the more complete tiie longer it is dedayed.”] 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Extracted from the Dilry of Toby, M,P. 



E^STER AEFINITIES; OE, IMPROBABLE ARRANGEMENTS FOR THE HOLIDAYS. 

[Our Artist hears, on authority -which he has every reason to douht, that Mr. Wanklyn and :fc. Winston ChurchiU OTopose to spend &e 
holidays together in Paris studying the subterranean “oubliettes’* recently devised for President Loubet and the Frencli -l^stry .y 
Bonapartist conspirators, with a view to similar constructions at Westminster. Lord Hugh Cecil, says the same authority, goes t 'j Ju-g .Dur\- 
for Easter Recess as the guest of Mr. Chamberlain, while Mr. John Redmond and Lord Rosebery, who are quite inseparable of late, pay 
a round of visits together in Nationalist circles in Ireland.] 


House of GommonSj Monday, April 10. 
— Time was, within memory of many I 
seated here this afternoon, when Budget 
Night was the central attraction of the 
Session. Every Bench was filled ; side 
galleries were peopled ; a throng of late- 
comers were content to stand through 
succeeding hours at the Bar. There 
were giants in those days. Dizzy, 
Gladstone, Lowe, Jokim and Squire of 
Malwood fiUed in turn office of Chan- 
cellor of the Exchequer. To-day, by 
strange concatenation of circumstance, 
Son Austen finds himself thrust to the 
front with mission to bend the how of 
Ulysses. 

Achieved his task admirably. Arnold- 
Forster, taking a day off, marvelled how 
a Minister coidd speak for hour and a 
half and so rarely employ first person 
singular. As the Member for Sark says, 
there was compensatory action. If 
Chancellor of Exchequer did not supply 
many i’s to dot, he crossed off twopence 
from his Tea. 

In current circmnstances this a bold 
thing to do. Surplus seemed in amount 
specially designed to permit of reduction 
of Income Tax by what Mr. Mantalini 
was accustomed to aUude to as a 
“ demnition copper.’’ Income-tax payer, 
IssAOHAR among bondsmen to the Ex- 
chequer — “ a strong ass couching down 


between two burdens,” Direct and 
Indirect Taxation — ^was last year defim- 
tively, unreservedly, promised this relief. 
Jn time of what I^rd Chancellor would 
call “ a sort of peace,” Austen had clapped 
on a penny to an already insufferable 
burden. 

“But only for a year,” he airily 
explained. “Very first time I find a 
penny in my pocket, will give it you 
back with thanks.” 

Here was the penny and a comfortable 
sum to carry over after its repayment. 
With Dissolution imminent worth while 
mollifying that multitudinous elector, 
the Income-tax payer. If ever there was 
certainty on eve of Budget it prevailed 
this morning. 

Son Austen, however, withstood temp- 
tation. Waving the banner of sound 
finance, he insisted that first thing to 
do is to pay off your debts. So he 
set aside a million in augmentation of 
Sinking Fund desired for wiping off 
National Debt. Eesidue not sufficing to 
meet amount involved in remission of 
penny on Income Tax, he knocked off 
2d. a pound from tax on Tea. 

Everything comes to the man who 
waits. To the Income-tax payer, long 
waiting for remission of his burden, 
there comes rebuff. Charles Lamb used 
to say that if he was habitually late in 


turning up at his desk at the India 
Office he made up for it by going away 
early. Thus the Income-tax payer, the 
first citizen on whom a Chancellor of 
Exchequer in need of funds preys, is, 
when pressure slackens, the last to be 
relieved. 

That a matter of policy. , Its adoption 
just now not lacking in heroism. As 
to the speech and its delivery, both 
excellent. Conscious of the shadows 
of the giants of other days looming 
in the historic Chamber, Son Austen 
wisely refrained from suggesting com- 
parison with their larger manner. He 
made no effort to rise to height of 
eloquence such as Mr. G. was wont to 
revel in when expounding his Budget ; 
nor did he beautify his speech by quota- 
tion from the classics as was Bob Lowe’s 
wont. He had a scheme to expound, 
a message to deliver. That was his 
appointed work; he accompli^ed it 
with a modesty and lucidity that dis- 
armed captious criticism. 

Business done . — ^Budget introduced. 

Tuesday nig/it.— I^rst allotted day for 
debate on Budget, a little affair involviag 
expenditure of £142,000,000. Might be 
supposed benches would be crowded by 
representatives of the people who find 
the money. As matter of fact, debate 
carried on, with contribution of speech 
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Ircnn C^nANCELLori nr the ExurEQLEE, in 
presence of less tlian a quoriiin. 

C\)unter-attraction prevailing in Toni- 
niittee Rourn upstairs. Twf>pence in the 
puiiinl oiF tea ; a million set aside to ])ay 
off old scores iiicuiTod on account of 
short-wiglited jam, guns that mmldn't 
tire, and horses no man cared to remount ; 
disappointment of Income-tax payer at 
non-fulfilment of pledge solemnly given 
a year ago — these tilings nought by 
comparison with the heroic self-devotion 
of William Arrol, Knight. 

I Pity the story must needs be told in 
i prose. Poignant sorrow that the pen 
I which recorded in deathless verse the' 
! early matrimonial processes of Young, 
j Jjochlnvar has been laid down. The, 
I'lald facts are that the wedding day of 
the sexagenarian knight coincided with 
an hour of peril for the Government.; 
I Amendment moved to the Address 
! threatening its existence; the price of 
every vote above rubies. A prosaic 
person would either have put off his 
wedding or snapped his fingers at the 
Ministerial Whip. The man who flung 
‘ a bridge across the Firth of Forth, and 
! tamed the turliiilent Tay with girdle of 
iron rose high above conventionalities. 

Tlte peculiar, apparently insuperable, 
difficulty lay in the fact that the wedding 
bells were appointed to ring in far-off 
Ayr, nearly a ten hours’ journey by rail. 
But the tiling could he done, and the 
brisk bridegroom decided it should be. 
Train leaves Ayr at 1.5 p.m. ; due at 
Euston 10.45; division not expected 
much before midnight. 

Xo momentary enthusiasm should in- 
duce omission of acknowledgment of 
the advantages the resources of ciidlisa- 
tion provide in these interesting cases, 

I Young Loehinvar was, for different 
I reasons, hurried into preparations to get 
I away with the lady he was resolved to 
make Mrs. L. Through all the wide 
border his steed was the best ; but its 
pace could not compare with that of| 
the Scotch express, with accompanying I 
luxuries of reserved compartment, 
luncheon hamper, tea basket, generously 
spread dinner table, and the brougham 
awaiting arrival at Euston Station. 

Nevertheless, the Ayrshire knight’s 
achievement a notable one. The train 
was punctual ; the brougham attendant; 
the blushing bride compliant with the 
call of duty, trumpet-toned from the lips 
of Empire. Arriving breathless in the 
Lobby, he was in time to vote in the 
division, “and,” as Pepys wrote on 
many pages of diary recording less 
heroic deeds day by day, “so home to 
supper.” 

This afternoon something like two 
hundred Members assembled in Com- 
mittee Room upstairs to present the 
bridegroom with token of their admira- 
tion. Prixce Artkcr presided, making 


a speech that moved some of the younger 
unmarried men to tears ^ Then, as at 
Austerlitz and Wagram Napoixon with 
his own hand pinned the cross of the 
Legion of Honour on the breast of a 
gatlant comrade, Prince Arthur, preserv- 
ing his gravity to the last, handed to 
the indomitable bridegroom a silver 
mug on which was inscnhvd record of 
his derring-do. 

Acland-Hood hears that, since the 
movement was set on foot which cul- 
minated in to-day’s proceedings, quite a 
number of marriages have been armnged 
by Members of the Party, varying in 
age from 25 to 70. ■ 

Business done . — Tea Resolutions in 
Budget scheme carried. 

Friday night . — During a week daily 
devoted to discussion of Budget scheme 










I I i ^ 

i I ; s 




A PiST Master in Budgets. 

J okim in the Peers’ Gallery. 

(Viscount G-sch-n.) 

Members have been conscious of a great 
gap on Front Opposition Bench. It is 
the first time these twenty years that 
on Budget Night, and at subsequent 
stages of the Bill, the stately figure of 
the Squire of Malwood has not stood 
at the Table, cheers and laughter follow- 
ing on his sharp criticism. Sometimes 
it has fallen to his lot to frame and 
introduce the Budget ; notably one that, 
as he used humorously, with under- 
current of bitterness, to complain, enabled 
Don Jos^ and his colleagues to carry on 
the war in the Transvaal, with its accom- 
panying colossal extravagances in the 
Equipment and Stores Departments. 

Orly last year the Squire was at his 
post, failing in strength, broken in 
voice, bravely conscious of the coining 
end. On Budget night Jokim, enthroned 
in seat in Peers’ Gallery associated 
through many years with the pleasant 


presence of the Sovereign who was then 
Prince of Wales, listened with satisfaction 
to Son Austen making his second effort, i 
recognising in it a vast stride since the 
first essay. Ritchie, making his re- 
appearance on the Parliamentary scene 
after a bereavement in which he had the | 
sjTiipathy of the whole House, shrank 
to a back bench. On a corner seat 
behind Treasury Bench another veteran 
ex-Chancellor of the Exchequer, bight 
St. Michael and all Angels (so called 
from angelic sweetness of temper), 
listened approvingl}\ 

But on Budget nights or other nights 
the Squire of Malwood’s place knows 
him no more. 

Business done. —Land Values Assess- 
ment Bill. 

THE TWO VOICES. 

I said unto Myself : “ ’Tis ten 
And after, and the sons of men 
Have long been going to and fro. 

Get up and toil. You ought, you know.” 

But thus Myself did make reply : 

“You know you’re just as glad as I 
That we ’re still comfy here in bed. 

You get such notions in your head ! ” 

But I replied : “ 0 hapless one, 

Where are your childhood’s morals gone? 
The man that does not early rise 
Grows neither rich, nor well, nor wise ! ” 

But he : “ Much stock I never took 
In maxims from the copy-book : 

Howe’er sublime and true they be 
They’re quite devoid of charm for me.” 

And I undaunted : “ Is the day 
A thing for slaves to snore away ? 

Think how upon some upland lawn 
The smiling rosy-fingered dawn ” 

But he : “ The day begins at ten, 

And even later now and then : 

The sun can work itself, and dew 
’s a thing I’ve never taken to.” 

And I : “ Incorrigibly bad ! ” 

And he : “ Precisely ! Aren’t you glad ! ”' 
And then, the daily battle o’er, 

We slumbered noonwards as of vore ! 


Galloping Consumption. — That the 
habit of water-drinking, like other good 
things, may^ be carried to excess, is 
shown by a" case to which notice has 
been called by the Directors of the Sutton 
District Water Company. These gentle- 
men have recently issued a circular, in 
which they complain of “ a Consumer,” 
who had been “ found to be taking water 
through his Hose and Sprinkler con- 
tinuously night and day for some time . 
during last summer at the rate of no less 
than 600 gallons per honr, to the serious 
inconvenience and detriment of his neigh- 
bours. 
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THE LATEST HUNTING CASUALTY. 

SoEHE — The last Meet of the Season. Ijocal Photographer engaged for the occasion. 

Awful hesuit of a. well-meaning but misguided person, behind the Photographer, holloing "Tally-ho!” just at the oritioal moment.' 
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A BEGGAR FOR “ BART’S/' 

Rarely does it liappen, and then 
only on a very exceptional occasion | 
when urgency is pleaded on behalf i 
of some charitable object whose - 
merit is undeniable, and its immi- ! 
nent need unquestionable, that ! 
Punch stands in the market place, ' 
cap in hand, an importunate beg- 1 
gar. In this guise Punch i 
now addresses one and aU, adding i 
liis voice to swell and strengthen | 
the appeal, now being widely and , 
powerfully made, for immediate - 
I assistance to be given to the ancient Hospital known as St. 
i Bartholomew’s, or more familiarly, Bart’s.” ; 

I Not only is this appeal addressed primarily, as is fitting | 
! it should be, to the Citizens of London, but it is made to all, ' 
I whoever or wherever they may be, whose purses, whether j 
I quite full or only fairly well -filled, are readily open toj 
i every honest appeal for ahns, especially when the gift is to 1 
benefit those indicated to us by Providence as fit objects of ■ 
our active compassion. Many, out of their wealth or moderate | 
means, will gladly seize this opportunity for benefiting! 
themselves, as they will benefit others, by their unstinting j 
charity, and not a few, whose means are scarcely adequate to 1 
supply their own wants, may earn the reward that follows 
upon any self-sacrifice, however slight it may be, that adds a 
mite to the general fund of Five Hundred Thousand Pounds, 
the sum absolutely regidved for the erection of the newj 
buildings which will insure the effective continuance and. 
full development of the inestimable services the Hospital! 
of St. Bartholomew has hitherto rendered to the sick poor | 
who resort to it for relief. 

The Hospital, which has had eleven Kings for its Nursing 
Fathers, is under the highest patronage, the Prince of Wales 
being its present Piesident, in succession to his Royal father 
who, after holding the oflSce for thirty-four years, is now, as 
Patron, evincing the warmest interest in its welfare, a fact 
that will go far to amend the grievous wrong done by that 
rapacious monarch Henry the Eighth, who seized upon its 
revenues, and held them for ten years, when, on certain con- 
ditions, the Hospital came into its own again, and the City of 
London restored it to something approaching its former good 
estate. 

Let all give ; let Colonial donors join with their brethren 
at home,^ for aU are interested. St. Bartholomew’s is a 
national institution, not merely a local charity. There has 
been no extravagance, no mismanagement, and the Mansion 
House Committee of Inquiry has placed upon record their 
opinion “that the administration of the Hospital has been 
conducted by the Governors in a wise and enlightened 
spirit, with a due regard to economy, and in the best interests 
of the patients.” 

For more than a century and a half no apjpeal for public 
aid has been made by St. Bartholomew^ s. So now that it is 
made, says Mr. Punch, let it be responded to with such 
thoroughgoing generosity as may prevent “ Bart’s ” asking 
for another penny for the next two or three hundred years 
to come. 

iDonations should he sent to the Bight Eon, Lord Ludlow, 
Treasurer, St. BaHholomew's Hospital, London, E.G. Cheques 
should be crossed the ^^Banh of England.^'] 


First Workman {on Budget night). What ’s ofE, Mate?- 
Second Workman, Tea. 

F,W, Ho ! Thought it would have been off the Death. 
S, W. Well, anyhow, it won’t worry me and you. 


A DRAMA OF DRUGS, 

(A hopeful anticipation in view of the lamentable decline of Tragedy ) 

Behold a slump ! Our artless problem plays 
And melodramas have become monotonous ; 

And yet the Tragic Muse her chance delays, 
Melpomene appears to have forgotten us. 

But why ? The pushful temper of the time 
]^ows of a remedy for every fracture ; 

One that would save this really quite sublime 
Department of poetic manufacture. 

Our Posters tell by many a painted lure 
How nobly Art to useful aims is rising ; 

Our Daily Press proclaims that Literature 
Lives as a medium for Advertising. 

Then why not Tragedy? The serious Stage 
Is little suited to an idle mummer ; 

Let Actors learn the Spirit of the Age, 

And lend their talents to the rdle of drummer.” 

The medicine-quack shall draw his crowded house 
Duly promoting Drama and Digestion, 

And prove the pathos of perverted nous : — 

“ To buy — but what to buy? that is the question.” 

And lo ! the future hero. Not for him 
Your ancient war of Human Will with Ate ; 

A cosmic “Force,” a transcendental “Vim,” 

WiU furnish motives more supremely weighty. 

The plot win thicken when his soul rejects 
A Cereal Breakfast with untimely loathing ; 

The grim denoflment come when he neglects 
A purchase of Hygienic Underclothing. 

He shall not move in murder or divorce, 

But passions equally intense, though quiet : 

His struggles of repentance and remorse 
WiU follow on a misdirected diet. 

He ’U read the moral, “ Do as ye are bid ; 

Man must obey : another time perhaps you ’ll 

Sever the Printed Notice from the Lid, 

And not forget the Caution on the Capsule.” 

TiU finally, — ^when fools alone deny 
That Life depends on patent foods and potions — 

The Tragedy of Trade shall “ purify 
By means of Fear and Pity our emotions.” 


THE MOST YOUTHFUL HAMLET AND THE 
ARTFUL OPHELIA. 

“ To be or not to be ” is the anxious question for a npw 
Hamlet. What of the old tradition shall he retain and what 
discard? Thoughtful and intelligent student of his art, 
H. B. Irving has decided well and wisely, in my humble 
opinion, both as to the amount of ancient tradition he has 
retained, and as to the novel aspect in which he wishes to 
represent this much-discussed and — ^to many— still strangely 
puzzKng character. 

Hamlet is a young man fresh from the University of. 
Wittenberg, where he may have taken his degree, or, being- 
a Royalty, may have had it conferred upon him ; and pre- 
sumably, by academical computation, he may be, by a year or 
so, the senior of his cequalis Horatio (surname unknown), who 
is older than Hamlet by some four years and is still at 
College, having delayed to take his degree ; or perhaps he 
may be holding a scholarship. So far this is according to 
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an Oxford and Cambridge measure; just as in our time liis 
Majesty, wdien Prince of Wales, was an undergraduate, and 
liad with him an Horatio or two, somewhat older than 
I himself . But at Wittenberg, as at Heidelberg and similar 
; foreign universities, an undergraduate frequently has his 
semi-military duties to perfonn, for which he must absent 
, himself from College for certain definite periods, and, 
i desirous of an extension of leave, he may be able, as at an 
I English University, to obtain an ‘ ‘ exeat ” from his tutor. Such 
an academical ticket-of-leave as I am supposing would pre- 
cisely satisfy the “truant disposition” of Horatio^ and account 
for his presence at Elsinore. 

Now Horatio speaks of his Prince, his College chum, as 
'‘young Hamlet y Nothing more natural in an elder, who 
has arrived at being a “ scholar ” of his College, when 
ordinarily mentioning the youthful sprig of royalty who had 
been confided to his care, and to whom he, being to a 
certain extent his responsible guardian, had become sincerely 
attached. 

By the way, that he should be a “scholar” would render 
his obtaining an “ exeat ” in term time all the more feasible, 
and if he be a Bachelor he is free to do as he likes, needing 
no “caseat.” Of course it may be the long vacation, and 
Hamlet, who has been down some time and who has had 
more serious matters to occupy 
his mind, may have forgotten 
the fact, I do not suppose that 
Shakspeabe troubled himself 
much about such details. But 
some of us like to explain 
Shakspeare to himself. 

Be this academical theory 
as it may, Horatio turns up 
accidentally at Elsinore, and 
Hamlet heartily welcomes his 
greatest friend, who is pro- 
bably some years his senior. 

What age then does this give 
Hamlet i and what Horatio? 

Handet is eighteen or nine- 
teen, Horatio is twenty-two, 

Ophelia just on seventeen — 
sweet but sly ; while the vain 
and weak Queen, who married when she was about nineteen, 
is a very well-preserved woman of thirty-nine, of consider- 
able personal attraction, specially for the elderly, unprincipled 
and uxorious uncle, Claudius. 

Now here you have just the cast of Hamlet as it is now 
given at the Adelphi. Miss Chester represents the very sort 
of Queen indicated above, a good-looking, fond, foolish, and 
somewhat skittish matron. 

The Ophelia of Miss Lily Brayton is a thoroughly natural 
representation of the clever young lady-in-waiting, who will 
not — she feels certain — have to wait long before a morganatic 
marriage between herseK and the youthful Prince becomes 
inevitable. When tliis apparent certainty, for which she has 
lived and loved, is blown to fragments by the act of her 
lover in killing her father, her life is a blank; she realises 
the inner meaning of Hamlet's previous hint as to her 
seeking retirement in a nunnery, and, in a second, her health 
is shattered, her brain is turned, she becomes a Madge 
Wildfire, and an irresponsible suicide; though, after her 
death, the fact of her irresponsibility, strange to say, has 
evidently not been made clear to ecclesiastical authority. 
Her untimely end impels Hamlet to confess his deep passion 
for the unfortunate Ophelia to his confidential friend Horatio. 

H. B. Irving’s Hamlet is the very young Prince who would 
have devoted his whole life to Ophelia had not his “noble 
nnnd,” first unhinged by his suspicions as to the tragic 
circumstances of his father’s death, been completely “o’er- 


thrown” by the supernatural confirmation of his doubts ' 
revealed by the "honest” Ghost. i 

111 this performance at the Adelphi, the contrast between | 
the real and sham lunacy is brought out into bold relief * i 
Hamlet pretends to be mad ; OpjJielia is genuinely mad j 
Hamlet has one fixed idea ; Ophelia's ideas are a kaleido- : 
scopic muddle. And there is another strong contrast, between 
Hamlet as a young inexperienced conspirator, and the King, 
his uncle, as an old hand at Machiavellian plots. 

Mr. Oscar Asche as the wily, sensual Claudius, a thorough 
faux honhomme, is in every way the very opposite of Hamlet. 
If indeed one could realise Hamlet as Shakspeare liimself 
describes him, by the mouth of his mother, the Queen, as 
“fat and scant of breath,” then, had he survived the killing of 
his loved Ophelia's father and brother, and of his own uncle, 
and the spectacle of his mother dying of poison, he himself 
might have developed into a Claudius with improved methods, 
in which case Messieurs Bosencrants and Guildenstern would 
have had a bad time of it. 

Mr. H. B. Irving shows us Hamlet as the inexperienced 
youth, who, feeling he has a mission to set things right, 
lacks the means to the end. Sometimes he boyislily 
chucks all these bothers aside, and, when one of his seriously 
intended practical jokes — such as is “the play” — succeeds 

beyond lus most sanguine 
expectations, his waving of 
arms, his delight, his shout- 
ing and almost capering, are 
such exuberant expressions of 
triumph as might be e\dnced 
by a public-school boy at 
Lord’s after liis own side had 
won a match. With this con- 
ception of juvenility H. B. 
Irving’s Hamlet is consistent 
throughout; and indeed this 
theory seems to afford the only 
rational explanation of the 
character’s extravagances. He 
is a very youthful student of 
the elements of philosophy ; he 
crudely reproduces what he 
has rapidly read ; lie has 
yielded to a strong passion for the captivating Ophelia, 
which passion she has encouraged ; and it would have 
developed into true love but for her shallow duplicity (she 
is as sly and as stupid as her father in this respect), which 
Hamlet detects and with boyish brutahty resents. Ophelia's 
madness, as depicted by Miss Lily Brayton, tells the whole 
story of the Prince’s amour. But that, in the earlier scenes 
when she is sane, this Ophelia lacks the note of tenderness, 
even of artfuUy simulated tenderness, it would have been 
throughout a striking performance. 

Mr. Lyaix Swete is not “the tedious old fool ” at Court, nor 
is he the wise parent at home that Polonius ought to be. 
The consequence is that the contrast between his obsequious 
courtliness and his admirable advice to his son Laertes, is 
not as marked as it should be. “ Pity ’tis, ’tis true.” 

The stage -management, if generally good, in several 
important scenes might have been very much better. 


“ Whaur’s your Wullie? ” &c. — We are glad to know that 
the question of the authorship has been settled, once for 
all, by the St. John's Wood Advertiser. Hamlet," it says, 
“ hy Mr. Oscar Asche, is the event of the week.” It further 
goes on to say, very graciously, that St. John’s Wood 
“has an interest in this play,” derived from Mr. Asohe’s 
residence in the neighbourhood. Happy Wood that boasts 
so stout an Ash ! 
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WHEN MACCALLUM SLEEPS! 

“ Sleep is to a man what winding up is to a clock ,” — Schoperihauer 

I HAVE lieard the lion roaring, I have heard a drowning yell, 

But to hear MAcCALira snoring is a sound a’ by itsel’, 

As it comes from depths unfathomed at the evening’s gentle 
close, 

For 1L\cCallu3j’s nasal organ diapasons from his toes ; 

And like infant peals of thunder with a rumbling choked 
and vile, 

Is the great MacCallevi’s slumber — Champion Snore)' of Argyle. 

I have heard the rock-bound coast-line booming back the 
angry sea, 

And a can of shaken chuckies,’*’' — they are music matched 
tvith thee, 

As thy lusty leathery larynx grinds a pandemonic noise 

Till each bone ^rithin thy framework holds a trembling 
equipoise. 

I have watched thy heart, j\IacCalluh, and have watched it 
with a snule, 

Like a plumber fora burst pipe— 'Champion Snorer of Argyle. 

In the sound of wild Kilbrannan, -where the whales and 
pellocks play, 

There is always storm at midnight, though there may be 
calm aU day ; 

Where the storm comes from we know not, any more than ! 
where it goes, i 

But there ’s deep suspicion pointing to the great MacCallum’s 
nose ; 

For from caverns in his bosom to his loft and peristyle 

Gusty breezes start in tumult — Champion Snorer of Argyle. 

Years ago the mighty Callum “at the herring” made a pile, 

And he built a solid dwelling, in the best masonic style; 

But it soon became a ruin, Callum razed it with a snore ; 

Now his soporific murmurs are conducted on its floor. 

mr 1.1 , . 


Pebbles. 


POST-OFFICE TRIUMPHS. 

From the latest batch of examples of the inspired sagacity 
of the officials at St. Martin’s-le-Grand in elucidating cryptic 
addresses we select a few of the more tremendous feats. 

A letter was recently posted at Edinburgh addressed to 
Mr. Broad Rick of Hindustan, England’s Capital. 

Will it be believed that after several weeks of zealous enter- 
prise the Post Office officials were able to deliver it safe and 
sound to the Secretary for India ? Broad Rick meant Brod- 
rick ; Hindustan was a clue to the particular Brodrick who 
was meant, and England’s Capital, aftei; some study, was 
revealed as London. 

At a telegraph office in Eastcheap the other day a poor 
Portuguese handed in a message which ran thus : “ Is are 8.” 
For hours and hours the entire staff battled with these words 
rather than send them off. At last they were rewarded. 
The foreigner meant, ^^It’s all right.” The telegram was 
then sent, but, unfortunately, was too late to serve its purpose. 
None the less the shi*ewdness of the Post Office was abun- 
dantly illustrated. 

A little -while ago a letter bearing the Russian stamp 
reached London addressed to 

Nine feet eight, The Circus, London. 

There vms a puzzle worth thinking about. But nothing is 
too hard for St. Martin’s-le-Grand. The sleuth hounds set to 
work, and in a fortnight or so the missive was placed satis- 
factoriiy in the hands of the Russian Giant at the Hippodrome, 
whose height is nine feet eight inches to the tick. 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

In Coventry Patmore^ latest addition to Hodder and 
Stoughton’s “Literary Lives,” Mr. Edmuiu) Gosse presents 
an interesting study of one man and much poetry. He has 
at his finger ends the work of all the masters of verse, and 
his allusiveness makes charming reading. Probably there 
are few, if any, who, in these days when Mr. Alfred Austin 
is Poet Laureate, read Patmore. Mr. Gosse, loyal friend, 
admiring chi’onicler, admits as mucli. Under shelter of this 
confession my Baronite ventures to confess that he never 
succeeded in the attempt to read The Angel in the House 
aU through. Terrible to teU, this, the most popular and 
most ambitious of the poet’s work, occasionally reminded 
him of Mr. Tupper at his best. The reminiscence comes back 
in reading the passages quoted in this volmne. It reached, 
we are told, a sale of a quarter of a miUion copies. In that 
competition Mr. Tupper won by a long neck. There is 
nothing more comforting in a wide range of amiable house- 
holds than conviction of really understanding and enjoying 
reflections and observations printed in the same form as the 
outponring of Sheltjsy, Keats, or Wordsworth. M. Jourdain’s 
shriU delight at discovering he had all his life been talking 
prose is poor compared with the pleased consciousness that 
suffuses the being of Mr. and Mrs. Allchtoken when, on quiet 
Sabbath afternoons they, soothingly stirred in somnolence, 
find they are enjoying poetry. That Coventry Patmore, in 
spite of The Angel in the House, had the soul and touch of 
the poet is testified by two chaining odes, quotation of 
which enriches the volume. One is “ The Toys,” the other 
“The Azalea.” Like Patmore’s better known work they 
are domestic in their topic but exquisite in workmanship. 
Several portraits of a pragmatical personality, taken at different 
periods of a quarrelsome career, add interest to the book. 

The Baron wiU not in the least discount the absorbing 
interest that every reader will take in the strange story by 
Mr. Harris Burland, entitled Dr. Silex O^ard, Lock & Co.), 
when he expresses his weU-founded opinion that those who 
love such adventures as are described in the works of Jules | 
Verne, Robert' Stevenson, Victor Hugo, Rider Haggard, and ' 
Anthony Hope, wiU revel in this strikingly original and 
pqwerfuUy-written romance. ^ The author has given free 
reins to his imagination, his uncurbed Pegasus gallops 
straight ahead, clearing aU obstacles; and his rider’s difficulty 
must have been to determine the exact point where the fiery 
steed should be brought to a halt. From the first moment 
of the reader’s being brought under the mysterious influence 
of the gentle yet awe-inspiring heroine, he becomes her bond- 
slave, the zealous partisan of her cause whatever it may he, 
and ready to do or die that “She who must be obeyed ” may 
be placed upon the tliroiie of her ancestors. In spite of his 
enthusiasm the Baron ventures to deprecate the dSnoHment, 
as he, being the heroine’s devoted follower, would not have 
allowed this sweet lady’s fair fame to have been ever so lightly 
touched by the faintest breath of calumny, and still less 
would he have permitted her to 
own its truth. This is a pity : 
hut ’tis too late to alter it, too 
late to deny the lady’s solemn 
asseveration. To do this effec- 
tively would require another 
volume. It may be that the 
Baron is too sentimental. Let 
those who, follo^ying his advice, 
read this book, judge for them- 
selves, and, be their decision 
what it may, they wiU thank 
him for this recommendation 
of Dr. Silex. 


BARON 



B.-W. 
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I SPRING-CLEANING HINTS. 

(With aeknoicledgmente to the “ Woi'Id 
and his TTz/e.”) 

How TO MAKE Old Pictures look New. 

Many hoiises have pictures darkened 
with age which only need a little drastic 
treatment to make them as fresh and 
bright as new oleographs. ^ The surface 
should first be soaked in a strong 
solution of hydrochloric acid and then 
nibbed with an old nail-brush. Any 
paint that should chance to be removed 
can easily be supplied by a local artist 
for a few pence. We heard of a Sir 
Joshua Reynolds which was treated like 
this the other day in its ower’s absence, 
and on his return was mistaken by him 
for a Christmas supplement. 

To EEVi\Ti Kid. 

Give the kid a stiff brandy-and-soda. 

A PRETTY USE FOR OlD BoOTS. 

It is a mistake to throw away old 
boots as useless, or to waste them on 
newly married couples. A most charaa- 
ing effect can be obtained by planting 
a fern in the heel and hanging the boot 
from the ceiling in the window. Any 
kind of fern will do. 

To REMOVE Stains on the Ceilino. 

The best thing to do is to re-white- 
wash the whole surface, which is done 
by lying on one’s back on the top of the 
bookshelves and dabbing away steadily. 
But if the stain still shows through it is 
best to spill water systematically on the 
floor of the room above until you have 
stained the ceiling uniformly, leaving 
it a russet brown. After all, why should 
ceilings be white ? 

To REDDEN Lobster. 

Take a saucepan of boiling water and 
plunge the lobster in. It will emerge 
quite red and lovable. 

To renovate Black Lace. 

Wash in beer, beat betw^een the folds 
of a linen cloth, and, when nearly dry, 
iron with a cool (not cold) iron. It is 
not advisable to drink the beer unless 
you are very thirsty. Good housewives 
find a way of getting it back into the 
kitchen cask. 

To REMOVE Ink Stains from the Ringers. 

PiU your mouth with spirits of salt 
and then suck the fingers thoroughly. 

To REMOVE Stained Patches from the 
Wall Paper. 

This cannot be done. The only things 
to *do are (a) re-paper entirely, or (b) 
re-arrange the frumiture to hide the 
places. 

To REVIVE Ostrich Feathers. 
^iSoak the feathers in the best Austra- 
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EJUSDEM GENERIS. 

Farincr^s DaiigMer (to Faster Eoliday cyclist, xdho has jiist finished dririkiny a glass of 
shimmed milk). “Would you like some more?” 

Johnnie. “Er — ^NO, tiianks — er— I shouldn’t like to deprive you of it.” 

Farmer's Baiigliter. “ Oh, don’t mention it. We give it all to the oalybs.” 

lian wine (Emu brand), and then bury thrust the collar between the bars of the 
them up to the hilt in ihe sand. If the grate. 

feathers still remain unconscious apply 


^ hot-water bottle. 

To extricate Moth from Fur. 


Stimulate the moths by smelling-salts, • 


Commercial Candour once more. 
From an Advertisement in the Daily 


and when they begin to show signs of 
activity remove the furs into a dark room 
lit by several strong wax candles. The 
moths wiU immediately quit the furs 
and rush into the flames of the candles. 


The 3/- TWEEDS which we are selling at 
PEE l/3i YAED 
Will only last this week. 


To REMOVE Marmalade from Velvet. The risk that one runs of being 
immerse in a lather of white soap in identified by inscriptions on one’s cloth- 
hot water, and, after rinsing and dabbing is once more proved in the case of 
firmly for five minutes, apply henzohne ^ supposed thief of the name of Hanson, 
with a nutmeg-grater. If the marmalade who seems to have left an article of 
then refuses to go, send for the pohee. d^*ess behind him while in the act of 

making off with a sporting dog. A 
How to light a Fire with Celluu)id Yorkshire paper puhliAes the following 
Collars. ^ ^ reference to titiis episode ; — 

Heat the collar over a gas jet until it Lost, Black Eetriever ; detainer prosecuted; 
begins to crack, then apply a fusee and name on collar— “ Hanson ; ” reward. 


VOL. OXXYm. 




PIPfCn OE THE LONDON CHAEIVAEI. [Atm. 26. 1905. 

PLACANDA EST CHICAGO. 

[Mr. Heset James, who is on a risit to his native : 

beou revising his estimate of the inhahitante, is report^ to have 
expressed the opinion that the American girl kcks elusiveness. It i 
said that Chicago Society partcularly resents this remark, and is p 
paring a warm reception for its gifted, autnor j 

0 Besry James, this is a shock I 

One has to pay for being fair, 

But yon have dealt a nastier knock 

Than we have ever had to bear ! 

Critics, who like an easy prey, 

Have been from time to time abusive, 

But none, till now, was known to say 

The Gibsoit girl is not elusive. 

We therefore wish to have a few 

Plain, hut emphatic, words with you. 

Envy of our unrivalled race 

May prompt the alien’s vulgar sneer : 

“ It is her fortune, not her face, 

That captivates the British Peer ; ” 

But here is one of Western birth, 

Though stamped with various foreign stigmas, 
Who doubts that we, of all the ^rth, 

Present the most profound enigmas ! 

We take the view that this is not 

Becoming in a patriot. 

Nurtured within the Eagle’s nest, 

From babyhood you must have heard 

How many features we possessed 

Common to that elusive bird ; 

Brought up beneath the Stars and Stripes 
(Another strangely subtle symbol). 

You knew by heart the type of types, ^ 

How fine its nerve, its brain how nimble ; 

(No true American is hhnd 

To oux agility of mind). 

Yet you, whose art has nobly earned 

The right of being misconstrued, 

Allege that we have never learned 

That primal law : TJiou slialt elude ! 

Master of riddles most obscure, 

Expert in periphrastic fiction, 

Whose devious characters abjure 

A too pellucid style of diction — 

Could it escape you, Heisiit James, 

That we can play those little games ? 

Perhaps your brain was overwrought 

With analysing woman’s lore 

Over in London, where you caught 

That British brogue we so deplore ; 

Well, anyway, when you appear, 

We have a word to say in season, 

And, speaking for the hemisphere, 

Will see that you recant your treason, 

And own that what you said in haste 

Betrayed a lamentable taste. 

We shah not hug you, cheek to cheek 
(Our way with heroes as a rule), 

But make you sit, demure and meek, 

Upon the penitential stool ; 

And ah Chicago’s pure Hite 
(No other set is so exclusive) 

Wih ask you from the judgment seat, 

Are we, or are we not, duswe 9 

And you, before that awful bar, 

Wih say, You are ! Of course you are 1 0. S. 

WATER ON THE BRAIN. 

Locality any of the rather numerous 'provincial towns in 

which, owing to last year's drought, the water-supply is 
inadequate. Scene — The Town Hall. Oooasion — a rate- 
payers' meeting, called to consider the merits of a new 
water-supply scheme. Two or three members of the Town 
Council are seated hy the Chairman, and stare impassively 
at the rather hostile audience. At the hack of the hall is 
a knot of gentlemen who have apparently been compelled 
hy the scarcity of water to make use of other liquids. 
When Mr. Punch's Casual Observer enters, the meeting 
has been already in progress for an hour or so, and 
Mr, A . — in his ignorance of their names tiw Observer 
mtist idbel this and the foUounT^ speakers with letters of 
the alphabet — is embarked on his peroration. 

Mr. A. .. . And upon what, Sir, is the reputation of Popple- 
ton huht ? Sir, it is securely based upon the solid foundation 
of soft water! (Loud cheers; no one smiles at this remark,) 
To-day we stand at the parting of the ways. Shah we embark 
upon the golden sea of prosperity, or shah the waves of mis- 
fortune engulf us, owing to the total lack of water ? That, Sir, 
is the question to which, as I am convinced, my fehow-citizens 
in no uncertain tones must answer yes and no. (Cheers.) 

Mr. B. What I wish to ask, Mr. Chairman, is how far these 
gentlemen (he points scornfully to the Members of the Town 
Council) are worthy of our confidence ? Some of us remember 
that little job of the railway-bridge. (For a reason unknown 
to the Casual Chserver this allusion delights the audience, who 
sTwut enthusiastically, ^‘That 's your sort! ” ^^Oood old Bill, 
cfec.) Weh, I ’h just say a few words on that subject — ah, tsould 
you ! (as the Chairman endeavours to suggest that the topic is 
hardly relevant). Oag us 1 Stifle us 1 Stop our right of free 
speech 1 (Great cheers ; the Chairman tries to look unconcerned.) 
Concerning that railway-bridge, — ^what I say is ... (he talks 
about it for a quarter-of-an-hour). Then, six months later, 
there were the sewers — we wih now go thoroughly into them! 
(This unsavoury invitation is accepted with loud cheers by the 
audience. The sewers are gone into for the space of twenty 
minutes.) But it is time that I approached this water-question. 
(The Chairman is understood to assent 'with emphasis?) Weh, 

I can put that before you in a nutsheh 1 I was bom in Popple- 
ton I (Hear.) I was bred in Poppleton 1 (Applause.) Man and 
boy, I’ve lived in Poppleton thirty-nine years this month! 
(Great cheering.) And now, Mr. Chairman (triumphantly), I 
should like to know what the answer is to that? {^Tremendous 
applause, amid which the Casual Observer vainly tries to 
grapple with the conundrum.) 

Mr. C. In my early days, Sir, I had the privilege — had 
the privilege, I say, Sir — to enjoy the friendship of Sir Owen 
Ammonite — Sir Owen, the great geologist, Sir. And Sir Owen, 
he talked to me on this very question — this very question he 
talked, Sir. And what did Sir Owen say, Sir ? I wih teh 
you what Sir OwEN said. It was a fine September afternoon 
in ’69, and I’d cut a bunch of roses to take to my wife — 
(amiably ) — my wife as now is, of course ; she being in those 
days at home with — (the audience, which has been anxiously 
awaiting the scientist's verdict, grows restive ) — ^weh and good, 
gentlemen, weh and good. Sir Owen — ah, a learned gentle- 
man he was — ^he said, to me — ^and I shan’t forget it either — 
he said, “ The springs are sure to be low at the end of a dry 
season.” That ’s what Sir Owen Ammonite said — ^but— 
(bitterly ) — of course some of you gentlemen set yourselves up 
to know a sight more than him ! 

Mr. D. Deeply conscious, Sir, of the grave responsihihty 
resting upon me as a citizen of this great Empire — (irreverent 
cries of Rats ! ” from the back of the room ) — ^and as a resident 
in the beautiful town for the welfare of which we all are so 
deeply concerned, I feel bound to assert as my deliberate 







opinion — {more interrwption) — ^npon this momentons issue 
I that — {angrily) — ^yon ’d better shut your silly heads and 
listen to sense ! 

\T)erisive cheers. The Casual Observer decides that he has 
had enovjgh of the meeting — a conclusion which hy this 
time the reader will undoubtedly share, 

Beoalmed Histrions. — ^After The Tem'pest at His Majesty’s 
some little time ago it was indeed a pleasure to see the 
following modest advertisement in the Times : “Mr. and Mrs. 
Keisbal iir Still Waters,” with the additional information 
that next week this popular couple would be in Blackpool. 
The name of this place is certainly suggestive of Still Waters 
of a very gloomy character, but no doubt the presence of our 
favourite comedians would bring sunshine to its blackness. 

Mr. Aijdrew Carnegie, the weU-known librarian, has de- 
clared himself delighted that his niece Nancy (Mrs. Hever) 
should have married a sober, moral riding-master, rather 
than “ some worthless Duke.” The lady herself, on being 
given the option, is said to have remarked: “How happy 
could I be with BfevER ! ” 

Member of the Lyceum Club. Have you read Tolstoi’s 
Resurrection 9 

Member of the Cavalry Club. No. Is that the name of 
Marie Corelli’s new book? 


THE WANDERER. 

Oh English air is fresh and pure, and English homes are 
bright ; 

But I must wander far away and set my course to-night. 

The English breeze will stir the leaves, but I shaU not be 
here 

When Spring goes tripping coyly out and Summer crowns 
the year. 

The Summer-sounds I love so well I shall not hear again : 

The merry children running free and shouting through the 
lane ; 

The liquid flutes of little birds, and, melting in a dream, 

The whisper of the swaying boughs, the murmur of the 
stream ; 

The wagons rumbling up the road, the droning of the bees, 

The parliament of busy rooks that caw about the trees. 

The air will fill with English songs, but I shall hear no 
more 

Till God shall bid me steer for home and set me on the shore. 

Oh, then I ’D. wander back again, and seek the place I knew 

When all the world was young and fair and all the tales 
were true ; 

And I may find a hand or two that keep a grip for me, 

When I come back to English earth from tossing on the sea. 
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THE NICETIES OF BRIDGE. 


it. So that at tlie end, '^lien all our 
cards were gone. Grandmamma had four 
{A feic reilies to'l>er}hincrs,'hy our Bridge : left in her hand. We could not make 
Exi^ert ) ! out at first what in the world had hap- 

Ho!ns Circle sends the following diffi- 1 pened, and Grandmainina was as much 
cult position: ‘'Inst night, when we! puzzled as an 3 "one else.^ At last we 
were playing in the nta*sery after tea, ; agreed tliat we should simply put the 
Rachei., though it was not her turn to | four cards together, and they should 
declare, sudilenl}^ exclaimed, ‘ I make I make another trick to Grandmamma, as 
hearts trumps,’ I said, quite hy j of course we couldn’t win it, not_having 
accident, ‘May I play to ISio hearts?’ 

(because Rvchel so often makes* No 
trumps, and I did not recollect myself in 
time). Aunt Susan, who was my partner 
and does not hear very well, replied, 

‘ Diamonds ? I double diamonds ’ ; 
while Cousin Sophy, wlio was playing 
with RAaiEL, said, being confused, ‘If 
you leave it to me, Rachel, I make it 
spades.’ Rachel, wdio is, I must tell 
3 ^ou, a very particular player, said there 
ought to be a penalty- somewhere ; but 
we do not know what it ought to be, as 
in a way we had each made a mistake.” 

The situation is not one for which 
there seems to be any case stated. Our 
researches, wdiich have been very care- 
fully made, do not reveal any exact 
precedent at the Portland Club, nor do 
the new rules provide for such a diffi- 
culty. "We think the dealer would have 
the right under the circumstances to elect 
whether the deal should stand or not. 

Little Emily ivrites as follows : “Last 
holiday's May and I were playing against 
Bob and Arthur, on the night before 
they returned to school, and I am quite 
sure something w^ent wrong. Now is 
this fair? Bob made it ‘No Trumps,’ 
and hlAY and I had wretched hands. 

That was bad enough, but what made it 
worse was that Arthur, who was Bob’i 
partner, doubled ‘No Trumps,’ and 
then Arthur re-doubled, and so they 
went on until between them they made 
it 100 each trick. Then Arthur said by 
the New Rules you had to stop when a 
trick counted 100, for which May and I 
were very thankful. Of course, they 
had all the aces and all the kings and 
they made a Grand Slam and scored 
700 below ^ and 80 above. Luckily 
mother won t let us play for money, so 
it did not so much matter; hut it 
doesn’t seem at all fair, because we did 
not^ want them to double. We kept 
saying that we were content, which 
wasn’t exactly true, but they took no 
notice.” 

Of course this was quite wrong. We 
have looked up the rule, so we can speak 
with certainty on the point. Only an 
opponent may double a declaration. 

Nine Ykvrs Old writes: “Such a 
funny thing happened last week when 
we were playing Bridge in the school- 
room, Grandmamma, who was managing 
the two hands, four times took up a, 
trick without playing her own card to I 


any cards ourselves to do so. I asked 
Cousin Jack what the penalty was, and 
he said he thought it was a hee kick, 
hut was not sure. But he so often 
makes jokes that he may not have been 
speab'ng seriously : besides, we couldn’t 
very well have lacked Grandmamma, if 
that was what he meant.” 

Your cousin was clearly thinking of 
football when he repRed as he did. In 
point of fact we fear you condoned your 
Grandmother’s offence by allowing her 
to gather tricks which only contained 
three cards. We have frequently em- 
phasised the importance of not concen- 
trating your attention too exclusively 
upon your own cards. In this case 
neither you nor your partner can have 
been following the play of the hand as 
closely as is necessaiy if you wish to excel. 

Humiliated writes: “ Yesterday when 
we were playing Bridge in the drawing- 
room after dinner (for which I was 
allowed to sit up), my partner, Mrs. 
Jones, who is our vicar’s wife, trumped 
a spade which was led. I said, just as 
I had heard Colonel Stopfoed say, 

‘ Having no spades, partna' ? ’ To which 
Mrs. Jones, greatly to my surprise, 
replied very^ severely, ‘When I was 
your age, child, I was not allowed to 
speak to my elders in that manner. Of 
course I have no spades. I should not 
have trumped the trick had I held a 
card of the suit.’ NatmraJly I felt a 
little hurt, because I did not mean it 
rudely. Well, that was not all. For 
directly afterwards she played a little 
spade, tile three I think it was. And 
when tliat nice Captain Vivian said, 
‘Hullo ^ what have we here? ’ Mrs. Jones 
gave me such a look, as if it was my 
fault. Later on, when she had gone, 
without bidding us Goodnight, Captain 
Vivian said to me, ‘You scored there, I 
fancy.’ Which was not the case, as they 
had counted three tricks for the revoke. 
But was not I justified in asking Mrs. 
Jones?” 

Perhaps not, as she was your vicar’s 
wife. The best Bridge players always 
suit their style to their partner’s game. 

Suburban sends, upon Athenseum Club 
paper, this piublem : “ Would nine 
revokes^ hy the same man in one hand 
count nine times over against him? It 
was to some extent our fault, as we had 
not advised Professor Sharp of the neces- 
sity of following suit. We added up at 


the end the number of times he omitted 
to do so. He played the hand with 
great cleverness and judgment, but the 
fact of his not following suit would no 
doubt detract somewhat from his value 
as a partner.” 

It would have been kinder to have 
dra^vn the Professor’s attention at his 
first error to the rule which, obliges a 
player to follow suit. As it was, the 
other side would apparently gain twenty- 
seven tricks. 


THE SIMPLE LIFE. 

I ASK not wealth or high estate ; 

The burden of too large a hoard. 

The constant strain of being great. 
Would only make me bored 

More houses than a man can use 
Were almost worse than none at aU; 
And quite the last that I should choose 
Would be a Gilded HaH . 

Besides, I ’d rather not have land. 

Enough that 1 might settle down 
In a small cot in Surrey, and 
A little flat in Town. 

A few nice rooms — ^just here a book, 
And there a picture — decent wine. 
Good carpets, and a skilful cook, 

And I should not repine. 

My tiny coach-house might contain 
For night a brougham, for day a cart ; 
I should not mind their being plain 
As long as they were smart. 

(The hovel “ on a rising plat,” 

Bosomed in trees, but not too dark — 
I like a bracing air. The flat 

Should overlook the Park.) 

Of horses, both to ride and drive, 

Three at the utmost ought to do ; 
And, at a pinch, one might contrive 
To get along with two. 

I would not have tlieir mouths too light ; 

If I may use a “ tan-yard ” term, 
Although my scat is far from tight, 

My hands are very firm. 

(I would not have my hut too far 
From my more cential 'pied-a-ierre 
For me to use my motoi-car, 

And save the railway fare.) 

I have no love of vain excess ; 

To one that wants to make a show 
The income I would fain possess 
Would sound absurdly low. 

The theatre I find a source 
Of pleasure ; music serves to fill 
The yawning soul ; and then, ol coarse, 
One lias a tailor’s biU. 

(Not that I care for fine array : 

Five suits are just as good as ten 
To me ; but one would like to pay 
The creature now and then.) 
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A little sport at times — a change, 

Say, twice a year, to novel scenes, 
These I should like within the range 
Of my exiguous means. 

With cheap amusements such as these, 
My life would be a quiet song, 

It would not be a life of ease. 

But one should rub along. 

I only ask what may sufSce 
For simple fare and low degree ; 

As long as I can have things nice, 

It ’s good enough for me. 

Dum-Dum. 


CHARIVARIA. 

The fact that Admiral Rozhdestvensky 
is affectionately referred to as “ Roj ” on 
our halfpenny-paper placards has led 
several Russian publicists to suppose that 
English sympathies are veering round. 


Another nasty hit at Russia, and from 
Germany this time ! On the monument 
to Field-Marshal von Moltke the Kaisee 
has directed the following inscription to 
be placed : “The dice of God fall always 
on the right side.” 


Count Tattenbaoh, the interim German 
Minister at Tangier, says that Germany’s 
watchword in Morocco is “Advance 
dauntlessly.” The Sultan of Morocco is 
pleased to hear this. He is badly in 
need of an advance. 


Aston ViUa won the Cup Final by 
2 goals to nil. Business-hke Birming- 
ham naturally saw the folly of sending 
goals to Newcastle. 

To judge by the Police Court charges 
which followed on the Crystal Palace 
meeting, the Cup, unfortunately, cannot 
be said to be one that cheers without 
inebriating. 



THEIR WANING HONEYMOON. 


She. “Have you got the time?” 
He. “Ye-e-s. Do you want it?” 
She. “Ho-o-o-h!” 


Miss Corelli complains in her new 
book that it is becoming quite a common 
thing for men and women to talk about 
“Little Mary.” They are, of course, 
wrong ; what they ought to talk about 
is Little Marie. 

By-the-by, Miss Corelli would like 
to see Stratford-on-Avon restored to its 
former beanty. But who was its former 
beauty? Miss Corelli should be as 
explicit as she is modest. 


“£5 for a kiss” is a not uncommon 
obiter dictum in the Police Court, hut 
at Christie’s last week £150 was given 
for a HEmY the Eighth spoon. 


At the laying of the foundation stone 
of the new C. M. S. School for Girls at 


Khartum by the Archdeacon of Egjq)t, 
a copy of the JDaily Mail Over-seas 
edition was placed under the stone. Per- 
sonally we see no harm in the paper. 

We trust there is no truth in the 
rumour which, reaches us of a grave 
Passive Resistance scandal. It is said 
that the anonymous payments of rates, 
of which we have heard so much lately, 
have in many instances been made by 
the individuals who were summoned for 
non-payment of them. 

Mr. Dane, of the Afghan Mission, has 
left Bombay for London. It is satis- 
factory that he at any rate will not play 
Hamlet. Having got all he wanted from 
the Ameer, he finds it impossible to be a 
melancholy Dane. 


Chicago now has a theatre which is 
owned by a negro, and all the performers 
are negroes. But we understand that, 
when the cast for Othello was selected, it 
was felt that some distinction of colour 
should be kept up as between the Moor 
and the others, and accordingly the title 
role will be filled by a white man. 

The Motorist recommends motoring as 
a cure for sleeplessness. If it is the 
victims that are referred to there is some 
point in this. The cure is fiequently 
instantaneous. 


The Dawn of Womanliood. 

WANTED, Correspondence with Lady 
having outgrown Clothes for boy (10 years). — 
Advt. in Daily 'Neucs. 
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DOGS AND DODGES. 

“Dblui TOote ^Gladys, “I’m 

sliowing }lopsif-}Io on \\ ednesday, and 
have set my heart on taking a first 
The T^orst of it is, Dora Rvdlett is 
showing that horrid little rat of hers in 
the same class — did yon ever hear snch 
impertinence ? — and calling it Badlett 
Robin for the occasion. If she gets the 
prize I shall cry my eyes out. Bo come 
and see fair play ; you Isnow how catty 
she is. Yours afectionately, Gladys. 

“ P.S. — comb Mopsy-Mo each evening 
from 6 to 7, and am always glad of 
help.” 

Gladys and I are huge pals, and we 
had a simply ripping time every evening 
for a week beicre ihe show. So did 
Mopsy-Mo^ but I got rid of the tangles 
like smoke after we had muzzled her, 
and by Wednesday her coat was perfect, 
though she seemed a little sore in 
herseK. 

We arrived at the show at 9.30 a.m., , 
Gladys carrying Mopsy-Mo in her muff 
— they were both the same skin, only 
the muff was fiuffier — ^while I carried a 
pale blue cushion, a baby’s down quilt, 
a striped blanket, the satin curtains for 
the cage (hand-painted), and the toilette 
basket in pale blue and Valenciennes. 
Dora Radlett was already there, looking 
awfully doggy, but she turned her back 
when she saw us, and put as much 
expression into it as possible. Her cage 
was next but one to ours, and as she 
and Gladys are not on speaking terms 
this month it was rather embarrassing. 
However, at Gladys’s instigation, I went 
to inspect Mop$y-Mo"s rival, and found 
him in an amber silk interior looking a 
little the worse for a week’s wear and 
tear. There had evidently been temper 
over the combing, for his coat appeared 
moth-eaten in places, and Dora had two 
fingers bandaged. They both seemed a 
bit wooUy when I stroked him with a 
bit of stick, so I returned to Gladys 
with my report, which bucked her up 
wonderfully. 

“But, oh Harry 1 ” she sighed, as she 
parted Mopsy-Mo' s back all over again, 
while I heated the curlers, “I’ve got 
such a dreadful foreboding that some- 
thing ’s going to happen to my darling, 
and I redly half wish I hadn’t brought 
her.” 

“ Skittles 1 ” I said ; “ aU you ’ve got to 
worry about is how much you ’ll take 
for her when she ’s a winner — ^you ’ll get 
lots of offers.” 

“ Slaall I ? ” she exclaimed, brightening 
up ; “ how lovely ! ” and popping Mopsy- 
Mo back in her cage with the parting 
half made, she began to jot down a list 
of things she could buy with a possible 
twenty guineas. 

Next moment, however, I saw a horri- 


’ fied look cross her face, and foUoydng 
> her glance I saw a fierce-looking mihtary 
! chap greeting Dora with effusion. 

! “Oh how do you do?” said Dora, 
rather absently ; “ are you showing ? ” 

“ Oh yes,” he replied in a big deep 
voice, “ I ’m a Great Dane.*’ 

“Oh indeed,” she said with more 
interest, “I’m a Pekinese Toy, and such 
a terrible thing’s happened,” and she 
lowered her voice and they conversed in 
undertones. 

“ We ’re done for ! ” groaned Gladys ; 
“ that ’s Captain Parkyh— an awful man. 
Mopsy-Mo ’s no chance now he ’s come. 
He ’s awfully keen on Dora, and he ’ll 
get the prize for her by fair means or 
foul — see if he doesn’t.” 

“And what will I be doing?” I in- 
quired. 

“ You dear old thing ! ” she said sadly, 
“ it ’s a comfort to have you, but you 
don’t understand. You see he wants 
to marry her, and if he gets her the 
prize she’s pretty well hound to consent.” 

“ Why that ’s just our position,” I said. 

“ Oh don’t be so absurd, Harry, cried 
Gladys, turning ve^ red and trying to 
look angry, but just at that moment 
Captain Parkyn approached, and raising 
liis hat said in a conciliatory manner — 

“Excuse me, but a friend of mine 
who is showing in the same class has 
unfortunately mislaid her liver. Would 
you kindly oblige her with a small piece 
of yours ? ” 

“I’m afraid I can’t,” I replied, in 
obedience to a frown drom Gladys, “I 
have given so many small pieces of 
mine away already that I have hardly 
any left for myseK.” 

“How clever of you!” whispered 
Gladys as the Captain retired discomfited. 
“They don’t want any reaUy. Dora 
never feeds Radlett Robin on liver — she 
swears by minced chicken. She just 
wants Mopsy-Mo to look pinched and 
starved when the judges come round. I 
know what Dora is. Mark my words, 
Harry, if we don’t keep a sharp look-out 
they ’ll do Mopsy-Mo an injury. J ust look 
how they are glaring at her.” 

But I re-assured her by saying any 
amount of glaring couldn’t disqualify a 
dog, while tampering with Mopsy Mo 
was out of the question ; she was always 
the centre of an admiring crowd, some- 
times as many as three people. Badlett 
Robins cage, on the other hand, was 
quite neglected, and Dora began to look 
horribly malignant, and the Captain, poor 
chap, didn’t seem to be gaining much 
ground. The judging was progressing 
very slowly by all accounts, if at all, and 
as there were lots of classes stiU in front 
of ns it was rumoured that probably 
long-haired Toys woxild not he taken to 
the ring, hut be judged in their cages, 
and by their coats alone. 

It was directly after hearing this that 
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Dora and the Captain became engrossed 
over something, sitting with their heads 
so close together that Gladys insisted on 
my trying to see what they were up to. 
In the course of a casual stroll by, I 
discovered that the Captain was busy 
collecting Radlett Robin's combings, or 
any other cast-off tangles of the same 
shade, while Dora fluffed them with 
her irons and sewed them over Radlett 
Robin's thin places. Gladys, of course, 
was righteously angry when she heard 
it, and insisted that the committee ought 
to be told ; hut as Radlett Robin insisted 
on scratching himself violently at his 
various darns they gave up mending 
him and took to glaring again. The 
suspense and the excitement gave Gladys 
a nervous headache, and she got so white 
about the gills that I insisted on her 
going for a change of scene to the 
refreshment-room with Mrs. Wagtail- 
Barker, a doggy old dear who was gi*eat 
on Toys — promising on my word of 
I honour not to leave Mopsy Mo's side tiU 
her return. 

I For a time I stayed there as good as 
gold, munching dog-biscuit, for I was 
faint for want of food, when aU of a 
sudden there came sounds of tumult 
from the great hall. Somebody had let 
a rat loose in the terriers’ bench, and all 
I can say is, the next quarter of an hour 
was one of the liveliest I ever remenber. | 
We had a great time, man and dog, and 
the committee were just complimenting 
me on my promptness and courage — 
when I remembered Mopsy Mo, and tore 
hack to the Toys for all I was worth. 
The first thing I saw was Captain 
Parkin, walking along with his Great 
Dane on the lead ; the next, that Mopsy 
Mo's door was open and she was peeping 
through, evidently about to jump to the 
floor. Just as she made up her mind to 
go, the Great Dane put his head in the 
way and opened it. 

What followed I can only conjecture, 
for Captain Parkin’s bulky figure came 
in the way, and next moment the man 
and the big dog moved on, the latter 
gulping strangely, and disappeared 
through the curtains at the end just as 
I reached Mopsy Mo's cage. It was 
empty, and all that remained of 
Mopsy Mo was the blue how which she 
voro on her head to distinguish it from 
ter tail. With one look at Dora, who 
met my glance with an expression of 
scornful triumph, I was on the point of 
rushing after her confederate when the 
curtains were pushed aside and the 
judges entered in a great flurry. The 
vision of Gladys’s disappointment and 
my own perpetual bachelorhood un- 
manned me, and I collapsed, sitting on 
something soft as I did so. At first I 
thought it was Mopsy Mo, but I found 
it was only Gladys’s muff. AH of a 
sudden a brilliant thought flashed" 
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COMPLIMENTS ONE MIGHT IMPROVE ON. 

Mrs. Mudge, “I do admire the Women you draw, Mr. Penine. They’re bo beautiful and bo repined! Tell me, who is your 
” . [Mrs. Mudge rises in Mrs. Penlnk's opinion. 

Penink. “Oh, MY Wife always sits for mb.” 

Mrs. Mvdge {with great surprise). “ You don’t say so ! Well, I think you ’be one op the cleverest men I know 1 ” 

[Mrs. Penink^s opinion of Mrs. Mudge falls lelow zero. 


througli my brain like a rocket. With a 
furtive glance round I picked up the 
muff, and, pinning the bow among its 
long glossy fur I curled it round in a 
naturgil position — ^it was one of the long- 
shaped ones — deposited it in the comer 
of the cage, and retired in disorder. The 
judges were hurrying through their 
business as much as they could with 
decency, and were certainly getting 
through the Toys in record time. 

Pausing before Radlett Rohin, I saw 
them stick an ominous ticket on the 
bars of the cage, and I groaned in 
spirit. * Then as they reached Mopsy- 
Mo's cage and stopped before it my 
heart failed and I turned my face to the 
wall. It was five minutes before I 
dared to look round. The judges had 
passed on; aH was q[uiet again, except 
where Dora was tearing down the yellow 
hangings and packing up Radlett Robin 
Irdth more, haste than tenderness — ^and 


the reason was clear. The ticket on her 
cage said Commended," the ticket on 
ours said 1st Frize" I stood before 
it, trying to believe my eyes, when a 
deep voice sounded at my shouldor. 

“Allow me to have a look at your 
dog, Sir,” said Captain Parkyn, fiercely. 
“I am inclined to question the judges* 
decision.” I faced him. 

“Perhaps you prefer the magistrate’s,” 
I said. His face turned green. 

“ What do you mean ? ” he stammered. 

“ That I happened to be looking when 
you gave your Great Dane his last meal.” 

“ It was ’ an accident ; ■ on my honour 
it was,” he faltered, in a blue funk by 
this time. “I was just coming round 
to explain.” 

“You^ may either explain through 
your^ solicitor, or buy the dog,” I said, 
“ which is valued at fifty guineas.” 

He mumaured something about rather 
a big price, but when I reminded him 


she was a prize winner he wrote the 
cheque without another word. Then, 
with one hang-dog look at Dora, he 
made himself scarce, and I had only 
just time to snatch the mufi out of the 
cage when Gladys came hurrying up. 
She gave a little broken cry when she 
saw the “ 1st Prize." 

“Oh, Harry!” she said, and I saw 
she wanted to kiss something, possibly 
me. “Where is the darling?” she 
exclaimed. 

“ She’s gone,” I replied. “ I sold her 
immediately after the judging.” 

“Can’t I give her one kiss?” she 
pleaded. 

“Impossible,” I said. “The gentle- 
man took her away with his other dog. 
That’s what I got for her,” and I put 
the cheque in her hand. 

“ Oh, how darling of you I ” she cooed, 
“ What shall I buy with it ? ” 

“ Your trousseau, of course,” I replied. 
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THE HAESOM BELLE* 

A GREAT discoTery has been made 
by the County Gentleman. It is that 
no woman ever looks ugly or even plain 
in a hansom. “ She sits,’* says our 
contemporary, “framed by the cab, 
looking out of an open window, and 
while she can see most comfortably and 
completely from her seat can be seen 
by those she passes most charmingly 
enshrined.” When once this striking 
fact is generally made known, we expect 
the same to lead to important social and 
economic results. 


To begin with, it means a new lease 
of ^ hfe for the oft-threatened and much 
criticised two-wheeler. In view of the 
new and popular beanty-cure, West-End 
Jehns are unanimously setting up as 
specialists in the business of creating 
female loveliness. There is already a 
slump in nose -machines, anti-frown 
straps and double-chin reducers. Five 
thousand or more perambulating beauty- 
doctors are speedily driving the Bond 
Street Venus-factories to shut up shop. 

'Hie leading photographers are now 
taking the^ Fair ^ la cab-window, which 
is an obvious development of the old- 


fashioned earte. Every well-appomted 
studio win shortly have a mews depart- 
ment. Portrait-painters also have seized 
on the idea of the Shrewsbury-and-Talbot 
frame, as will be seen at the forthcoming 
Academy. 

Mr. Sargent is now painting Society 
ladies — at any rate those who have 
weathered a few London seasons — at the 
cab-rank near Tite Street, so as to get a 
pie In air effect. 

Quite a panic is reigning among 
eligible partisj who have been noticed 
lately to fly up side-streets and into 
public-houses or any haven of refuge, 
rather than face the glorified spinster 
approaching in her new environment. 

The members of the Lyceum and other 
ladies’ clubs have lately petitioned their 
landlords to alter the shape of the 
windows looking out on the street to a 
more desirable and fashionable pattern. 

Meanwhile mere men, unable to get a 
hansom for love or money, will soon be 
clamouring for the blood of the County 
Gentleman. 

THE DECADENOE OF THE HOME. 

{Notes from a W oman^s Diary?) 

. . . Met such a dear child in the 
Park. So delighted with her that I 
could not keep myself from rushing up 
and kissing her. ... On asking nurse 
who child was, found — most curious 
thing — it was my own . Asked the woman 
if I had any more like it, and was 
informed there were two others equally 
charming. EeaUy delightful to think 
one has such nice children. Shall cer- 
tainly call in at the nursery — I suppose 
we have a nursery — and see the others. 
I might take them some toys — I believe 
children hke toys — only I don’t know 
what these particular ones have already. 
Perhaps it would be safer to take choco- 
lates. 

... By the way, the disagreeable 
person I met in the hall a few mornings 
ago turns out to be my husband. I had 
quite forgotten about him. He was 
pointed out to me at the play last night. 

. . . Visited children this afternoon. 
Quite an adventure. Wandered about 
a lot at first. No idea had such a big 
house, and at last found myself in 
kitchen. Discovered most obliging per- 
son, who offered to show me where 
nursery was situated. Children rather 
shy at first, but soon came up to me to 
make friends. Wanted to know where 
I lived and what was my name. One 
of them seemed to remember meeting 
me in the house a long time ago — ^must 
have been when children were the smart 
thing. Couldn’t stay long, as they don’t 
seem used to cigarettes in the nursery, 
and I was due at the Club for Bridge. 
Shall certainly call again when I am less 
busy* Quite decent children. 


E LOl' 
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AN AERATED IDYLL. 

I WISHED the thing had happened at 
the Carlton. I wished that I had been 
sapping there after the play, and that 
she had floated in — a shimmer of silk 
and lace and diamonds and anything 
else that had a call to shimmer. I 
wished it had been so, for one can 
hardly do justice to a town romance 
unless one is in evening dress. I do 
not need to point out that one does 
not wear evening dress in the King’s 
Eoad A. B. 0. Besides, it was in the 
afternoon. 

I ate my scone and read the Evening 
News. I was so absorbed that I did 
not notice Her until the waitress banged 
down a cup of coffee and splashed my 
scone. Then I looked up angrily — and 
swallowed what I was about to say. 

She was opposite. 

It is useless to describe her, for I 
could not do justice to her sweet face, 
her graceful figure, her wistful smile. 
She was dressed, I noticed, in black; 
poorly yet neatly. From her pocket she 
took the Evening News — ah ! that bond 
of sympathy between us ! 

My brain whirled. It was her dear 
coffee that lay on my scone. With 
difficulty I resumed my meal. 

The waitress stopped again at our 
table, wrote out our bills and hurried 
on. Involuntarily I glanced at hers. 
It was fivepence ; mine was sixpence. I 
had the tact to turn away lest this 
difference in our social positions should 
embarrass her. But almost immediately 
I heard a gasp, an exclamation ! 

I looked up. The girl had dropped 
her Evening News, and was looking in 
front of her with an expression of 
horror upon her face. She went red, 
and then white, and then red again. 
Evidently something in the paper had 
caused her this shock. 

In moments of emergency I am at my 
best. I took up my paper, and as I 
did so I felt certain that in the “Stop 
Press News” I should find the cause of 
her trouble. Some important and 
terrible piece of news it would be, that 
had arrived too late for insertion in any 
other part of the paper. . . . 

Yes, here it was. “Bank Eate Un- 
changed.” 

Poor girl! A banker’s daughter, no 
doubt ; she had come into this place five 
minutes ago, happy and free from care. 
She had ordered her meal, and had sat 
there with her paper, quite innocent and 
unsuspecting. Then suddenly her young 
dreams are ruthlessly disturbed; she 
realises to her horror that the Bank 
rate is unchanged I 

I longed to take her by the hand and 
comfort her, to teU her that I would 
protect her from the wickedness of a 
world that wouldn’t change its Bank 



A WARM WELCOME. 


Dlstmeted Hostess (to Unele George, who has arrived unexpectedly). “ Oh, I ’m so quj> you 
HAVE COME 1 The conjuror I HAD ENGAGED HASN’T TURNED UP. So YOU ’lL DO SOME TRIOXS TO 
AMUSE THE CHILDREN, WON’t YOU ? ” 


rate. To persuade her that the thing 
could not go on for ever, that they would 
be sure to make some alteration in it 
soon. But an absurd diffidence came 
over me. 

“After all,” I argued to myself, “you 
may be wrong. Would a banker’s 
daughter pay fivepence for her meal ? ” 

“Why not?” I returned. “I only 
paid sixpence myself.” 

“ There you are 1 A penny more, and 
your father isn’t a banker.” 

“Well, supposing her father isn’t, 
her lover might be,” 

“ Oh, if she’s got a lover,” I said dis- 
gustedly, “ the whole thing ’s off.” 

That annoyed me. 

“I don’t believe you know what a 
Bank rate is,” I said with a sneer. 


“AE right then. Go and take her 
hand and see what happens.” 

I leant forward to do so, and then I 
noticed that she had picked up her 
paper again, and was studying it care- 
fully. Now I think I have shown already 
what an able student of SJierloek Holmes's 
methods I am. Here was a fresh deduc- 
tion to be made. I drew back and con- 
sidered. 

A Bank rate is changed or unchanged. 
One looks at the paper and makes the 
discovery in an instant. After that the 
business is at an end. It may be a 
matter for remorse or grief ; but a further 
glance at the papers gives no fresh news. 
Now in the case of a tragedy (murder or 
what not) one naturally searches the 
pages for all particulars, in the hope 
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that the case has been exaggerated. The 
girl was no^ scanning the sheet in her 
hand, and therefore it was legitimate to 
deduce that something other than the 
immutability of the Bank rate had 
caused her distress. 

I took up my paper. “ Great Japanese 
Victory,’^ I read. Thousands of Rus- 
sians decimated.” Could her brother 
IvASTOViTCH have been decimated? But 
no. This was a fair English maid 
before me. 

The English team against Scotland? 
Had her uncle been left out ? 

The Parliamentary news? Had her 
nephew voted on the wrong side by 
mistake ? 

Had she missed the box of sardines 
given away to advertisers ? 

And then suddenly I knew. I folded 
the paper and read: “Stevexsoit 1000 
ahead. Dawson falling rapidly behind.” 

Yes, that was it. I leant across the 
table. 

“Miss Dawson,” I whispered, “have 
courage. He will win yet.” 

She rose indignantly and made for 
the door. Then she stopped. She came 
slowly hack, picked up her bill, and 
looked at it in an undecided way. She 
turned very red. 

I understood. 

I handed her five coppers and my 
card. 

“ It might have happened to anyone,” 

I said. But I was glad then that it 
wasn’t the Carlton. 


THE LIFE STORY OF A BLAGKBEETLL 

(Taken any month from any Magazine,) 

His parents had given him the name 
of Blaekie. It was not a very original 
— ^perhaps even rather an obvious name 
—yet it suited well his glossy sheen. 
But when he grew a few weeks older 
“Pride of the Scullery” was what his 
comrades called him — as well they 
might. The title came to him unsought, 
and none was found bold enough to 
contest his just claim to it. 

Let me not linger over his juvenile 
moments. Let me rather pass them by 
with the readiness of one whose know- 
ledge of the domestic habits of young 
blackbeetles is not as detailed as it 
might be. Come we rather to his days 
of adventure, when he sealed the back 
staircase, and learned the bitter truth 
that every man’s foot is against the 
blackbeetle. 

It fell out thus. He was light-heartedly 
climbing up the topmost stair, when 
the flash of a candle gave bim pause. 
It was the kitchenmaid descending to 
fetch Tfee Crime of the Countess, a 
r^Hstic work of fiction which she de- 
sired to finish in bed. A hasty exclam- 
ation from somewhere far above con- 
vinced Blaekie that he was discovered. I 


“Sakes!” a voice cried aloud, “if 
’ere ain’t one o’ them ’orrid beetles on 
the stairs.” 

, The crisis was a momentous one, and 
I Blaekie summoned all his wits to his 
I aid. He recollected a fugitive piece of 
i advice given to him by bis grandsire, 
on the very night that he was (pur- 
posely, I fear) trodden on in the pantry 
by the second footman. “If it’s a 
man,” the old fellow used to counsel 
him with a chuckle, “run away from 
him : if it ’s a woman run towards her. 
Remember that, my boy.” 

His choice of the bolder course was 
instantly made. Even as bis assailant 
lifted her slipper to strike he darted 
like a flash of sombre lightning straight 
for her. As she sprang aside with a 
piercing shriek, he slipped dexterously 
under the bathroom mat, and crouched 
there panting. His pursuer’s search 
was the more perfunctory as she ob- 
served several of BlacHe’s relatives 
toiling behind him up the stairs. 

“Master talked about getting .. 
’edgeog,” was all he heard her mutter 
as she retired, and the friendly darkness 
again enveloped the upper passage. 

His rash expedition, while it ended 
triumphantly, yet brought, as rashness 
will do, an ill-effect in its train. The 
words of the kitchen-maid, although 
they conveyed no meaning to him, had a 
dire fulfilment. A night or two after- 
wards a terrible rumour ran through the 
basement that there was something — a 


devastating something — moving about 
in the small hours. The hedgehog had 
arrived, and Blackie’s noctumd rambles, 
once so full of observation and enjoy- 
ment, were at an end. Here was a 
monster who moved with the swiftness 
of an avenging fiend — a monster who 
had the bad taste to relish black-beetles 
— ^who positively enjoyed meeting them. 
Oh! those were melancholy nights— 
nights in which the diminution of our 
hero’s family circle became painfully 
perceptible. 

^ “ One knows where one is with a boot,” 
sighed Uncle Dusty as he moped behind 
the wainscot, “hut this creature, con- 
found him 1 is neither here nor there.” 

“He’s usually both,” rejoined Blaekie 
with a hoUow impudence, as he remem- 
bered a particularly narrow escape of the 
night before. It would not do to let his 
friends see that his spirit was daunted 
by this weird peril of the darlmess. 

“I don’t call it cricket,” grumbled his 
uncle peevishly. “It’s precious duU 
in here, and it ’s not safe to take a turn I 
outside.” I 

The day of relief came at last when 
Spot, the fox-terrier, discovered the 
hedgehog curled up behind the flour- 
box. For thoughi his nose was scratched 
he succeeded in making the hedgehog 
very unwell, and in future whenever old 


Prieldes, as they called; him, went out 
hunting, he always had his weather-eye 
open for Spot, so that he could not give 
the same attention as before to his 
ruthless business. 

A freedom, the more welcome after 
previous privations, followed, and again 
the Pride of the Senile^ led the way into 
the ash-pan, to examine the eggshells 
there. He was now in the prime of 
beetlehood, admired by many, yet dis- 
liked, as aU strong characters are, by 
others. 

The ending of a life, crowded with 
adventure, had a doleful 'bathos of its 
own. The survivor of hairbreadth 
escapes from the foot of the master 
when he came to see if the gas was 
turned out, immune from every species 
of insect poison, a connoisseur indeed of 
the better-advertised varieties, he owed 
his death to his own greed. It must be 
confessed with a pang that hut for his 
appetite he might have been living yet. 

A campaign against Blaekie and his 
class — a poor persecuted class- — was 
begun upon a more complete scale. 
White-aproned men arrived with tubs 
of cement and started a work, the 
progress of which Blaekie in the inno- 
cence of his heart watched with a mild 
interest. It was only when he found 
tliat the new crevice, which he had 
lately acquired upon a long lease (oh, 
the pathos of it !) was securely cemented 
up, with himself inside it, that he began 
to feel uneasy. His anxiety communi- 
cated itself to his fellows behind the 
skirting-board, for aH the exits were 
closed — ^what was to be done ? 

Let us draw a veil over the concluding 
scene. 

A WIRELESS MESSAGE INTER- 
CEPTED. 

She tripped along with fairy feet, 

A vision that the heart beguiled, 
Bewitching, roguish, dainty, sweet, 

And as she came she smiled. 

She spoiled — at me. (Oh, foolish heart. 
This eloquent commotion hush I 
Forbear, thou crimson tide, to dart 
In cheeks like mine a blush 1) 

Again that glance ! What joy to feel 
That I, whom thronging years beset, 

To Beauty so divine reveed 
Attractions even yet. 

We meet .... Alas, the usual fall 
Occurs to Pride, the dull and blind ; 

Her smiles were not for me at all, 

But someone else behind. 


Jack Ashore. 

Lost, Navy Blue Gentleman’s Over- 
coat. — Advt, in Sheffield Daily Indepen- 
dent. 
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Woman in Mauve in Sotbekn’s time, and of that odd mk- 
A LA MAISON DU BARRIE. tnre,CaptainDieppe, which, being excellently rendered, might 

At the Dnke of York’s Theatre Mr. Baehie occupies the have scored a big success for its author, Mr. Anthony Hope. 
biU mth t^vo fantastic pieces. The first, Pantaloon, is a Miss Ieei® V™oh as Amy Grey the melodnumticaEy 
I delisrhtful idea which could have been worked up into a stage-struck young lady (a character not very new, by-the-way) 
i rerfectlv polished dramatic gem, without a flaw, had Mr. is exceUent as representing the intense earnestness of this 
I BumreWtrueto hisr-~“r.l haupv thought. At its com- absurd part. The piece owes its success to its admirable 
I mencement we are led '.‘/I'.'-e that the private life of interpretation, to the unique personahty and popularity of 
Harlequin. Columbine, Clown and Pantaloon is to he revealed to Mss Ellen Terry as Mi^. Grey, to the masterly performance of 
I us: not the life of ordinarv mortals playing these parts on the Mr. Altsrey Smith as Mo Gray, and to the artistic ren- 
boards of a theatre at so much a night, but that of the real dering of Stephen Rolls by Mr. Kenneth Douglas. Mr. A. E, 
original fantastic beings in the imaginarv reahns of Panto- Mvtthews gives us a perfectly natural sketch of a md who is 
mimia, where inanimate objects obov the magic touch of qualifying for the Navy ca board the training ship 

Earlequbi’s wand, where, as . ^ — Most of it is nonsense, but it 

long as Harlequin has his ' j£^\' ® clever non- 

vizSrd down and can use his I - sense, and it is a capital satire, 

bat, he, being an invisible I ^ a trifle belated perhaps, on the 

agent, can transfix his enemies ‘ modern Society drama, and 

by a flick of his wand, and, ^ on such young persons, if they 

while they are rooted to the ' exist ^ outside Mr. Barries 

spot and in amazement lost, : imagination, as are likely to 

can lightly lift Columhine from ' l' influenced by what they see 
the ground, and, placing her ^ stoge. That one in 

across his shoulder, carry '' r five hundred could become 

her off as easily as did M. i ^ monomaniac as Amy 

Osc.Hi Asche when, imperson- ^ \L- \\ represented to be in 

ating Petruchio, he bore awav cleverly played 

la helle Katarina. All this is Irene Vandrugii 

delightful ; why then spoil it 7 ^ possible, but it is not 

by dragging in such sordid urobable. 

mundane matters as salaries, ' A /'ll exceUent. Mr. 

poverty, and theatrical engage- ''"‘O' y — ‘a ' Bouoioault’s stage-man- 

ments ? What have these to I ' 7 agement is perfect : especiaUy 

do with the Magic Realm; , in Act II., where the grouping 

where Harlequin's wand can t 1' about the fireplace and all the 

work miraculous transforma- business, the “jcu &e seme," 

tions and snpply aU needs? 

Mr. Barrie’s whimsical incon- 
sistencies are irritating. 

Mr. Gerald Du Maurier is ^ ^ . 

admirable as Pantaloon, Mr. ^ ^77^ < ’ intentional skit on a class of 

Willie Warde, a thorough ' ^ 7- ^ V" ' represented by Lady 

pantomimist, in the very best \ P'*' Windermere's Fan, for ex- 
sense of the term, is a true ^ /- ample, where ladies, who, 

loving Harlequin, and Miss ^ imitating my Lady Teazle, 

Pauline Chase a sweet little ^ \V hidden themselves in 

Columbine. A W. Baskcomb gentlemen’s chambers, he- 

is the mean sneaking Clown G-v-.s^cAeatV^ " hind screens, or even 

to the life, — ^which this CZowi PRnTF^miFRlFQ bachelors’ bedrooms, are 

ought not to be, for it is not a ianu I tiov^ucr(lc:o. aUowed to escape unperceived, 

real story, — and Mss Ela Q. Words xcanted to express feelings. while invariably leaving he- 

May is a lively Glownlet. When your Motor refuses to move, twenty miles from the hind them a fan, a peculiarly 

Mr. Barrie is wrong in sup- nearest town. scented handkerchief, a glove, 

posing that OZoim was ever the or some other convincing evi- 






^ ^ i i; A' , 

ft ,/ 

n\m 







y''' </ 


G. V.. s*c*«^R* 




GROTESQUERIES. 

TTorfZs xcanted to express feelings. 

When your Motor refuses to move, twenty miles from the 


nearest town. 


Most of it is nonsense, hnt it 
is Mr. Barrie’s clever non- 
sense. and it is a capital satire, 
a trifle belated perhaps, on the 
modern Society di’ama, and 
on such young persons, if they 
exist outside Mr. Barrie’s 
imagination, as are likely to 
he influenced by what they see 
on the stage. That one in 
five hundred could become 
such a monomaniac as Amy 
Grey is represented to be in 
the part so cleverly played 
by Miss Irene Vanbrugh 
may be possible, but it is not 
nrohable. 

The cast is exceUent. Mr. 
Dion Bouoioault’s stage-man- 
agement is perfect : especiaUy 
in Act n., where the grouping 
about the fireplace and aU the 
business, the “ jeu de scene," 
is ingenionsiy simple, and 
therefore most effective. 

Of course if this Alice Sit- 
hy-the-Fire be admittedly an 
intentional skit on a class of 
piece represented by Lady 
Windermere's Fan, for ex- 
ample, where ladies, who, 
imitating my Lady Teazle, 
have hidden themselves in 
gentlemen’s chambers, be- 
hind screens, or even 
in bachelors’ bedrooms, are 
aUowed to escape unperceived, 
while invariably leaving be- 
hind them a fan, a peculiarly 
scented handkerchief, a glove, 
or some other convincing evi- 


loyer of Columhine. Such is not the tradition. He was dence of their guUt, supposed or real, then Mr. Barrie’s 
originaUy the stupidly cunning peasant servant of Pantaloon amusing scheme is most adroitly contrived and very cleA^’erly 
who, as Columbme's father, objected to her marriage with carried out. Also, his star being in the ascendant, he is 
such a gadabout as Mr. Spangles the Harlequin. The piece, most fortunate in the interpretation of his play at the Duke 
partly in dumb show, partly in dialogue, with musical accom- of York’s. If, on the other hand, this piece is not meant 
paniment, suggests that Mr. Barrie has not been unimpressed to he a burlesque on the class of play above-mentioned, hut 
by Pugliacci and L' Enfant Prodigue, and, Uke the eminent is put forward as a comedy of real life, then does Mr. Barrie’s 
journalist in Pickwich, who wrote a work on Chinese Meta- eccentric cleverness show even more resplendently, since it 
physics after reading an article in the Encyclopcedia on is a comedy in disguise, and the disguise is perfect. 

China and another on Metaphysics, he has “combined the The title is weak; in fact AZice Sit-'bv-tTie-Pire should be the 
information,” which results in “ A PZea for an old Family." ^ title of some other and quite different sort of play to this. 

.^d with^ the next piece it^ is much the same. Is it The description does not apply in the least to the Bakrie- 
serious ? is it burlesque ? A little of both. Mr. Barrie’s Terry Alice we see before us on the stage of the Duke o£ 
queer but clever medley of farce, burlesque, and a spice of York’s. The Barrie-Terry Alice, at any time of her younger 
tragedy, entitled AHce-Sitiy-the-Fire (a quite irrelevant title) life, might have been an Alice in Wonderland, but never 
may remind some elderly theatre-goers of Watts Phillips’s could she have been, never can, nor ever will she be, an 
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Alice-Sit-hy-ilie-Fire. On the contrary, she is Mice-Ml-over- 
the-Shop, and she is delightful. There are other characters 
in the piece, of course, whom I have already mentioned, but 
when we tali about thjs eccentric play of Mr. Baeeie's there 
is only one individuality that must remain dominant in ever}^- 
one’s memory, and that is Miss Ellen Tebey as Alice, the Merry 
Wife from India, 

In certain remarks on The Scarlet Pimpernel (April 12) it 
has been pointed out to the writer that in his enthusiasm for 
Miss Julia Neilson’s performance that charming actress was 
elevated from the rank of Lady Blakeney to that of Madame 
La Comtesse de Toumai in the French peerage, a part in the 
piece carefully rendered by Mrs. Walter Edwin. 


APRIL ANTIDOTES. 

In the nonage of the year, 

When anemones appear, 

And the buffets of the breeze are soft as silk, 
When each sparrow spars and heckles, 

I begin to think of freckles. 

And of bi-chloride of mercury and milk. 

When the silver slanting shower 
Hangs the almond-blossom bower 
With a fringe of diamond dew and crystal link. 
When 3ie azure brooklet dimples 
I begin to think of pimples. 

And of benzoin and precipitated zinc. 

When the meUow sunset hue 
Paints the features of the view. 

And incarnadines a fleet of baby ducks ; 

When the mavis trills harmonics 
I begin to think of tonics, 

Of cascarilla, phosphorus, and nux. 

When beneath the feathered breast 
Lie the treasures of the nestj 
When the sap begins to turn the birches red ; 
When the lambs grow energetic 
I apply a new cosmetic. 

Made of potash, camphor, glycerine and lead. 

Then I care not if it snows, 

I Ve a powder for the nose, 

And a veil of chiffon warranted to ding ; 

While my armour on I buckle, 

I acknowledge with a chuckle 
I ’m hermetically sealed against the Spring. 


MORE LETTERS ON THE CRINOLINE REVIVAL. 

The interesting manifestoes of MQle. Soeel and Madame 
Sarah Bernhardt on the subject of the Crinoline revival have 
■prompted Mr, Punch to obtain further authoritative expres- 
sions of opinion from several representative men and women 
in this country. 

Mr. H. G. Wells pronounces himself a whole-hearted sup- 
porter of the revival, on utilitarian as well as decorative 
grounds. To begin with, as he points out, the crinoline 
enables its wearer, if a balloonist or a passenger in a flying 
machine, to dispense with a parachute and leave the vehicle 
when in motion without any untoward results. Secondly, 
crinolines, as he has himself proved by practical experience, 
are of immense advantage in single combat, and almost 
equal to a knowledge of the principles of ju-jitsu. Thirdly, 
they constitute a pei^etual safeguard against overcrowding, 
the great and growing danger of urban communities, and 



A CHOICE OF EVILS. 

Tommy (dressed for evening party), “Mother, shall I wash mt 
HANDS, OR PUT ON GLOVES?” 


one of the chief causes of the physical deterioration of the 
race. “My hope for the future of England,” concludes 
Mr. Wells, “resides in the adoption of garden cities and the 
crinoHne— -the one to enlarge the communal and the other the 
individualistic radius.” 

Lord Kelvin, on the other hand, regards the innovation — 
or rather, revival — ^with feelings of unmixed disapprobation. 
The case of Mme. Curie, in his opinion, is a sure sign that an 
increasing number of women will in future be enrolled in the 
ranks of electrical experimentalists. This being so, it is 
imperatively necessary that they should not be hampered in 
their researches by the adoption of a costume in which metal 
apparatus plays so important a part. The disturbance caused 
to electrometers by the wholesale use of the crinoline might 
lead to the most disastrous results. 

Mr. Beodrick views the revival with something approaching 
equanimity. When he was at the War Office, so he informed 
our Representative, he appointed a small committee to in- 
quire into the possibility of devising a crinoline which might 
be worn by the Guards in case they were ever engaged in 
conflict with the Amazons of Dahomey. Several remarkable 
designs were submitted, but the committee were unable to 
arrive at a unanimous decision, aud since Mr. Arnold- 
Forster’s accession to power the scheme had been indefinitely 
hung up. 

Canon Lyttelton, the new Head-Master of Eton, writes 
briefly to contradict the report that it is his intention to 
render the wearing of crinolines obligatory on all Wet Bobs. 


“It’s not the cherries I like so 'much as the spirit in 
which they are sent,” as the man said when returning than kg 
for a present of the fruit preserved in brandy. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

To his ‘‘ Connoisseur’s Library ” "Mr, UtTETHUEN has added a 
unique Trork on Miniatures. Mr. Dudley Heath, who writes 
the treatise and has been successful in enriching it by 
reproductions of a collection of masterpieces, speaks modestly 
of his task. Its result is a notable addition to the English 
library. Here, for the first time, we have brought together, 
artistically reproduced, the counterfeit presentments of men 
and women whose names are "writ large on the page of history. 
It is possible, more particularly in the Georgian school, tiiat 
the artist did something to improve upon nature when dealing 
with more or less lovely woman. In the schools that flourished 
in the fifteenth and sixteenth centuries, and that which estab- 
hshed itself under the Stuart dynasty, the portraits evidently 
have the ferocious fidelity of a photograph. There are two 
miniatures of Henry the Eighth, one attributed to Holbein, the 
other undoubtedly from his brush. If His Majesty had not 
been sedulously engaged in working off his wives, he might 
have been expected to cut off the hands that presented such 
a face for the contemplation of posterity. To do him justice, 
Holbein was equally ruthless with his own quaint counten- 
ance. At the hands of ISiUo Oliver, a less well known 
miniaturist, Queen Elizabeth, the Countess of Essex, and 
Anne of Denmark, equally suffer. My Baronite has not 
before come across such a conjunction of female ugliness 
either in nature or in art. The value of the miniatures is 
increased by the fact that the reproductions are of precisely 
the same size as the original, and, where they are coloured, 
we see the exact scheme of the painter. 

The title chosen for their recently issued haphazardy 
paper-covered pamphlet by the authors of Wisdom while you 
Wait is Change for a Halfpenny, the price of which is marked 
by its publisher, Mr. Alston Rivers, at one shilling. So, as is 
evident, the confiding purchaser who pays his twelve pence 
for a copy wiU find himself the happy possessor of eleven- 
pence-halfpenny-worth of amusement, plus the ha’pennyworth 
for which he has bargained. Puzzling as a mere calculation, 
but profitable alike to punster, publisher and purchaser. Why 
have the two authors and one artist omitted to declare them- 
selves, in the true sort of Mernnj-go-rounder-Alice-sithy-tlie- 
Wire style, as Messrs. From-Graves-to-Gays with Looh-as-lively- 
as-you-cau and How-ay'e-you-George’-Tom-'ifnorrow? This 
omission is hereby rectified by the Baron. Their fun is 
inexhaustible. It is all about Napolio ! I Fancy that 1 ” as 
fesEN’s characters exclaim. And, having said this, nothing is 
left for the Baron but strongly to recommend everybody to 
administer to himself a ‘‘ dose of Napolio,” which can be 
found only in this pubhcation, and to sit in the “easy chair 
of gastronomy” while listening to the tunes played by a 
Pmk Hungarian Band for Pale Pupils,” and for Pupils 
outside the Pale whom they have in their eye. And so forth 
or so third, or what you wiU, and Hooray for Hanwell ’ On 
we goes again! It is political, polemical, poetical and 
parliamentary; and it has an Auto-char-acter all its own 
They harp on one plaintive string, “ It ’s your money we want.”* 
a money, seeing that the pamphlet is ML of notes ? 

IJie iikstic Hat for Swelled Heads ” is an, advertisement 
^t c^d only have suggested itself to an expansive mind 
J?TOin Expansive to Expensive is but tKe change of a vowel 
which IS avowal of a change. Vivetit Easter Eggs from 
Colney Hatchmgs! The “Napolio Syndicate” proposes 
^is^ing Tirms as a “ bright and beamy farthing Daily ” 

Ihe Publishing advertisements are excellent. The Baron will 
not qiiote, but will adopt the Saturday night Meat-market 

of Buy, Buy, Buy ! Old puns are served up with such 
piquant new sauce that you won’t know ’em again till after 
you’ve swallowed ’an whole, llie artist’s portraits of celebrated 
persons in motor costume are to the very life. But how is it 

such notes have escaped them as “Advice to card-sharpers : 
when in doubt, play Napolio ” ; and the quotation from Ham- 
' let, “Napolio, or I do forget myself ’ ” And where is their 
‘ advertisement of the new treatise on “The Philosophy of 
Bean Feasts, by Bacon”? They offer a patent which wiU 
“clean your own chimneys,” and for this “Mr. Frederic 
Harrison” writes to them, “Your boon has quite revolu- 
tionised home life. It enables me to make the most sweeping 
assertions with impunity.” A pretty strong dose of cayenne in 
this, which gives it hot, and deservedly so, to the Philosophic 
Freddy. The Baron heartily mslies success to such capital non- 
sense, artfully leavened, as this is, with much excellent sense. 

labour of two years and a ball is crowned in tbe publi- 
cation of a little book entitled Author and Printer (Henry 
Feowde). Tbe antbor, Mr. Howaed Coijlins, describes it as 
an attempt to codify the best typographical practices of tbe 
day by way of a guide for authors, editors, printers, correctors 
of the press, and typists. A literary haggis, it presents some 
fine confused reading, jumping from line to line with such 
varied pi^es of information as, “Lais, a Greek beauty,” 
and “Laitanee, soft roe of fish.” As he proceeds, Mr. 
Collins corrects many persistent errors with respect to 
^ellmg, printing, the use of itahcs, hyphens, and capitals. 
He is specially enthusiastic in insistence on the suffix -ize in 
pkce of 4se. In support of this he quotes a letter from 
H^ert Spencer, who protests that “ our language is irration- 
^yunpbonetic still ” (meaning, my Baronite suggests, that 
our language is still irrationally unpbonetic ”), “and this is 
done (s»c) wherever s is used in place of g in such words as 
authorize and ‘ apologize.’ ” For pressman or literary man 
the volume is a handy desk companion. When in doubt 
about a word or phrase, instead of asking a pohceman, look 
up Author and Printer, 

“Trouble, trouble, toil and trouble,” and all to very little 
purpose in tbe instance of The Secret Passage (John Long) 
a melodramatic sensational novel by Feroos Hume. It 
commences with a mysterious situation a« cur.iiin"h" rlevised 

as any admirer of Sherlockian and nii.;n litemtine 

could wish. And Hen within a few chapters the canvas is 
overcrowded, and all the characters, individually uninteresting, 
amply do a kind of football scrimmage with the plot. Evm 
tfie bkipper and his boy would not care to be called in for 
tills job, as the Skipper would find the exercise too much for 
mm, and his boy would incontinently “ chuck ” it. 

by Marguerite 

^ 2,1 . /.I aj^Jsing out of bewilder- 

f it aU means and 

a natum desire to penetrate the mystery Where is the 

^ly ? A„fc «iy«T»rk;? SS- AlS 

bat, m a general TOy, is all tbe row about ? Wbo ’s who ^ 

descriptions, notably that of BARON 

tbe storin^ in tbe forest, are 

written with a power that is 

strikingly graphic. Tbe stir- 

ring adventures of tbe active 

and artful bero are good read- '-1 - 

ing in themselves, and tbe 

Baron feels that, having hinted //J#f 

at tbe difficulties in tbe reader’s 

path, be may heartily recom- V O' 

mend this romance to aR 

Lovers of “ moving accidents ” 

and hairbreadth scapes.” B.-'P.. 
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THE TINKLING SYMBOL. 

[“I do not know another country where 
there is a piano in every house, as there is 
here, and that piano, though often cheap and 
poor, and sadly misused, is yet the symbol of 
a great musical people Mme Blanche Mar- 
chesi, in the “ Young Woman.'"] 

Where is the home throughout the land 
In which there’s no piano cherished. 
Although it may he second-hand 
And , possibly, its strings have perished ? 

The youngest child in England knows, 
Before his ma incites him to it, 

The way to ‘‘ spank the dominos,” 

And stands upon a chair to do it. 

And when my neighbours, httle dears, 
Proceed to Czerny’s Exercises, 

I carry wool inside my ears, 

And think of ah it symbolises. 

For though I petulantly knock 
Upon the party-wall, it ’s patent 
Those sounds are synabols of the stock 
Of genius that ’s lying latent. 

The patriotic man should love 
To hear the family performing 
With vigour in the flat above, 

Instead of going up and storming. 

When Mary Jane, with rigid wrist, 

Sits down to have a forte frolic, 

She may not be a female Liszt, 

But recollect that she ’s symloolic. 

With energy she thumps the keys. 

Until she drives the neighbours crazy, 
Sustained by her desire to please 
HerseH — and Madame Blanche M\r- 
CHESI. 

And, at the sound, the passers-by 
Grlance up with proud appreciation 
(If they are patriots) and cry, 

“ We are a great artistic nation ! ” 


^‘AS SHAKSPEARE SAYS.” 

“ W^HAT is that you are reading, my 
child ? ” asked the dear old gentleman. 
“Let me hear a line or two that I 
may conclude whether you are improving 
your young mind or no.” 

Thus adjured, the youngster com- 
nienced to read. “ ‘ Look here upon this 
picture and on that.’ ” 

“Stop!” cried the old gentleman, “I 
can tell in a moment that those lines 
are from the works of a very famous 
poet, and am indeed glad that you have 
chosen such a good book to peruse, 
though perhaps it is as yet slightly 
above your head. What is that I see ?— 
a frontispiece 1 Where are my spectacles ? 
— ^Ah, I cannot put my hand on them 
at this moment. — ^But that, my child, is 
a likeness of the author, one Shakspeaee, 
the man who bears the greatest name in 
literature; study it well.” 



The child observed the engraving 
with interest. 

“Note,” continued the dear old 
gentleman, “the lofty brow, the digni- 
fied air,^ the firm yet pleasant mouth, 
the rolling eye. Take another glance 
at^ that ample forehead where lurks the 
mighty brain that thousands have won- 
dered at, yea, almost worshipped.” 

The child, following his instructions, 
observed the engraving still more closely. 

“I see there are two pictures, and 
both are probably like this king of 
writers, and good enough for their time 
of day. I myself favour the Chandos 
portrait : as you will see, — though 
without glasses I cannot point it out, — 
there is a wonderful sweetness about 
the expression of one, that the other 
scarcely shows.” 

“ I notice that too, grandfather,” said 
the yomg student. 

“ This book, my child, contains more 


thought than has ever been collected in 
so short a space by any one intellect: 
keep it, and read it by day and by night. 
As Shaxspeare himself has said, if I do 
not err, — ^Read, mark, learn, and in- 
wardly digest it.’ ” 

“That’s what it says,” replied the 
infant, ^ catching the last words and stiU 
obsemng the picture curiously; “but 
is this really the poet Shakspeare ? ” 

“Of course, child; that marvellous 
genius, who .” 

“Then why does it say underneath, 

^ John Smith, Esq. of Bermondsey, before 
and after using our Digestive Tablets ’ ? ” 


‘‘Admiral Eozhdestvensky has crossed tke 
Rubicon, and he must press forward now to 
the final battle .’^ — Daily Telegraph. 

Tms recalls very pleasantly the Board- 
school definition of a river as^ a '“piece 
of water that juts out into the sea.” 


VOL. OXXVDI. 
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THE RESTORATION OF ENGLAND. 

(J. reply to the pessimist) 

How oft in minds tlie most serene 

Some little jar will gender doubt, 

A remal frost that nips the spleen, 

A lunch that puts the liver out — 

And lo ! a blight obscures the sun, 

And earth assumes her greyest robe, 

And even patriots — ^I, for one— - 
Question our claim to rule the globe. 

I take and turn my sallow face 

Against the nearest wall and groan, 

Wondering if the British race 

Does, after all, stand quite alone. 

I ask myself if other lands 

May not conceivably exist ; 

And am as putty in the hands 

Of any puling pessimist. 

They tell me England’s day is dead ! 

The fruits of that commercial grit 

Which painted half creation red 

Are now the Teuton’s perquisite. 

With spies in every English town 

He sees our army’s rotten state, 

He knows that we are laying down 

One battleship instead of eight ; 

He scruples not to make his boast 

That in a dozen years from this 

His tars will have us all on toast, 

And tramp through our Metropolis.” 

So speaks the pessimist ; and I 

Feebly adopt his point of view, 

And cannot give his words the lie 

Till I have had a pill or two. 

Then suddenly the prospect clears, 

I mock the Teuton bagman’s taunt, 

Cry “Pooh ” to all dyspeptic fears, 

And bid the pessimist “ Avaunt ! ” 

“ Croaker ! ” (I call him that aloud). 

Croaker ! ” I say, “I’d have you know 

That, if we are beneath a cloud, 

That cloud will shortly have to go. 

This German plague which you deplore 

Win run its round and soon be spent — 

A brand of measles, nothing more, 

I Bred of a Tory Government. 

1 Let but our Bm^muK arise, 

With Morley as his martial Aide— 

’U win us back, in Europe’s eyes, 

The old respect so long mi^id, 

q^ucHy clean our ’scutcheon’s stain, 

.^d hend Teuton’s stubborn knees. 

And make Britannia once again 

A Holy Terror on the seas.” 0. S. 

One of jlfr. Punch’s Representatives annoimces elsewhere /'n 

Ins mteukon a£ investigatml on tbe spot the bXf 

THE SIMPLE LIFE. 

Ur. Punch, ever on the alert to assist his contemporaries 
has collected a number of letters on this subject, with the idea 
of helping the readers of the Daily Oraphie to come to a d^ 
cision on the great question, Should life be simpler than it is? 

“I am entirely a believer in the simple life,” writes Mr. 
CouLSON Keenahan. “It suits me absolutely. Inmyvouncr 
days I was as elaborate as the late Marquis of Anglesey 
There was nothing I did not do. I even rode my own horse 
in the City and Suburban and took every j ump but the last. I 
was famous. But now I am all for simplicity. Oddly enough 
my conversion, as I like to call it, came through an innkeeper 

It was in Epping Forest. In the very heart of it I found an 
inn and ordered my customary magnum of Chartreuse. As 

I quaffed it I asked the landlord if he wei'e not very dull. 

“ ' Dull ! ’ he said in surprise, and I give his exact words : 
'why, no, Sir. There ain’t so many pleasures in life, are 
there now ? I ’m very fond of a cheese and onion, or of a hit 
o’ b’iled mutton, and of a ’ug from my wife, and of a kiss 
from my little gal, and of a friendly chat over a pipe and 
glass. I ’ve got ’em all ’ere, and I couldn’t enjoy ’em more, 
not if I was a bloomin’ dook in ’Ide Park— now could I?’ 

I did not explain, as I might have done, being a great wa®" 
in those days (it was before I wrote my little book about the 
blackbeetle), that it was scarcely the custom of dukes to lunch 
or dine, caress their offspring, or 'toy’ with their matrimonial 
AmaryUides ' in the shade ’ of Hyde Park ; but I saw that he 
was right. I came away convinced that to be an innkeeper 
in Eppmg Forest was the only w^ay. Nothing but my duties 
as a lecturer and author have kept me from it. Only inn- 
keepers reaUy understand simplicity.” 

I live the simple life consistently, and have always done so. 
ihe simple life tempered by the theatre— that is my line of 
country. All day long I cultivate literature on a little oat- 
meal, and at night comes my relaxation. Were it not for the 
contrast afforded by the play I should not perhaps properly 
appreciate the healthfulness and sweet sanitv of my daylisht 

WfLLIAM AeCHER 

One has heard the simple life praised all one’s life ; but I 
am confident that simplicity is a noxious fad. The complex 
Iile IS the real thing. No man can be said to be really doing 
his duty as a citizen of this world unless he gets himself 
mvolved in as many difficulties and entanglements as he can. 
Only cowards live the simple life. To pass from complexity 
to complexity, to defy all social institutions and reap whatever 
whirlwind results— that is the brave experimentalist’s course. 
Every man should be an experimentalist. We should take 
nothing for granted, but try everything for ourselves. To try 

erything for ourselves is the antithesis of the simple life. 

G. Behnard Shaw. 

A well-known Peer writes from Penrith I am sxxrprised 
^atnone of your rorrespondents should have called atten- 
tion to the adorable example of unselfish endeavour set by 
tte Gei^ Emp^e. It might have been expected that a 
monarch such as Wiiamw E. would have preferred to delegate 
tfie most arduous and irksome duties of his exalted positiofi to 

tnl nXh of such is his consideration 

seldom allows anything to be done for him 
• ^ yoody, no matter how willing or competent. Thus he 
own speeches, and on occasion I have 
h conducting the Court orchestra. In 

lio ?-i of Scandinavia I am assured that 

o®^oe in the pic- 
seaboard, and 

hpPT> v. highlands of Westphalia has 

a(^m3ter the coup de gr&ee himself to the 
tortunate victiiii of his prowess.” 








C- K‘NP- 


Pnf.Oimlet. “Who is that peettt oihl those men aee talking to?” 

A NIOErLEVEEtlEL, ^EN-f L"n ’a M^N ZZ ^ lo ^ Z'Z 


A Dowager Dixcliess writes My own experience lias been 
that the simplest life can ahvays be lived by anyone who is 
sincerely desirous of doing so. To begin with the question 
of diet— I know one lady of high rank who for the last year has 
resolutely refused to partake of the early morning cup of tea in 
her bedroom, and has linhted her daily consumption of ciga- 
rettes to six, except on Sundays, when she allows herself eight. 
I admit that in adopting this course she has been influenced by 
the express advice of her doctor, but none the less the sacrifice 
is deserving of praise. Then, again, good dressing can easily 
be accomplished without extravagance by getting good models 
and engaging a good worker as lady’s maid. One friend of 
mine, who follows this plan, is nearly always the best-dressed 
woman in whatever company she mixes in, and to my certain 
knowledge she doesn’t spend more than £750 a year on her 
clothes. In another respect, again, she sets an' admirable 
example to her sisters by always driving her own motor-car, 
and so dispensing with the services of a highly-paid 
chaufeur. The £250 per annum which is thus saved 'forms 
I quite a nice little nest-egg for investment, or entertainment, or 
other necessaries of the strenuous life.” 


^ well-known novelist writes:-— “I am delighted to see 
Mrs. Meinell has illuminated this controversy by a practical 
suggestion that we should endeavour to revive a neglected 
pleasure, that of ‘ a cheerful and stimulating hunger.’ oi[y 
yesterday— if I may be pardoned for relating a personal expe- 
rience— having penetrated on my Panhard into the purlieus 
of Camberwell, I had the misfortune to floor a sandwichman 


a who was recklessly walking at least three feet from the kerb, 
s He escaped without anjr broken bones, and on my taking him 
1 into an adjoining coffee tavern and asking what I could do 
s for Mm replied, ‘Oaptihg, a cup o’ corfy and a pork pie is all i 
1 1 arsk. And per’aps a hegg or tyro, I ain’t ’ad nuffin to heat 
since yesterday, and I feel as hif hi could heat height heggs 
. heasily. Personally I was so much impressed by tMs touchiiig 
recital and by the man’s obvious enjoyment of his meal, that 
3 i have resolved to try the experiment of dispensing with 
alternoon tea once a week, in the hope of regaining an appetite 
5 which has of late years, I regret to say, suffered considerably 
L from the strain of constant dining out.” 

A famous critic writes above the initials A. B. W. The 
; temi simpHcity, as Aristoile would put it, can be envisaged 
either dirlm or nvl, and it is notorious that dolus latet in general- 
terrible example of Sanohoniathoit, Amadis 
oi Gpl, and Cardinal Mezzof.vm'i. Por my own part I hold 
that if a man be frugal in his diet and dress he may indulge 
in the wildest mrfipoKaXla in his diction. Literature without 
panache is like caricature without CARAir d’ Ache. Even (^gol, 
sombre genius that he was, indulged occasionally in bursts of 
bravura in his Paralvpomena Borussiea, and MiEZi Schaffi', 
&ougli. gOTeraUy a confiimed teetotaller, ■would sometimes in- 
dmge in dra-nghts of KuehebiBeTvwdn. In short, the limtries 
of one man are the necessities of another. Give me a crust of 
br^d, a dictionary of quotations, and Beezee’s AristoHLe, and 
suhlimi feriam sidera veHiee. KtArj/iipa. Koldkol. Cam v 
lespada. Eljml” “ 
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IHE DIASY ASD HOTEBOOX OFi 
A FIEID ITATTJEAIIST. 

April 26. — Decided to investigate and 
elucidate the Mystery of Katnre. To 
become Bom Naturalist, Friend of 
Animals, Out-door Observ^er, Collector 
of Strange Facts and any Fossils, Coleo- 
ptera, Invertebrata, &c., I may come 
across. Shall thus hope to qualify for 
position on staff of The Oountryside, the 
new Carmelite Nature weekly. Bought 
large notebook, red and blue pencils, 
cheap telescope, ditto microscope and 

E ocket lens, two dozen empty hock 
ottles for specimens, fishing-rod, butter- 
fly-net, pins, piU-boxes, jack-knife, 
climbing-irons and rope, also two pounds 
of moist sugar, dark lantern, false beard 
and nose for night work. Read The 
Naturalist's Vade Mecum, or Every Man 
his own Darwin. Slept soundly. 

April 27. — ^Up at dawn and “ sugared ” 
four elms, one stunted willow, two apple- 
trees, a hencoop and pair of trousers, 
for moths. Then proceeded to observe 
from back window. First two hours 
noticed nothing xmusual. At 9.30 
suspicious hen (speckled plumage) crossed 
yard from north. Timed its steps. Sub- 
normal (indicative of fatigue or timidity). 
Hen evidently smelt sugar on coop and 
retired. N.B. Ancestral trait: Sus- 
picion of Human being. Vide Dahwin. 
Another long interval, broken by choleric 
outburst on part of owner of apple-trees 
coming to examine buds. Explained 
myseK badly and removed molasses as 
requested with sponge and water. 
Chagrined to hear moth has nocturnal 
habits. Went to lunch. In afternoon 
hen reappeared. Laid one egg (white 
or pale cream-coloured) about five feet 
from coop and retired as before, head 
foremost, lifting each foot from the 
ground altematdy and emitting charac- 
teristic chuckling note at frequent inter- 
vals; Drew plan showing relative 
positions of coop and egg and path taken 
by hen. Labelled it “Diagram No. 1.” 
Spent remainder of afternoon listening 
for cuckoo. Disappointed. In evening 
wrote to Nature, re cuckoo and tabulated 
result of day’s observations. No definite 
conclusions as jet 

April 2S . — Took “Naturalist’s Walk in 
the Country,” as per book, furnished 
with net, rope, irons, knife, telescope, 
lens, microscope, rod, pins, boxes, 
bottles, notebook, pencils, umbrella and 
sandwiches, also pair of goloshes, in 
case of prey escaping on to marshy 
ground. Facetious neighbour suggested 
running-shoes, assuring me that some 
Lepidoptera fly like snipe. Ignored him. 
Decided ^to spend morning Observing, 
afternoon Collecting, evening Cogitating 
and Framing Reasons and Laws. j 

Morning : Considerably hampered by j 
rope and climbing-irons, but managed | 


to walk about two miles, meeting seven 
men, three women and one child. 
Observed each carefully and endeavoured 
to ascertain names, ages, nationahty, 
religion, idiosyncrasies, &c. 

Males reticent to verge of rudeness ; 
females exhibited distinct hysterical 
tendencies ; child evidently an idiot, 
congenital. Unable to detect any charac- 
teristic markings. 

When they had left me, climbed a 
tree and swept surrounding country 
with telescope, but found focussing 
difficult owing to foliage. 

No noteworthy obser\^ations. Broke 
several bottles. "Walked on further and 
came across a dog (Oanis), Examined 
it. Dog examined me. Kept it off with 
fishing-rod and umbrella (N.B. — Butt ^r- 
fly-net useless for large specimens). Dog 
slightly damaged. Condition of teeth 
gave no indication of old age. Seized 
opportunity of examining ovtl blood 
under microscope. Mammalian, as 
suspected. Arrival of owner, followed 
by heated argument. Eventually agreed 
to purchase confounded animal to avoid 
further discussion. Rope came in handy. 
Listened again for cuckoo, but difficitlt 
to make anything out owing to dog 
persistently barking at me from extreme 
end of rope. Observ^ed several rooks 
in field, and chmbed wall to obtain closer 
view. Exciting chase, greatly assisted 
by dog, only resulted in loss of valuable 
portions of outfit and nasty encounter 
with herd of fierce cattle (Bos). Strange 
I cannot find anything really tame to 
study. 

Glad to get away and rest by road- 
side. Had lunch, dog obtaining greater 
portion of sandwiches by a canine feint. 

Afternoon : Collected two hock bottles- 
ful of grass to compare with that on 
lawn at home, one of earth to ascertain 
exact Period and Strata, some pieces of 
granite from road. (“The science of 
Geology is full of interest to the earnest 
student, and not unfrequently leads to 
most remarkable discoveries.”) Found 
two odd boots, very much worn, and 
evidently dating from the Nineteenth 
Century. (Book says no object ivS void 
of interest to the skilled investigator.) 
Also found dead rat, traced and partially 
consumed by dog, broken ribs of 
umbrella, and several animal bpnes (see 
Osteology: its Importance to the Mor- 
phologist), an old tin (discarded), and 
some fragments of pottery of unknown 
antiquity. 

Book says : “A little mud taken from 
a stagnant pond in early spring and 
put into a tank at home will often pro- 
duce an unexpected number of Rotifers 
and Infusoria which are hatched from 
the dormant ova and germs,” 

Tested ^ statement, but experiment 
futile owing to servant carelessly using 
tank-water for culinary purposes. Most 


vexing. On passing through village on 
way home was amazed to see unique 
collection of birds’ eggs in shop window. 
Entered with view of congratulating 
fortunate possessor, and found hirry 
willing to dispose of as many as I cared 
to buy. Had selected several distinct 
types before discovering they were fiUed 
with chocolates. 

Evening : Arranged nucleus of Collec- 
tion and started a Catalogue. Wrote 
to the Field. Planned formation of 
Naturalist’s Library. Fed, observed 
and beat dog, and went to bed. Dog 
persisted in observing moon. Obliged 
to sacrifice majority of granite specimens 
and bones. Noticed remarkable greenish 
light in corner of yard. Went down to 
investigate and found it proceeded from 
rat. Query: usual or only occasional 
phenomenon ? 

April 29. — ^Found dog had escaped 
during night, after scratching up several 
beds in attempt to bury rat. Shall 
offer no reward. 

On looking over Collection again to-day 
and perusing Notes feel convinced my 
observations are the very thing for The 
Countryside, and shall now send this 
first instahnent to that organ. 


CHARIVARIA- 

The Petit Journal says that General 
Stoessel has been acquitted of blame 
for the surrender of Port Arthur. The 
guilty parties are said to be the Japanese. 

According to La Patrie, England 
possesses at least one far-seeing Admiral. 
“We have definite proof,” says this 
usually Anglophobe journal, “ that 
Admiral Fremantle is following the 
Russian ships, and keej)ing Toco in- 
formed of their movements by wireless 
lelegraphy.” Now Admiral Fremotle 
1 - III r.righind. 

It has been officially declared at Berlin 
that the Herero rebellion is at an end. 
v^ome trouble is now being caused to 
those on the spot owing to the fact 
that the Hereros have not been informed 
of this fact. 

There seems to be no limit to the pre- 
tensions of the halfpenny papers. Some 
of these referred to the recent earthquake 
as a “ seismic disturbance,” just as 
though they were penny papers. 


A stringent order is said to have been 
issued to the HLvrmsworth Brothers by 
the heiid of the lamily that all mishaps 
to their motors are to be reported to 
him immediately they happen, and that 
on no account will a prize in any com- 
petition for the detection of persons 
responsible for these mishaps be awarded 
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OUR VILLAGE CRICKET CLUB. 


At our opening iiATcn, Spinner, toe demon left-hander, was again in great form. His’ masterly skill in placing tee field and 

Ills SOUND KNOWLEDGE OF THE GAME, REALLY WON THE MATCH FOR US * ' 






“About three feet nine to the right, please, Colonel—that 
IS to ^y, your right. That ’s it. Back a little, just w^here the 
buff Orpington’s feeding. Thanks.” 


“ You, Mr. Stewart, by this thistle. Just to sate the one, 
you know.” 


His ruses were- magnificent. When the Squire game in. 
Spinner (who had previously held a private consultation with 

THE other bowler) SHOUTED, “YoU WON’t WANT A FINE LEG FOR 
THIS MAN. Put hm deep and square.” And then 


The Squire was neatly taken first ball off a glance 

AT PINE LEG BY SpINNER HIMSELF, WHO HAD CROSSED OVER 

(exactly AS arranged) from his place at slip. 
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to a member of the firm, and that this 
regnlation shall be retrospective. 

The Dally Mail has published a list of 
llembers who did not vote during the 
last Session, together with their excuses. 
“ Sir R. G-uxter— V ery lame,’ ’ reads more 
like a comment than a statement of fact. 


‘‘It is deplorable that one who might 
have developed into a distinguished 
statesman has degraded himself into a 
mere tricky politician,” writes Sir John 
Leno of Mr. Balfour. There is no truth 
in the statement that on hearing Sir 
John's opinion Mr. Balfour cried like 
a child. 


Lady Warwick has declared to a 
meeting of Socialists at Northampton 
that it is not her fault that she owns 
23,000 acres. Of course not; nor yet 
her misfortune. 

There is no satisfying some people. 
The polar bears at the Hippodrome are 
said to have been dissatisfied with our 
Easter weather, which was supplied at 
such great discomfort to ourselves. 


A party of men employed by the 
Marylebone Borough Council inspected 
the Paris sewers at Easter, and a num- 
ber of Frenchmen visited London on 
Good Friday. It would be difficult to 
say which had the more lively time. 

The announcement that a London cab- 
horse named Lottery has recently won 
eight races at point-to-point meetings 
has caused a thrill of excitement among 
his confreres in the Metropolis, and last 
I week an animal attached to a growler 
' ran away in the Strand. And it is being 
freely asked, Where is the motor-cab 
which can point to a record like 
Lottery's f 

The discussion which has been raging 
in the columns of the Daily Mail on the 
subject of the management of public 
schools proved a great disappointment 
to the mass of the boys. One of their 
greatest grievances was not mentioned. 
They have to learn lessons. 


The Royal Academy, notwithstanding 
the many efforts made to reform it, has 
again failed to satisfy those whose works 
were rejected. 

Last year the Hanging Committee 
placed a piece of sculpture in the court- 
yard of Burlington House. This year 
another notable sculpture, the work of 
Mr. Havard Thomas, was left stidiurther 
out in the cold — all the way, in fact, to 
the New Gallery. 

General Kueopatkeh is said to be 


resigning because his salary has been 
reduced. He has certainly every right 
to be dissatisfied, for Admiral Alexeieff 
is to receive £10,400 a year for life, or 
so it appears, for he is to retain Ms 
position of Viceroy of the Far East with 
that salary until the Kwantung peninsula 
is again occupied by Russia. 

The first number of the Burial 
Be former has appeared. It is published 
at the price of threepence, but Punch 
fears no rival. 


THEY HAPPENED—” 

Or, 'The Land of Short Story. 

There were several persons in the 
railway - carriage, the atmosphere of 
wMch was, by consequence, somewhat 
heavy. Mr. Peagam, who sat in the 
corner, laid down his Magazine and 
yawned, glancing with vague contempt 
at the faces of his fellow-travellers as 
they bent them over the sixpenny, 
fourpence-halfpenny, or even cheaper 
periodicals that they were reading. 
The covers of these publications were 
tediously familiar to Mr. Peagam. The 
Fleet Street Magazine, the Piccadilly, the 
Imperial — he knew them all and their 
probable contents by heart. “They 
don’t happen,” said Mr. Peagam to 
himself, referring to the contents; “all 
lies, every one.” 

He stared discontentedly at the spring 
landscape. 

“If they did happen,” thought Mr. 
Peagam, “if life was only arranged as 
I the short stories make out ! ” 

This was his last conscious reflection 
before, from sheer boredom, he fell 
asleep. 

He came to himself as the train was 
entering the terminus, and even in the 
moment of stepping out upon the plat- 
form he was conscious of something 
unusual and yet oddly familiar in the 
aspect of the station and the crowd that 
thronged it. In some curious way the 
whole scene looked (as Mr. Peagam 
expressed it to Mmself) out of drawing. 
He had stared about him for several 
minutes before he realised the suggestion 
that it conveyed. 

‘ “Bless my soul!” he said at last, 
“it’s just like a rather bad illustra- 
tion in a Magazine 1 ” 

He observed also that the passengers 
seemed divided into two totally distinct 
streams: one setting towards the ex- 
presses, and comprising soldiers in 
unifyrin, fur-coated diplomatists, and 
obvious representatives of the criminal 
and detective classes, while, om the -other 
hand, the suburban trains were sought 
only by persons of a broadly humorous, 
not to say farcical, appearance. 

“Curious I ” thought Mr^ Peagam as he 
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watched them; “but where have I 
noticed such a tendency before ? ” 

At this moment a young man and a 
girl stopped immediately in front of him, 
“And so,” said the former, speaking 
in a voice that Mr. Peagam could not 
choose but overhear, “we part now — 
for ever.” 

“Nay,” answered the girl, “not for 
ever. When in that distant land to 
which you go you have worked out the 
redemption of the past, then - * will you 
not turn again- -home? ” 

“Home!” echoed the young man, 
bitterly. “ Where is my home ? ” 

For a moment the girl hesitated, then, 
with a wonderful smile, she opened her 
arms to him. 

“Here,” she cried, “in my heart 1 ” 
Mr. Peagam was reflecting npon the 
unnsual character of such, behaviour in 
a public railway-station, when he sud- 
denly perceived that with the utterance 
of the last words both the speakers had 
vanished. Greatly startled, he asked 
the explanation of a bystander. 

The man, who presented somewhat 
the appearance of a cheap process-block, 
did not seem to have been at aU aston- 
ished. - - - 

“ They ’d got to the end,” he said. 

“ The end 1 ” repeated Mr. Peagam per- 
plexed ; “ end of what ? ” 

“The end of the story,” said the man. 
Mr. Peagam was more mystified than 
ever, but before he could inquire further 
a fresh surprise arrested his attention. 

“ Hullo I ” he cried, staring eagerly 
after a distinguished-looking youth who 
had just passed them, wearing a military 
uniform partially concealed by the coat 
and badge'of a cab-driver, from beneath 
which Ms sword- and spurs protruded 
with a slightly incongruous effect. 
“ Surely — is not that his Royal Highness 
Prince ” 

“Hush!” exclaimed his companion, 
“of course it is. He’s wearing those 
clothes so that his destined bride, who 
arrives by the next train, may love him 
for Mmself alone. All Royal betrothals 
are managed in that way now.” 

“Dear me!” said Mr. Peagam. “I 
had imagined that such things only 
happened in fiction.” 

“So they do,” answered the other. 
“That’s why.” 

Then the explanation- dawned upon 
Mr. PEAG.VM. “Why,” he exclaimed 
breathlessly, “I believe my wish has 
come true. You ’le aU short stories ! ” 
“Of course we are,” said the man. 
“ So are you.” 

“Me?” cried Mr. Peagam, startled. 
“Naturally,” said the man, “or you 
wouldn’t be here. It’s like Alice and 
the Bed King's Dream,” he explained. 
“ The ' only question is, whose story are 
you ? What ’s your name ? ’’ he added, 
suddenly. 
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Peagam,” answered that gentleman. 

‘‘Ah,” said the man, “that settles it. 
I thought as much from vonr appearance, 
hut the name decides me. Generally 
spoken of as ‘Mister’ Peagam, aren’t 
you ? I know. Little sketches of middle- 
class humour ; very amusin’ but getting 
a bit over-done.” 

“But,” cried Mr. Peagam, his mind 
vainly striving to grapple with such a 
discovery, “ do you mean to say that all 
those horrors in the popular Magazines 
might happen 1o me ? I might be killed 
at any moment ! ” 

“}sot you,” said the man contemptu- 
ousl}'. “With that name you’re safe 
enough. You ’re one of the comic sort ; 
lose your return ticket, or sit on your 
hat — nothing dangerous. And here we 
have another popular type.” 

He indicated a third-class compart- 
ment in which Mr. Peagam perceived 
several working-men poking fun at an 
anaemic-looking curate who seemed 
strangely apprehensive of the dangers of 
travelling. 

‘■Foolish of them,” said his com- 
panion. “They should know by now 
that such behaviour always results in 
an accident, in which the curate saves 
their lives and is cheered by the pas- 
sengers. It might come at any moment. 
Let us move further off.” 

But it was too late. Even as he spoke 
there was a cry of terror from the by- 
standers. Mr. Peagam had just time to 
realise that a collision was imminent 
and to catch that inevitable gleam of 
resolution on the pale face of the curate, 
when with a sickening jar — he awoke. 

“ And Heaven be thanked,” said Mr. 
Peag^ to himself, as he stooped to pick 
up his Magazine which had fallen to the 
floor, “that they don’t happen, after all ! ” 

The other passengers, perhaps for this 
very reason, continued to read placidly. 


NAVAL MOVEMENTS. 

Saigon, April 28. — A torpedo-boat 
destroyer is reported to have been seen 
by the P. and 0. liner Imaliar, steaming 
in a north-easterly direction 4,500 miles 
from Singapore. Her nationality is un- 
known, but the report has caused con- 
siderable excitement. The captain of 
the P. and 0. states that shortly after- 
wards he saw several empty packing- 
case§ hull-down on the horizon. 

Paris, April 20.^— A telegram from 
New York states that three warships 
have been seen off Bata^na, The corre- 
spondent believes them to be part of the 
Third Baltic Squadron under Admiral 
Nebogatoff, but this can hardly be the 
case, as the squadron in question was 
known to be at Jibutil only yesterday. 
However, we give the report for what it 
is wqrth. 



AN OUTSIDE OPINION. 

“ That ’s the best op them Court Dresses— ter can’t ’blp lookin’ ’andsome ! ’ 


Kamranh Bay (from Our Own Corre- 
oondent). — was able to approach quite 
Jose to one of the Russian cruisers 
to-day, and rowed right round her while 
she was going at full speed. The 
officers and crew seemed to be full of 
spirits, and were tossing the empty 
cases overboard as a guide to the lame 
ducks of the fleet. 

Shanghai, April 30. — ^A fisherman has 
just reported that he has heard heavy 
firing in the offing to-day, but no im- 
portance is attached to the rumour, which 
we merely give for what it is worth. 

Jibutil (from an occasional co'tre- 
spondent), — The report that the Third 
Baltic Squadron has reached Kamranh 
Bay must be received with the greatest 
reserve. Heavy firing was heard in the 
offing yesterday. 

Manila.-- Three vessels have been seen 
off Corregidor Island, but it is impossible 


to say to what nationality they belong. It 
is, however, considered probable that they 
are Russian, Japanese, British, Dutch or 
perhaps American. Intense excitement 
prevails here, and the usual fisherman 
has just reported that he has heard the 
sounds of heavy firing in the offing. 

Diego Garcia (by special cable ). — ^A 
warship of some kind passed here in the 
night. It is beheved to have been a 
torpedo-boat destroyer, but of what 
nationality it is impossible to say. 
Inquiries, however, are being made, and 
meanwhile excitement runs high. A 
fisherman reports having heard sounds 
of heav (Message incomplete). 

“As TREES WALKING.”— “The trees are 
now coming forth in their spring foliage, 
and some beautiful tints of green may 
be observed walking up the Avenue”— 
Southern Daily Echo. 
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the Home District. These centimes of 
attraction are largely -used by burglars, 
and they woxdd be even more popular if 
the 'profession could feel themselves 
secure from police persecution while 
worhing them. If five hundred London 
burglars were to subscribe three guineas 
apiece, after paying the rent of a small 
London office and a clerical secretary’s 
salary, about £650 would remain for 
actual work on each of these two classes 
of dwelling-place. Each class would be 
divided up into convenient sections of 
about ten to fifteen miles, each section 
would be entrusted to some receiver of 
stolen goods (or other agent) living on 
that section, and in return for a payment 
of, approximately, £1 to £1 lOa. a week 
he would be expected to keep a sharp 
eye on the section allotted to him. If 
necessary, he would have to employ a 
boy, whose sole work would be to cycle 
up and down that pnrticidar neighbour- 
hood and watch it carefully. All agents 
of the society would be connected by 
telephone wdth lieadqL cartel's, and with 
each other. A burglar going into Surrey 
would stop at, say, ICingston, and would 
receive from the society’s agent there a 
list of the traps brought up to date, and 
in the event of any fresh traps being set 
in any particular section during the day, 
the agents would hang out an unmis- 
takable danger signal. Ru(*h a scheme 
may sound illegal, and almost immoral, 
to those who do not burgle, but the cost 
of police traps totlie burgling community 
is so large, that, in self-defence, burglars 
would do well to adopt some such 
method of protection. Real co-operation 
is required this season from my readers. 
Early information of police traps is 
wanted for publication. I therefore offer 
a reward of 10s. Ocl. for detailed par- 
ticulars of any fresh police traps. I 
stipulate only that : (1) the trap shall be 
in England ; (2) that it has not been 
published before ; (3) that I pay only 
once for each trap — that is, to the person 
who first sends it in. N.B. — Policemen 
may compete. 


A SPARTAN. 

“ WiTAT DO f OU SAY TO A DRINK, OlD MaN ? ” 

“ Well, I don’t care if I do. 1 ak k little TUiRSTr.” 

“Great Scott! You don’t mean to sat you ever let it get as far as tiut! ” 


tHE POLICE TRAP INSURANCE CO., LTD. 

Mr. WiLLTAiyi Sikes, Chevalier dln- 
dustrie, has written enclosing an excerpt 
fro3ta'the jBy^?u? 2 dFr which 'advocates the 
establishment of a society fethe Mutual 
Protection of Motorists .against Police 
'Raps. Mr. Sikes confesses to a very 
^rong feeling in favour of 'a siTnil^r 
sboiety fqr -the Mutual Protection of 
Burglars. TJnaccustomedto'polite'corre- 
spo:ffd;eiice,’’he'Eas thought it best to ask 
us to reproduce ther Ac tual lau^age of 


the article in the Bystander, with such 
trifling emendations as would make it 
applicable to Burglars instead of Motor- 
ists. These alterations are signalised by 
italics. 

Wanted— 500 Burglars to pay £3 8s. 

A sc^iety is’ wanted to collect informa- 
tion with regard to police traps, and to 
issue due' warning to aH its subscribers. 
The first ventures of this organisation 
'should take the of contrpUing 

s ubil rha'n villas and country houses in 


The Universal Juggernaut. — “Any- 
one,” says the Daily Telegraph, “who 
has driven an automobile will know that 
it is quite impossible to run over a child 
and remain unconscious of the fact.” 
Any one who has driven an autonwbile ! 
Heavens ! what a sweeping charge ! ' Is 
there none innocent? 


From police report in the Glasgow 
Evening News : — “ After the boy « had 
been admonished by the magistrate he 
was handed over to ^ the care of his 
father, who gave him an. excellent 
character.” This use of the word 
character,” in the sense of a distinctive 
mark or cut, is now almost obsolete. 
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THE AUSTRALIAN TEAM. 

Special Interviews. 

Will the Corxstalks get back the 
Ashes? 

With a view to obtaining some inform- 
ation on the burning question of the 
hour Mr, Punch proceeded to Lord’s 
with his notebook. He was lucky 
enough to find Mr. P. F. Warner at the 
nets, and after liis practice that gentle- 
man courteously spared liini a few 
minutes. 

“Now what do you think of tlie 
Australian team?” asked Mr. Punch. 

“It has been greatly underrated,” said 
the genial “ Plum.” “ You know that it 
is practically the same side that we 
defeated in Australia; and that,” he 
added modestly, ‘ ‘ was the best eleven 
that ever played for them. Victor 
Thumper is undoubtedly the best bat 
in the world at present, while Duff is 
at least his equal. Then Hill, in the 
opinion of many, is the superior of both. 
Throw in Noble and you have a quar- 
tette.” 

“ But there is a tail, is there not ? ” 

Mr. Warner laughed. “ Three of the 
best bats in Australia at the present 
moment,” he said, “are Armstrong, 
Hopkins and Gehrs. They are enor- 
mously improved, and safe to get runs 
on any wicket. Add to them Darling 
and Gregory ; remember that Kelly is 
always good for a few ; don’t forget that 
Howell in Inter-State matches this year 
had an average even better than 
Trumper’s ; and bear in mind that 
Cotter is one of the most promising of 
the younger batsmen, and you wiU see 
that ” 

“But at least the bowling is weak,” 
urged Mr. Punch. 

“ That is where the critics make their 
mistake. I consider the bowling 
superior to the batting. With Howell, 
Cotter, Noble, Armstrong, Hopkins, Laver, 
Trumper and Hill (all enormously im- 
proved players) as regular bowlers, and 
Kelly and Gregory to fall back upon if 
necessary, the attack will be of the very 
strongest.” 

“And the fi.elding ? ” 

“I think perhaps the 1905 team wiU 
go down to posterity as above aU a field- 
ing side. In conclusion may the matches 
be played to a finish, the luck evenly 
distributed, and may the best side win ! ” 

Mr. Punch passed on, and was privi- 
leged to have a few words with Mr. 
Nobie. 

“ Well, Mr. Noble, and what do you 
think of your chances ? ” 

“ We shall do our best,” said “Monty,” 
with a smile, “ and no man can do more. 
We are all triers, at any rate, and I 
think we can promise to give you a 
good game. Of course I hope that we 



A CHOICE OF EVILS. 

Holiday Excursionist (on seaside hack), “ ’Ere ’s a pretty go ! Ip I don’t GET HOFF I lose 
A GOOD TUPPENNY SMOKE, AND IP I VO GET HOFF, I KNOW I OAN’T GET ON AGAIN, AND I LOSE A 
SIXPENNY RIDE ! ” 


shall win, but cricket is so uncertain 
that you can never teU.” 

“ What about the bowling, Mr. 
Noble ? ” 

“Well, I think we can promise to 
worry some of your batsmen. We are 
all triers, at any rate.” 

“And if the matches are played to a 
finish, and the luck is evenly distributed, 
you thiijs: that^ ” 

“In that case I think the best side 
win win.” 


Thanking Mr. Noble most heartily, 
Mr. Punch prepared to leave. At the 
entrance he was lucky enough to run 
into Mr. Jessop, and immediately asked 
for his views on the coming contest. 

“Prophecy is difficult,” said Mr. 
Jessop, “owing to the p!roverbial un- 
certainty of cricket. Shbuld Jupiter 
Pluvius be in the ascendant, I fancy 
that the trundling of Wilfred Ehodes 
will enable us to put ‘paid’ to the 
Kangaroo’s account. In the case,’ how- 
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One or two letters on the subject have strayed into ]}dr. 


ever, of the advent of Old Sol, there will be a diffeieiit storj 
to tell. Tru\[PEU may be trusted to notch a few, while 
will be as difficult of dislodginent as ever, Cotter will 

always be rattling in JoirN Bull’s timber-yard. ’ 

'‘What a.boiit the fielding, Mr. Jessop?” 

“They are a great side, and can stand a long spell^of 
leather-hunting Duff is particularly good at mid-off. loii 
may bombard h‘.:n with shots for an hour on end, and he stops 
them all, and like Oliver Ticist asks for more.” 

Mr, Punch paled. 

“I must have misunderstood you,” he said, hoarsely. 
“ What exactly did you say ? ” 

“Like Oliver Twist he asks for moTv*,” said Mr. Jessop. 

“I will not imitate that indiscretion,” said Mr. Punchy 
and grasping Mr. Jessop hurriedly by the hand he fled from 
the ground. 

TO BERLIN. 

Sir, I propose to start this very night, 

Crossing to Flushing by the Zeeland mail ; 

And thence, if I have grasped the scheme aright, 
Tearing through Holland while the stars grow pale, 
And ever faring onward till I win 
My undefeated way to proud Berlin, 

I want to find what Germans really are 

(Some say they are no better than the Russ) ; 

And if in truth there really is a bar 
Divinely made between themselves and us ; 

And what they do to those who come, like me, 

To see them living by the sandy Spree. 

I have, of course, a notion of their looks : 

They ’re fair and stout and dreamy-eyed and rough ; 
I ’ve read about their deeds in history books. 

And know they gave old Varus quite enough ; 

And (this was later) made Nap. HI. feel silly, 

And captured liim and kept him wiUy-niUy. 

And now, I ’m told, they want to batter down 
The last faint semblance of our naval force, 

Annex our land, annihilate our Crown, 

And treat us as a cabman treats his horse. 

Britons, in short, should all be German-haters — 

These are not my beliefs, but the Spectator's. 

So I am off to-night to find things out, 

Thursday shall see me stiuggling with a tongue 
Which Goethe spoke — of this there ’s not a doubt ; 

I took a course of it myself when young. 

Think of me shouting, Hoch ! Hoch ! ! Hoch ! ! ! and so 
Farewell, sweet Punch ; ’tis time for me to go. 

“Tom the Tourist.” 


WTIY LIBERAL? 

A OOREESPORUEHCE has been raging in the Standard under 
the above heading, several correspondents asking how it is 
that the Liberal Party is called the Liberal Party when it is 
notorious that the Conservatives are the only real Liberals 
now? 

As one of them says: — “It is not very likely that our 
opponents will discontinue such a taking name, but why 
should we help them to hold it ? ‘ Radicd ’ is their proper 
name, and we should call them by it ; to call them ‘ Liberal’ 
is insulting the Conservative Party.” 

This is a very novel view, and at first one hardly knows 
how to take it. Is it insulting the Liberal Party to caU a 
Tory a Conservative ? And how would one insult a Radical ? 
Or perhaps that is not possible. 


Punch's box. 

“Revivalist” widtes : “I venture to suggest a pleasant 
way out of the difficulty. Why not call the Conserv^atives 
‘ Torreys ’ and the Liberals ‘ Alexanders ’ ? ” 

“ Ha*iei)RESSER ” writes from Balham: “As a change in 
party nomenclature is imperative, I venture to suggest that 
the Consen-atives should be renamed the ‘Imperials,’ and the 
Liberals the ‘ Wigs.’ ” 


TOILET HINTS. 

(“A well-known woman writer has some excellent advice for the 
woman who would keep her youth ‘ Severe, critical, fault- 

finding, intolerant thoughts all sharpen the features and dry the cuticle 
and take the lustre from the eye.’ DaiZi/ Chronicle.) 

There are many many quacks abroad with soft seductive 
tongue, 

Who persuade you they can aid you in the art of keeping 
young ; 

One Avill tell you with assurance you may confidently hope 
For perfection of complexion if you only use his soap ; 
Nunil)er Two will pledge his honour to the solemn gospel- 
truth 

That devotion to his lotion wiH ensure you lasting youth ; 
Number Three suggests a nose-peg that wiU give your pug a 
* turn 

Whence, he urges, it emerges a presentable concern ; 

While another has a corset which will keep you comme il faut 
When your figure waxes bigger than you care to see it grow. 

But, if people buy the rubbish that is only made to sell, 

Why, the ninnies waste their guineas and their foolish pains 
as well, 

x\nd they ought to know that beauty lies far deeper than the 
skin, 

That the features are the creatures of the soul that works 
within. 

Are your thoughts severe and critical? Your cuticle gets 
dry, ^ 

And it crinkles into wrinkles, and the lustre leaves your eye ; 
Vulgar spite and petty scandal play the mischief with your 
hair. 

Make your forehead dry and horrid, and your temples bald 
and bare, 

While a tendency to slander makes your epidermis hag 
Till it ’s simply hanging limply round a desiccated hag. 

So, my ladies, when the mirror — candid critic — lets you know 
That your colour waxes duller than in days of long ago. 

Vain the golden transformations which you order from the 
Stores, 

Vain the creaming and the steaming of your over-burdened 
pores ; 

Vain to rail at Father Chronos and abuse his wicked arts. 

For your faces bear the traces of your own perverted hearts. 
Would you boast the bloom of peaches, let your soul be pure 
within ! 

To be truthful keeps you youthful, and it lubricates the skin; 
If your locks are growing thinnish, study poetry with care ; 
Read Othello and Bordello — they are matchless for the hair ! 


We learn from the Isle of Man Daily Times^ that at a 
certain meeting of the House of Keys, “ only two members — 
Hall Caine, who is abroad, and Mr. J. J. Goldsmith, who 
is unwell — were present.” Many people have remarked 
the physical resemblance between Mr. Caine and the Swan 
of Avon, and we now have a further proof of his bird-like 
nature. He cau be in two places at the same time. 
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LUNCH AMONG THE RUINS. 

I {A Sliekli hi a Baronial Stronghold.) 

i ScTiNT — the Courtxjnrd of C r'‘'!.d\nghnri} CastJp. On the left is 
! the Gatenay Toicer , on the right, icliat remains of the 
Banqveting Rail. The icalls facing ns arc neatly labelled 
‘ Ka> hen " and ‘‘ Armoury ” In the le ft corner is a stall 


refreshments and pictorial postcards may 


here — one feels so remote from all the whirl and stress of 
modern life ! 

[A prolonged ^^tooG' icithout, folloiced by a succession of 
snorts, pants, and clanJis ; the hell jangles, and 
presently a Motorist enters, idtli the condescending air 
oi a god from a machine, accompanied hy tico rather 
-flamboyant females. 

Motorist {to Custodian). I— ah— s pose we can lunch heah, 


obtained. In the centre are three long tables, ^ placed 
parallel to one another, nith benches of an Lnimriting 
aspect. An elderly Female Custodian is discorered in a 
black bonnet, a blue print dress uith uhite spots, a lilac 
apron, and loic spirits. 


Cubt. (cheering up). Cert ’id y, Sir, arter payin’ for lientrance 
— sixpence per ’ed is the charge, which it does not go ter me, 
but towards keepin’ the niings in repair. I ’ve some nice 
’ome-macie rock-cakes, Sir, also noo milk and bother tein- 


upron, ana coic spirus. p rence 

The Custodian {bitterly, to her small grandson). Gettin on Motorist (appalled). Good gad ! (Ccdlhig to someone in 
fur ar-pas one, To.M3IY, and not a livin’ soul bin in yet— ’cep’ du«+ biing that basket in, will yah. 

them two cvclissin’ gents as couldn’t stop fur no refresher- staggers in with a huge luncheon basket, and 

mints ^ The Publick is all fur novelties nowadays, siininlv, an unpacks a raised pie, cold chicken, champagne, czc., on 

Harchiologv’s quite limit o’ date! Them rock-c‘akes ’ll be flints the table farthest froni the b>cIiooL 

by to-mon-er, and milk turnin’ soon as look at it this ’ot Oust, (to herself, as she retires wounded). My cattles may 
wWherl . . , Was that wheels’ {lookhu{ through idndoic). be ’umble— but they are olesome . 

.V Ion o* waginette, with a voiing ladies’ school inside of it! First Flamboyant lemale {pettishly). Why you should 
Orter git rid o’ them rock-^akes noir— young ladies g^n’ally want to break the run here is beyond me [ 1 loathe taking 
’as gmd ’elthv happetites, ^ — -my inea s in this scrambly 


bless tlieir ’arts 1 (a bell inside 
the arch way jangles rustily) 
They ain’t got no call fur tei 
ring —the door’s hopen wide 
enough I 

[The Pupils of Pelican 
House, Uroy neborough-o n- 
fiea, enter hy twos and 
threes, folloiced by Mile 
SiDOKiE Duval, the resident 
French Governess, and 
Miss Kilkin, the Frinci- 
pah 

Miss Malkin {with guide- 
book). . » . precise date His- 
tory is silent. On entering, 
the visitor cannot fail to be 
struck by the imposing ;■ 

Oust. The charge for bed ju- 



my meals in this scrambly 
way, and being stared at like 
wild beasts, too, by a pack ol 
saucer-eyed school-girls ’ 
Motorist. ^Von’t hurt you to 
rough it for once, iny dear 
girl I {I'o Cliaufleur) Alphonse, 
here’s a packet of food for 
you, and a half-bottle o! fizz — 
you ’U feel more at home with 
them m the tonneau, I daresay. 

[Alphonse withdraws. 
Becond F. F. Champagne 
for a chauffeur 1 You are 
lavish, I must say ! 

Motorist {apologetically). 


hook). . . . precise date His- I'lJ'ij; ' ili' ' ' ^ | Motorist {apologetically). 

tory' is silent. On entering, Well, look what a pace he ’s 

the visitor cannot fail to be The Lizard (to the Chameleon). “ Was it you who stole my blue- brought us along at 1 Must 

struck by the imposing bottle? Ah, I see it was! Y qo* re changinq colour! do the fellah decently. Be- 

Cust. The charge for bed ju-J sides, between ourselves, it’s 

cation’l establishmints is threepence per ’ed, Mem, please, ' a different brand from this, what ? 

hordinary persons bein’ sixpence. (As Miss IVIalkin pays the Second F. F. So long as it doesn’t spoil him ! . . . I call it 
sum demanded, and enters it as an item under the heading rather jolly, lunching out like this in tlie open — more 
''Pleasure Excursion ”) If your young ladies was requiring romantic than having it in a restaurant, anyhow, 
hanyxefreshermints, I’ve some loverly rock-cakes, fresh baked First F. F. Don’t see where tlie jollity comes in, myself — 
tliis momin’, likewise noo milk and bother teetotal drinks. nor yet the romance. These mouldy old ruins give me the 
Miss M. Thank you — ^we have our ovm provisions. But hump I What I like is a first-class hotel, with a hand 
we shall want a few plates and tumblers — oh, and a clean playing, and seiwiettes, and eveiytliing of the latest. That ’s 
table-cloth, if you have such a thing. (27ie Custodian depa7*t§ my idea of comfort. Isn’t there any jelly in that pieV — 
with a sound between a sigh and a sniff.) A majestic ruin, is thanks — and a little more pigeon while you’re about it. 
it not, MamzeH ? Ah, if these grey old walls could but Miss M. {in an undertone to Mademoiselle). Nouveaux riches 
speak, what stories they might teU us ! — tres-mauvais tong— un exemple detressant de la luxe mo- 

Mlle. Duval (presuming, like Becky Sharp, 07i her employ&*'s derne! (To the Pupils) In such surroundings, my dears, we 
imperfect familiarity lokh colloquial French). Mon Dieu, should endeavour — without, Cecilia, allowing our attention 
Madame, j'e n’en sais trop — un tas de choses joliment to be distracted by what is no concern of ours! — to caU 
embetantes, probablement ! up a mental pictm*e of this place as it was in the days of 

Miss M. Vous avez raisong. Quel dommage, done, qu’ils old. Try to fancy these ancient walls all hung with costly 
sont — (forgets the French for " dumb ”) qu’ils ne peuvent pas ! arras (or tapestry), those gaping window-fi*ames glowing with 
Mle. D. Puisque vous etes ici, Madame, ce sera precise- painted glass, this courtyard full of men-at-arms and pages 
ment la m^me chose 1 in rich liveries — (The Pupils stop munching, and allow their 

Miss M. Oh ! beaucoup moins interessante, je crains ! {To mouths to fall slightly apart under the mental strain; the bell 
herself) French people certainly have a knack of putting jangles once more) — while through the archway, returning, 
things pleasantly ! (To the Pupils) I think, my dears, we had perhaps^ from some raiding or hawking expedition, there 
better lunch before we explore^* the ruins. Be careful not enters a gay and roUicking party. {Here a Tripper in 
to leave your eggshells about, and reserve your jam-p\tffs gorgeous raiment makes an impressive entrance, attended by 
until after you have eaten the sandwiches. (They take their his young ladyf^ also in festal attire, an elderly couple in 
seats at the table on the left.) How wonderfully peaceful it is more sombre gani, and a sheepish youth with a billycock on the 
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hack of Ills head.) I am wholly at a loss to imagine, Emmeline 
Titten, what I can have said to provoke such imniodeinte 
and unladylike mirth ! 

Tidpper {an inveterate farceur, to idiom medlceval diction of 
the W ardour Street older seems to have suggested itself as the most 
appropriate medium for his facetiousness). A ’arty welcome, 
fair Uncle Josh, to thee and all thy kin ! Would that me 
ancesteral ’alls were worthier to receive ye ! But the ’Ouse of 
’Enery Urch ’as come doTO in the world, and so ’tis many a 
long year since we last ’ad the old place prop’ly done up ! 
{His party endeavour to repress this exuberance hy exhorting 
him to '^beyave and not go acting the goat with company 
present ; ” Mr. Henry Urch, however , observing an audience^ is 
unable to resist playing up to it, and, on the Custodian’s 
appearance, strikes an attitude of 
melodramatic recognition.) But ’oom 
do I beyold? Is it — kin it he the 
fythful retjmer of me noble famuly 
— dear ole Dame IVIarj’ry, ^vith ’oom, 
when I was but a che-ild and she stiU 
a sorcy centinarian, I used to ply at 
’orses in the Harmry? Dost not 
reckonise thy young Master, Dame? 

{The Custodian, with an expression 
of patient disgust, applies for the 
entrance fees.) ’Ast thou the nen^e 
to demand a tester from the last of 
’is rice when ’e cometh to drop a 
tear on the ’ome of ’is boy’ood ? . . . 

Thou ^astf Well, well — ’ere is a 
broad ’alf bull ter pay thy charges. 

I bring distinguished guests — {intro- 
ducing his companions, whose resent- 
ment is only restrained hy the fact 
that he is paying all expenses ) — 

Herl and Countess Odlum, the Lady 
Louey Ekins — me intended bride- 
and ’er brother, the Lord ’Erb. We 
’ave come from far and are a’nungered. 

’Ast thou a cold boar’s ’ed in cut, 
good Dame ? 

Oust Don’t you go a-good-damin’ 
me. If it ’s refreshermints you 
want, you must put up with rock- 
cakes. 

Mr. 'Enery Urch. Nay, Mistress, 
thou art spoofin’ us ! Kin I not 
beyold a party o’ pilgrims partakin’ 
yonder of a ven’sin parsty, also fair young gyurls engaged 
in samplin’ ’ard- boiled eggs? ... Oh? I see — my 
error! Harwell, ’twould ha’ broke me proud ole parint’s 
’art, could he ha’ seen his son, in ’alls that was once a 
byword for their perfuse ’orspitality, redooced to regale his 
guests on the lowly rock-kike ! No matter — we wUl e’en ’ave 
a few on appro. An’ now to tyble ! (He conducts the others 
with ceremony to the centre table.) Lady Ekins wiU set on 
my right ’and, Countess Odlum oppersite — ^me noble Herl, I 
prithee unbuckle yer ’arness fer a blow-out. Me Lord ’Erb, 
do not scruple ter remove your ’elmet. 

[They seat themselves, loith feeble protests against any 
further tomfoolery; the motoring party affect a lofty 
unconsciousness ; Miss Malkin glares at the unfortu- 
nate Emmeline Titten, whose pocket-handkerchief is 
wholly insufficient to stifle her untimely sense of 
humour ; the other Pupils regard her over their jam- 
puffs with eyes of wondering disapproval. 

Miss Malkin. II est dvidemment un peu — er — eleve, MamzeU 
— une triste faiUite de nos ordres infdrieures en vacances ! 
{To the Pupils) We will, I think, finish our lunches in 


the Banqueting EQdl. Eihieltne, I shall have a word to say I 
to yon later, when you are sufficiently composed to realise I 
fuUy the impropriety of your behaviour. ; 

Mr. Urch (endeavouring to divide a rock-cake). By me ’alidome, ’ 
Dame, ’tis rightly termed ! Could you oblige us with the - 
loan of a battle-axe? But stay, we ’ave a noble thust on ’ 
us. Whatto I a stoup o’ Marmsey or Kinairy wine withal ! 
What, no wines in the ’Ouse? Send ’ither ole Simon the ' 
CeUarer, Dame MLvrj’ry, and, an ’e perdooce not lickers in i 
less than ’alf a non, ’e shall be striteway ’oofed inter the ! 
oobiliette! ifTlie Pupils disperse and purchase postcards; 
Emmeline, by this time on the verge of hysterics, seeks sanc- 
tuary in the maned chapel.) Well, never mind, if he’s 
out, we ’ll ave a noggin o’ sparklin’ cider instead, sime as 
what the party at the next tyble are 
’aving. 

llie Motorist {to his ladles, but 
speahing at Mr. Urch). Eellah must 
he shockin’ boundah not to know 
cidah from — ah— champagne, what ? 

Mr. Urch {to Uncle Josh, in a stage 
irhisper). Did you ’ear that, Mr. 
Odlum ? Acshally drmkin’ Shem- 
pine — with their lunch I I dessay, 
though, they don’t know no better 
— ’aven’t ’eard yet that it ain’t the 
classy thing to do, nowadays. (To 
Custodian) Fetch some flaggins of 
the rare ole gingerile as me noble 
Dad laid down to be broached the 
day I come of age 1 

[Custodian depaiis mystified. 

First F, F. {to the Motorist). I 
wish to goodness we’d gone to a 
hotel — they don’t let horrid ^nllgar 
people in there! And they don’t 
give you tough fowls to eat, either 1 
Mr. Urch {to Miss Ekins). ’Ave 
another rock-cake, Loo, — ^yoii needn’t 
he afride of it — it ain’t as if it 
was some old ’en we’d ’ad to buy, 
’cause we ’d run over it 1 {The 
Motorist and his ladies decide to go 
and see what Alphonse is up to.) 
Why, blest if we ain’t got the place 
all to ourselves, now 1 
Miss Ekins {with some asperity). 
Ah, that ’s the beauty of coming out for the day with you, 
’Enery. Wg do get privacy ! F. A. 


TEere’s Many a False Word Spoken in Jest. 

A PRACTISING physician writes to protest, gently but earnestly, 
against one of the “ Spring-cleaning Hints” in Mr. Punch's 
last issue. The objectionable paragraph ran as follows : “To 
remove inkstains from the fingers — FiH your mouth with 
spirits of salts, and then suck the fingers tlioroughly.” Oiu 
correspondent predicts that, if this direction is taken seriously 
by some youthful reader, a prospect which he regards as 
being “ well within the bounds of possibility,” the result may 
be fatal. His apprehensions are increased by the reflection 
that “our enlightened Legislature at present permits anyone 
to buy such fearful corrosive poisons as spirits of salts, and 
these need not even bear a label.” Mr. Punch humbly cries 
Peccavi; and hopes never again to run the risk of being 
taken seriously. 

In an article entitled “ Care of the Insane ” the current 
Quarterly states that “ The Lord Chancellor is the custodian 
of all other idiots and insane persons.” 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


’ touck wLicb. indicates liis quality. Speaking of children met 
in the streets, be notes their ‘‘soft, unfathomable eyes like 


Is hitting upon I 7 te Disciple’s Wife as the title for his , deep pools touched rrith starlight.” That is good. Whilst 
novel (DtrcKTOiiTH & Co.), ilr. Yixcest Beoto vrill have ' dly avoiding the literary style and business method 
puzzled a good many of his readers, whose number will ol Bra Ja/ioic or Baedelrer, Mr. Thirliieee, with his sympathetic 
not be small, seeing that his .style of writing commands , mind and scholarly taste, will be found a dehghtful corn- 
attention. and the plot of the story, originally conceived and ■ panion for a leisurely tourist through Spain in Spring-time, 
well carried out, is essentially interesting. The author’s fault ! Though his letters purport to be written from Catalonia, he 
is sermonising. lie does iiot, as did Th-VCKEE-IY, stop to ^ with characteristic casualty spends half his time in Valencia, 
animadvert, in a sort of satirical aside to the reader, on ’ and Castile Old and Vew. 

the conduct of las puppets, but he stops to point a moral i 

which does ncit adorn the tale. Let the tale speak for ; 

itself : and permit the reader to read into it, or out of it, just , Of the four tales to which Mr. ILyueice Hewlett gives the 
the moral that best suits him personally. But, 0 Mister ■ title Fond Adrentures (M.vciiaL.ttj), my Baronite likes best 
Xovelist. don't get out of your chair, where you interest and Brazenhead the Great.” There is, truly, a smack of 
amuse, to ascend to the pulpit, where you bore, and would ' Brigadier Gerard about the blatant soldier, and if we trace 
scare us away from you, were it not that we await the i the genesis of Cokvy Doyle’s hero we shall discover it in 
resumption of your interesting narrative. As the original ■ reminiscence of The Three Mmheteers. A very good model 
of Thackeeay's Foher was wont to observe, ” Proceed, sweet I too. and Brmenhead is worthy of his far-off parentage. Here 
warbler, your story interests me much.” There are so many ! is a pen-and-ink sketch of him : “A wondrous haiiy inan • a 
prosers in this novel that we do not want the author to add I forest on his nose ; hairs on his lip and chin, and fierce ha’irs 
himself to their number. Philip, the husband of the heroine, which push upwards on his throat like ivy on a stock A 
is a good fellow but a proser; Mrs. Jonas, the handsome m'fe loud talker, speaking of things which he knows little about 
of the moody and musical carpenter, is a bit of a prig and the loudlier speaking the less he knoweth.” A courtly man 
inclined to preach ; PaSiaii Oli/nisa weU-intentioned meddle- witlial, an almost unrivaUed liar, who by dint of orace 
some prig. The heroine is a delightfully feather-headed, and art wins his way into the favour of a prim PriOTess 
capricious, impulsive young woman, and Chnard is a very Mr. Hewlett’s stories are set far back in the epoch he 
01 dinr-rj-Aind of gay Lof/iario, about whom the author has not describes as “the youth of the world.” There is much 
troubled himself much ; and, though I am not at all certain, murder and rapine in all. Each is ablaze with local colour 
quoth the Baron, that here the author is not absolutely right and the vocabulary is strangely rich. One feels that if they 
in his diagnosis of the commonplace scoundrel who succeeds did not talk like that in Toulouse, in Florence in Padua 
m attracting a gay-hearted, lively young woman, yet the and on a pilgrimage to Canterbury in the olden time they 
novel would be better if its rillain were worse. But ought. ’ ^ 

to return to the title, Tlie Disciple's Wife. Who is the 

Disciple ? There are two wires — which is the wife of the 7^ -n 7 • 1 • i ^ 

Disciple, and whose disciple is the husband? The author ^ ^ ^ Earth is the title of a novel (Alston Rivers) by 

has no tnm for comedy or farce, and his intended comic Iukner that cannot fail to interest even the lightest- 


j-uere are two wives — wiiicn is ine wiie ox me 7^ -n 7 • 1 • i /• 

Disciple, and whose disciple is the husband? The author ^ ^ ^ Earth is the title of a novel (Alston Rivers) by 

has no tnm for comedy or farce, and his intended comic Iurner that cannot fail to interest even the lightest- 

character of Martli' Ann, the cook, is a dreary person. The willingly trouble himself with 

anthor cannot he much of a sportsman, by the way, to talk problems of Jife. Here they are brought to him one bv 
of two men in hunting dress.” He should have consulted expects he will find himself specii- 

Jori'ochs or Soapeij Sponge on such a subject. These are hjst, as to the upshot of the marriage of the very 

minor matters, and in toto the Baron commends andrecom- natural girl Gicelywii]i the diy-as-dnst, 

mends The Disciple's Wife. plodding hamster ; secondly, as to the influence of a gay 


Jori'ochs or Soapeij Sponge on such a subject. These are njst, as to tlie upshot of the marriage of the very 

minor matters, and in toto the Baron commends andrecom- natural girl Gicelywii]i the diy-as-dnst, 

mends The Disciple's Wife. plodding hamster ; secondly, as to the influence of a gay 

of the world on this wife ; thirdly, as to the outcome of 

f*T) X 7 X 1 n XT X 7 -XT. a • -o *6 sociulist doctrines of an enthusiast and the vagaries of 

But what has all this to do with Spam? Mr. Rowland an eccentric philanthropist. The saddest part in this story 

Tehrlmere, conscience-strmken in an early chapter of his oi La Vie Eimaine is 1 Jae career of the boy Paul: and here 
^ttersp^om Catalonia (Hctchdjsos) asks. My Barouite is it seems to the Baron that the author, 4 o gives us con- 
Ihe acci-^cy of his reply— “Nothing.” fidentially the parentage of this lovable, impressionable waif 
^0 improvement follows and stray, has thrown away a rare diance of deverly working 
on tins s^-confession of discmivene®. On nearly every out Paul’s story to a dramatic finish, which might Lve been 
pap Mr. THipiiEEE, presu^hly m Catalonia, goes off at made as startlingly effective as the saving of Bamaly Budge 
a tangent A propos de hottes he quotes and discusses from the gallows, or the revelation of the identity of aMtSr 
Horace, Ceevastes, “M. Blwo of roulette fame,” Sir PauZ-PauICZiford~withthechildforwhom)XBWan 
^BEKT GiFFp, Cnpi^ THE NiMH of France, Viegil, had searched in vain. The Baron is of opinion tliat the title 

and eke Mr. Hooley. These and others left out, is somewhat misleading and inappropriate as the Spodcs 

what Thielmeee knows of Spain-and his knowledge is to whom it is in no war ap- ^ ^ ’ 

^tensive pd pecdiar— might have been comfortably packed plicable, are the protagonists of THE §am baeon 
Jt 7 responsible for the main iuma, while Peace on 

this fanlt if iault it be. It is compact of letters addressed Earth is the declared aim of the 
to one Violet _ presumab.v a sister), to whom in published Socialists, whose doings after aU 
fomi they pe ipcr.bed. Inspired^ by brotherly love, the axe only of secondary importance 

lettera wander through space making the most of straws in the construction of this novel. [tUf: 

toimd floating m whatsoever direction. This comment does It would have been artistically IMli ’ 

not necessarily imply reproof. Breathing the delightful air better had no revelation as to M{ 

ot bpain in _&pnng-time,_ brother Thielmeee writes in ever- little Paul’s parentage ever been 
flowmg spints, conmunicable and welcome to the jaded made. The Baron Recommends 1 ^- 4 
Londoner Thoroughly nnderstodmg the native tongue, he the hook, although the portions 
nraes with tLe people wherever he finds himself, and conveys of it “with a purpose” axe 
pleasant traits of their character and humour. Here is a little somewhat wearisoW I>E 







TO THE SUN. 

Spring lias arrived ; Idgh o’er tlie "boggy hollows 
The sanguine cuckoo shouts his name afar ; 

I have not heard as yet about the swallows, 

But Philomel turned up, and got catarrh. 

And Thou, prime Orh, on whose reviving power 
All things depend : whose duty ’tis to bring 

Warmth to the flesh, and life to tree and flower, 

Art thou aware, 0 Sun, that this is Spring ? 

’Tis May ; yet still the storm-god’s wanton malice 
O’errides the crescive ardours of thy brow ; 

Our sodden lands await thy smile — ^but Alice, — 
Excuse my saying Alice ” — ^where art Thou ? 

Full well I wot that far across the ocean 
Many there be on India’s coral strand 

(Why “ coral,” as a fact, I have no notion) 

To whom Thou dealest more than they can stand. 

To them that face of thine is nowise cheerful ; 
Bather the other way — ^thy brassy glow 

Leads them to language positively fearful, 

And no one more so than my late 0. 0. 

But here, 0 fond but most elusive charmer. 

Robbed of thy smile, disaster crowns the May ; 

Even that optimist, the British farmer, 

Weeps for his tender lambkins, and his hay. 


The rude wind sweeps the blossom from the finit-trees ; 

Our maidens fear to don their Spring attire. 

Their Paris boots repose upon their boot-trees, 

And they inhale ammonia by the fire. 

Oh is this fair, great Orb, or even moral ? 

Must A. go chilled, while on the selfsame globe 
B., on the strand mistakenly called “ coral,” 

Becomes a blind and blistered Heliophobe ? 

Dum-Dum. 

I Sale 01 Antiques. 

From the Field: ‘^A quarter of a century ago we recall 
seeing' some fresh halibut on retail sale at Bridgnorth at as 
little as twopence a pound. A month later it had become 
appreciated” [we can well believe it] “and had risen to 
fivepence ; and in these days double that price is more like 
its figure on the fishmongers’ slabs.” 

By my halibut, ’tis a passing ancient fish ! 

A Loan of London. — “After the service the wedding party 

returned to luncheon at and then Mr. and Mrs. 

left in a motor en route for London, which was kindly lent 
for the occasion by Mr. ” — Cork Constitution. 

AcooRDiNa to the Yorkshire Post “the umpires for the test 
hatches have been balloted for.” Duck’s eggs, of course; 
and we can only express the hope that the Australians will 
have their fair share of them. 


yOL. OXXVIIL 
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OUR COMING PREMIER. 

[*' It is ruHioure'I that at an important private meetin^jj of prominent 
Liberals held yesterday, it ■was unanimously decided that Sir H. 
Campbell-BannrkmjlN was to he recognised as tlie Liberal leader in any 
eventualit}'.” 

At Eala, before six hundred delegates from all parts^ of H ales, 
representing the F ree Churches, &c , Sir Alfred TnoiiAS said that they 
were about "to have a grand reform in Parliament, and that he “looked 
for twentv years of firm Liberal Government after the General Election.” 

. — Daily Mail of May 3rd ] 

1 All tail, elect of your consentient peers ! 

On you the choice has fallen, has fallen on you ! 

And to the winds we toss our idle fears 

Touching the many cooks that spoiled the stew ; 

That painful pentalenuna now is shivered, 

On whose distracting horns we hung and quivered. 

Some men are great before they grow adnlt 
fSPENCER and Rosebery were that at birth) ; 

And some achieve the same desired result 

(Lloyb-George and Winston) by consummate worth ; 
Others are dumped into the highest station 

Without the least apparent provocation. 

These have no stamp of genius on the brow ; 

Greatness was never their predestined lot ; 

Yet they arrive — ^no man can tell you how, 

For reasons — ^none can say exactly what, 

Though beaten rivals plausibly locate ’em 

In some misprint or clerical erratum. 

Not so with you. When first we heard your lips 
Extemporising from the written page, 

We knew the statesman whom the hour equips, 

Who happens only once in every age ; 

“ That man,” we said, xmless the fates are cynical, 

Is almost hound to end upon a pinnacle.” 

Time proves us prescient. On a flowing tide ” 

(The good old tag) your vessel sweeps to port ; 
Pacing the poop, erect and eagle-eyed, 

You watch the -winking poll-star ; nothing short 

Of some profound seaquake, past human plunoming, 
Can now divert yonr long delayed home-coming. 

All ! happy day that sees your stately form 

Fixed in the Chair of National Defence ; 

Yon who for England’s need in calm or stoim 

Have never yet been known to spare expense ; 

On whom (I said last week) we hang a sure hope 

Of readjusting our prestige in Europe 1 

The situation calls for savoir-faire : 

You must reform our diplomatic school, 

And by a strenuous policy repair 

The pitiful effects of Tory rule — 

The French entente, the Japanese alliance — 

And breathe the old Gladstonian world-defiance ! 

At home you ’ll harmonise the rival claims 

Of Christian ushers ; by a smart combine 
(Union -with Separation) bring the aims 

Of Rosebery and Redmond into line ; 

And mend the Party’s wounds with oil and stitches 
When Labour runs amok on Liberal pitches. 

Not all at once — Rome took at least a week — 

But give it time enough and Truth prevails ; 

Did not Sir Alfred Thomas, Enight and Beak, 

Remark when he addressed revolting Wales — 

“ I look to see our side enjoying twenty 

Firm years of office ? ” That, I hope, is plenty ! 

0. S. 

IN BERLIN. 

Well, Sir, here I am in Berlin, and a pretty cheerfnl dis- 
appointment it is. You (I think it was you, hut if you deny 
it we can put it on to Toby, M.P.) had led me to expect a dud 
and gloomy military capital, swept by sand-storms and in- 
habited only by soldiers, officials and long-haired philoso- 
phers. Yon ’ll Lave to revise your ideas. Berlin is nothing 
of the sort. To tell the plain tiTith, it is one of the liveliest, 
pleasantest and handsomest cities in which a rolling stone 
like myself can pause and gather moss — it being understood, 
of coiirse, that the moss in question is light beer of the 
frothiest, clearest, and most seductive sort. You, Sir, have 
studied at the University, and I daresay you think yon know 
what beer is and how it should be drunk. Permit me to 
assure yon that you don’t — ^haven’t a notion of it, in fact. I 
hadn’t till I came here, but one learns (and drinks) a lot in a 
week, and, moreover, one learns without trouble and drinks 
with a minimum of alcohol. All the Berliners drink beer. 
They drink it in gardens, in restaurants, in keUers, in their 
homes — everywhere ; and they ’re all as joUy about it as mice 
in a larder. I haven’t seen an angry Berliner yet, not even 
a policeman, and I ’m fairly certain that their perpetual good 
humour is due to their devotion to beer. 

As for my statement that Berlin is handsome, I can see 
from here that yon don’t believe it. “ Pish,” I can hear you 
saying (or words to that effect), “ does the man want to make 
me think that these Prussians have any buildings worthy to 
he compared with the National Gallery, or any monuments fit 
to be placed side by side with the Albert Memorial, or any 
statues as noble as those in Trafalgar Square? ” Yon need 
not believe anything you don’t want to believe, hut I’m 
bound all the same, being a truthful man, to say that Berlin 
is a city of magnificent palaces, splendid monuments, and 
great busy streets, flanked by rows of splendidly-planned and 
solidly-hmlt houses — streets in which the tide of life streams 
in a flood of bustling humanity from morning — I was going 
to say, to night, but I correct myself, for no Berliner seems 
ever to take any sleep, and the streets overflow with animation 
all the night through. 

One thing I am sure would delight you in Berlin, and that 
is the parade-step of the Prussian soldiers as they change 
guard every day at the little guard-house near the Royal 
Palace. At 12.30 the gentlemen who are in occupation of 
this house have the distant and listless appearance which 
seems inseparable from soldiery when no immediate duty 
presses. A few minutes afterwards they all become brisk 
and lively, for the strains of a band are heard as a regiment 
comes swinging along TJvJter Den Linden. The regiment 
drops a detachment, and the detachment marches into the 
yard of the guard-house. 

I suppose you fancy it ’s an easy thing to march. All I 
can say is that yon don’t know what parade-marching means 
to a Prussian soldier. Imagine, if you please, these thirty 
sturdy fellows with their eyes and teeth set, their helmets 
gleaming in the sun (we are having a good deal of sun in 
Berlin), and their rifles at their shoidders, aU marching not 
in the everyday fashion, hut aU flinging out leg after leg in 
perfect unison high and to its full extent, with toes defiantly 
pointed straight out in the air, and then bringing down the 
boot with a hang that shakes the solid earth, and makes each 
soldier-cheek quiver like an agitated jelly. I never saw any- 
thing like it. Nobody smiled, not even when two privates, 
no doubt selected because they were particularly plump and 
their cheeks more apt to quiver than the rest, marched across 
the yard in this manner by themselves. It was a solemn and 
impressive spectacle. 

1 have been looking about a good deal for that hatred of 
the British which, according to some of our English writers, 
is prevalent here ; and, so fc, I haven’t found it. Please 











‘‘ More water glideth by tlie mill 
Than wots the miller of,” 

Publiean. **’Ulloa! Thit’s k smart pory ard trap touVe got. I thought you’d just come through the Barkruptoy Court?” 
Sinner. “ Right you are, my boy ! But the pory ard trap wert rourd ! ” 


believe me, in spite of everything that the editors of the 
National Review and other papers may say, that no blameless 
Englishman who comes here will be imprisoned or deported 
or pierced with a sword or otherwise insulted. On the other 
hand he can count upon a hospitality genially offered and 
profusely bestowed, and will be made to feel that he is a 
welcome guest. Vive V entente cordiale, say I ; but I don’t 
quite know why we should go about our ententing with one 
nation in such a way as to make people believe that we do it 
less because we love that nation than because we want to 
prove our rooted dislike of some other nation. Anyhow, Sir, 
come and join me in Berlin and try the beer and watch the 
parade-step of the guards. Yours, as ever, 

‘‘Tom the Toubist.” 


Black Game. 

Kitohermato wishes situation ; one with shooting preferred. — Adtt. in 
The Scoternan, 


Beetles, we presume; 


“ Anxious Ratepayer ” writes enclosing an ofS.cial ukase (in 
red type) issued by the Comptroller of the Metropolitan 
Water Board. The document says: “During the Financial 
Year commencing on the 1st April, 1905, and thereafter until 
further notice, water rates will be collected half-yearly during 
the periods ending the 30th September and the 31st March 
respectively, the rates being payable in advance by equal 
quarterly payments at Lady Day, Midsummer Day, Michael- , 
mas Day and Christmas Day.” Our correspondent would 
greatly like to know which of these instructions he had 
better obey. Ought he to pay “in advance by equal quar- 
terly payments,” or stay at home “ during the periods ending 
the 30th September and the 31st March respectively,” while 
the rates are being “ collected half-yearly ” ? He would rather 
not do either, and flatly refuses to do both. We strongly 
recommend “Anxious Ratepayer” to consult Dr. Clotoed. 

Another Infant Phenomenon. 

“ il^TiNG for Oaius College against St. John’s, S, F. Peshall, 
who is in Jiis third year^ scored 118.” 
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SEEING DOUBLE. 

(At the St. James's Theatre.) 


i durino’ the session the Parliamentary career of John Ghilcote 
' Alex^deb, M.P. for King Street, St. James’s, cousin several 
* times removed to The Prisoner of Zenda. I have omitted to 


’Ti^ an interesting, hut puzzling, piece. It is an appeal ; say that the play is by Mr. ^uesion from Mrs. Thu™ s 
from PiLiP or rather A^x.™ as Johi Chilcote, il/.P novel, a fact of which I ms only reminded when, omiig to the 
?X tS influence of morphia, to Ai^xaxdee clothed and excitement and ne^ous tension by the tw<>hou^nd- 

Tn Hs rKht S L JohnLockr. The perplexing interest : a-quarter drama I found myseH longingfor refreshment, with 
of the play is centred in the two single gentlemen rolled j such a thirst on - - 

into one, impersonated by George Alexander, who, through- , 

out, in both characters is excellent. JSTo better piece of work COUNTY CRICKET FORECASTS, 

has he done; the contrast is most carefully, most artistically -gy “Plxjm Duff.” 


JolToilSte' ^EepTLtion' Such is the glorious uncertainty of the game that to 

Isihe nS of ihl acting throughout. All do their level ^ 

best and nothino* is overdone. But, with due deference to anyone can do it with confidence it is 

dramatS and rntnier, Mr. W. J. Thoroid is no more ‘^the ^ Whether or^ not Lancashire mh be able to retain he 

aramaiisi ana . ,, p . County championship remains to be seen ; but I have the 

‘^°When fn^he'^^otd \.ct at af evening party at "Lady best authority for saying that the gallant WHte ^ses mean 
Bram/eH’ I noticed on thi to tp^ On my intermemng Mr Mx™ the o^er day, he 

sS ing the distinluished guests Mr. Ab^^ said, “Yes, we sl^ do our best to retain the premier 

SuT^ess, ddcori, titled in ^e bill as Lard BramfeU, 1 ’ 

could not but murmur to myself, “Here, despite all attempt thm w^hich nothing could be plainer. _ _ 

at dkSe, is the real doulu of John CTiiLto.” And I Yorkshire have long been practismg. They are hoping 

am fain to admit I did expect this other representative of for good resets from 1 dxotixiffe and Hirst , ^d httie 

Mr. Ai™>ee to give a new turn to the plot. Of the Rhodes will, I am au&ormed to say be given a triM wiA 
novel, by the way, I know absolutely nothing. As, how- the ball in every match T^s is good news. H was thought 
ever, Mr W. J. ThoEoin is the accepted (by the Management) that Inrd Hav^ would not reti^ untti Ifey llth, but that, 
double of Mr. George Aiexxsdee, and therefore entitled, as there is no important fixture before that date, his absent 
authoritatively, to be considered as “ like him as two peas,” would not be felt as it might be if he did not retmn until 
of course a inere superficial observer must cave in and say, October. However, he is ^eady back on the warpath, 
apoiogeticahv, “WeU, I suppose the management and the Concermng Surrey it is not easy to vaticinate. Gr^t 
author are right. Only— it I had been requested to choose satisfaction is expressed at &e decision to play all the 
a double for Mi-. George Alexan der, unhesitatingly I should home matches on the Oval, the charming little groimd at 
have chosen Mr. Applin.” However, as I have said, the note Kennington entirely surrounded by iemperance hotels, 
of the acting is reseirvyed force, and here is another “double” Such of the county s old professionals as are not qualifying 
- - V 1 . .1 £qj. Somerset win be en evidence^ as our lively neighbours 


in reserve, to be produced when wanted. 


Captivating as is the Lady Astrupp of Miss Marion Terry, say. I shall be surprised if Hayw^ does not make some 
earnestly played as is her part in the scene where she runs. It is expected that the captain for each match wih be 
identifies John Loder with the impersonator of John Chilcote, chosen by tlirowing the names of the team into a hat before 
M.P., what influence does she, with her discovery, bring to play begins. This is obviously much better than the old 
bear on the plot? What does she do? Nothing: except to way of appointing one captain for the whole season, as 
dine tete-a-tete with John Loder after the curtain has Yorkshire and Lancashire do. It has been arranged to 
descended on Act HI. Lady Astrupp makes no use of her have one of the neighbouring gasometers filled with ink, 
knowledge : nor does the fact of her identification of the so that the supply may never run short on the Oval, 
pretender with her whilom lover John Loder weigh with Of Middlesex it does not become me to speak in super- 
Chileote's double, whose sense of honour, kindled in him latives. I will therefore content myself by calling the team 
I by his love, has determined him to tell the truth to Chilcote' s a collection of A1 clippers. Weather permitting, and all 
! wife, to give up the game, and to save Chilcote, if his things being equal, the team should do weU; but if they 
salvation be possible. Without Lady Astrupp' s discovery the do not they are sportsmen enough to take it like men and 
result, as far as I make out, would have been precisely brothers. Most of the old stalwarts will again^ be available, 
the same, and therefore, except as affording a fine dramatic and no doubt the schoolmaster brigade will yield a recruit ^ 
opportunity to Miss Martov Terry and Mr. Alexander, the or two when August comes. I have special authority for 
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character of Lady Astrupp is absolutely de trop. 


saying that the stumps at Lord’s wiH neither be raised nor 


That this is a fault in the dramatised version I affirm : widened this year, 
whether it be an original defect of the novel I am unaware. Somerset will again have the sendees of the genial and 
Without this suggestion of some sort of disreputable intrigue exuberant Sammy ; and what could be better ? Owing to the 
in the liistory of John Loder and Lady Astrupp the play fact that Hirst and Tyldesley, John Gunn and J. T. Hearne 
might have been dramatically duH. Pity, by the way, that are not yet qualified to play for them, they will not be so 
on a kitten, not mentioned in the bill, should depend most strong as they might be ; but I confidently expect to see 
i of the few “ laughs ” that brighten up this play. Such them pull the fat from the fire again and again. 

“business” as this may be “enough to make a cat laugh,” Sussex will have occasional help from her Indian Prince, 
but non tali ingenio should any such distracting merriment and Mr. Pry will again be captain. Whether or not Mr. Fey 
be introduced. comes off in the test matches remains to be seen. That he 

The dialogue is, as Mr. Toots might have said, “ of no wiH if he gets set, I am convinced. Interviewed the other 
consequence,” but with the acting throughout of everybody day, as he was leaving the office of his magazine, Mr. Fry 
concerned not a fault can be found. said, “Yes, the season is just beginning, and I hope it will 

A good, or bad, twenty minutes might be cut out of it be a fine one.” So do we aU. 
somewhere, which would considerably lighten the play. Meanwhile all the best players are busy sharpening their 
and increase the chances of the public continuing to take pencils or filling their fountain pens, a feature of the coming 
their seats in the House to hear the speeches, and applaud, season being a literary activity which in its hectic feverishness 



Mit 10, 1905.] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


will leave other seasons nowhere. Each 
member of the Australian eleven is pro- 
vided with a special 20-h.p. descriptive 
writer, whose duty it wiU be to chronicle 
every stroke played, or ball bowled or 
fielded, and to whom the cricketer will 
be a hero. 

A project is afoot to cremate one of j 
W. G.’s bats at the end of the season | 
and enclose the ashes in a golden casket, j 
to be retained by the winners of the 
Test rubber. As an amendment it is 
proposed rather to cremate those 
cricketers who write too much about the 
game ; but to this I am naturally opposed. 


THE SECRET OF A GREAT PICTURE. 

Famous Artist Interviewed. 

The Hon. Henry Pitman’s thrilling 
picture “Not Out” is the staple of 
conversation in all cricket pavilions 
during the luncheon and tea intervals. 

The canvas, as visitors to Burlington 
House are well aware, depicts a scene 
at Lord’s, The batsman has just cut a 
ball into the hands of Point. The 
fieldsman has evidently brought off a 
smart catch, and from the jubilant 
expression on the countenance of the 
bowler — ^Albert Trott— it is clear that 
he has made a confident appeal to the 
umpire. How then can one reconcile 
the title with the picture ? 

The opinion of the experts being 
unanimously in favour of the view that 
the title is a misnomer, Mr, Punch's 
representative determined to go to head- 
quarters for a clue to the mystery. 

“ To me,” remarked Mr. Pitman, “it is 
self-evident, though I am quite prepared 
for the 

Pundits of the Popping Crease 

to scoff at it because it is so perfectly 
simple. But first let me teU. you how I 
came to paint ‘ Not Out.’ It has always 
been a matter of poignant regret to me 
I that there are so few scenes in modern 
life which lend themselves to the art of 
the really thoughtful and earnest painter. 
And yet I have always felt that the true 
artist should not turn his back on 
modernity and bury himself ^ in the con- 
ventionalities of mock archaism. ^ For- 
ward, forward let us range ’ — has always 
been my motto, and that naturally sug- 
gests football. But the difficulties of 
painting areally attractive football scene ! 
are almost insuperable. The costume, i 
to begin with, is not picturesque, the 
boots are too big, and the emotions it 
evokes are apt to be almost primitively vio- 
lent. I wanted something that would give 
me an opportunity of depicting "the drtf 
matic and the realistic, and of simultane- ' 
ously appealing to the Man in the Street i 
and the members of the Eoyal Society. < 
And BO I naturally thought of cricket — i 
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AN EVIDENT ALTERNATIVE. 

“She married him in spite of great opposition, didn’t she?” 

“Yes. If her marriage doesn’t turn out well, she’ll only have herself to blame.” 
“Good gracious, why? What’s to prevent her blaming him?” 


the great national pastime, denounced 
by iG. Rudyaed Kipling hut apotheosized 
in the historic words of the Iron Duke. 
The only drawback in this choice,” con- 
tinued Mr. Pitman, with a merry twinkle 
in his eye, “ is that I have never played 
cricket myself — I was a Wet Boh at 
Harrow — ^and know nothing of the rules. 
However, this proved but a trifling 
obstacle. Thanks to the coaching of a 
few cricketing friends, I speedily mastered 
the main features of the game, and was 
able to present in a simple form the 

Propound Psyohologigal Truth 

which I wished to drive home. Now I 
am not going to enter into justification 
of the title. I merely wish to observe 
that if you look at the pointsman’s hands , 


— that, I believe, is the technical term 
for the man who occupies his position— 
you wih observe that the ball is of 
irregular shape and small size. Also, 
that if you look behind him you will 
see on the grass at a little distance a 
small red object. Now all I have got 
to add is that if, as I am assured is 
quite possible, a batsman were to strike 
the ball with such violence that it broke 
in two and the fieldman only succeeded 
in catching the smaller fragment, there 
could be little doubt as to the verdict of 
the umpire.” 

The broken ball! Such, indeed, is 
the obvious solution of this wonderful 
pictorial conundrum, which has taxed 
the ingenuity of the brightest wits in 
the cricket world for the last fortnight. 
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PAPER” IN THE STALLS. 

(As ESTIMATED FROM THE PiT.) 

Beaders are asJzed to imagine themselves — just once^n 

the Pit of a first-class London Theatre. They ^ciLl be 
relieved to find that they are perfeetly comfortaole, and 
can see and hear admirably. Not that there is anything 
to see or hear at present, as the doors have only justoem 
opened, the lights are down, the orchestra meant, and the 
white hacks of the stalls suggest an Aretie region of 
frozen waves. In the middle of the front r<m of the 
Pit are a quartette whose conversation we, being imme- 
diately behind them, cannot avoid overhearing. They are 
a typical party of Modern Pittites, with nothing in their 
appearance, manner or accent to distinguish them from 
the occupants of the Dress Circle, though they are either 
less well off, or else they go to the play so frequently as to 
mahe the ^ice a matter for consideration. It evidently 
does not occur to them — as why should it ? that there is 
the slightest reason for feeling ashamed of being young 
and lighthearted enough to extract enjoyment even pom a 
long wait outside the Pit doors, and an egually long one 
within the theatre. Jack and Maud ; Percy and Ethel, 
are brother and sister respectively, and, if they are not 
actually two engaged couples as yet, it is probably only a 
question of time. 

Ethel (daintily patting^ her hair, after pinning very 

becoming hat to the partition in front. N.B. Ladies in the 
Pit now invariably remove their hats as a matter of course 
an act of gracious courtesy and consideration^ to those behind 
them to which no lady in a stall at a matinie would ever 
dream of condescending.^ There don’t seem to be very many 
in the Pit, so far. I monght this piece was such a success ? 
All the critics spoke highly of it, didn’t they ? 

Percy. Yes— ^ed it “ a thoroughly sweet and wholesome 
English comedy.” Enough to put most people off it ! 

Jack. Bather a sell for us if it turns out to be absolute 
footle ! 

Ethel. I don’t mind. I always love Adrian Bracegirdle, 
whatever he ’s in. Still, I do hope he hasn’t got a failure ! 
Percy. We shall soon find out if he has— by the amount of 
Paper ” in the Stalls. 

Ethel. Paper in the Stalls ? What do you mepi ? 

Jack. Percy means the people who come in without paying 
— ^with orders, you know. 

Ethel. But how is one to tell from here whether they Ve 
paid or not ? 

Percy. Nothing easier. I ’d back myself to spot ’em every 
time. 

Maud. Then you shall point them out to us — ^it will be 
rather fun. 

Percy. No necessity to point ’em out. They give them- 
selves away. For one thing, they always arrive with morbid 
punctuality — ^long before the orchestra. Why, I don’t know, 
unless the Management makes a point of it. (An Attendant 
oxters by the Stall Entrance on the left.) There’s some 
Paper on its way already — know it by the elevation of that 
young woman’s nose. (A pair of depressed elderly females 
drip forlornly in, and have to be shepherded out of the wrong 
row of stalls and into their appointed seats). There you are, 
you see ! Those red and white wooHy things are peculiar to 
Paper — anti-macassars by day, and “clouds ” by night. 

Maud. There’s another couple just coming in — ^from the 
right. Are they Paper, too ? 

Jack. I should say so. ^ But if he does wear side-whiskers, 
he might run to a white tie ! 

Percy. He ’s got one at home — made-up bow. Only, you 
see, the elastic loop went wrong, and his wife — ^the lady in 
the blue plush opera-cloak — said there wasn’t time to mend 

it, and besides, a black tie tvas lull-dress anywhere : sbe bad 
noticed several quite smart young men wearing them at 
Cricklewood dances. So be put it on, and stuck a red 
pocket-bandkerchief inside bis waistcoat as a finishing touch 
—and here he is, no end of a buck ! 

Maui. Can’t say I adnoire the lady’s taste in frocks. 
Sulphur is decidedly not her colour ! 

Ethel. Especially with turquoise hows and machine-made 
lace. Oh, hut do look at those queer people coming in now. 

Do you see ? — ^the pale young man in a soft Mt hat and a 
capM cloak. Now he ’s taken his hat off and is running his 
hand dreamily through his long hair. ^ ^ 

Jack. Must be something in the poetical line. What does 
Percy think ? Is “ Paper ” ? 

Percy. He’s Paper right enough. Got in by presenting 
his card at the Box OiBfice. He ’s on the Stage. “ Walks on,” 
as they call it. Just now he ’s resting. 

Maud. And what about the girl with him— in a kind of 
Grecian robe with long white mittens, and a gilt laurel 
wreath in her hair? 

Percy. She’s a member of the Profession, too. She has 
great gifts. Played J uliet once at the Bij ou Theatre, Bays- 
water, and wonld be a leading lady now, only Actor-Managers 
at the West End won’t engage her for fear she ’ll play them 
off the stage. So she recites “ The Fireman’s Wedding” at 
Acton “At Homes ” instead. They will both be tremendously 
down on Ike piece and the acting— particularly the acting. 

Maud. How can you possibly know all that ? 

Percy. Oh, weU— anyone who wears gilt laurels in her hair 
naturally ux)uld recite “ The Fireman’s Wedding.” 

Jack. I say— more Paper ! Look— stout old party in black 
satin, with a white shawl and a magenta feather in her cap ! 
How does she come here ? 

Percy. Theatrical landlady— the meek litde chap with the 
reb^ous shirt-front is her husband — waits at parties if 
required, so he’s quite at home in faultless evening-dress. 

Maud. I feel quite sorry for this next couple — ^that poor 
old husband and wife wbo are coming in now. I ’m sure 
they ’d be ever so much more comfortable at home on a night 
like this. What could have induced them to come out ? 

Percy. Oh, they received an order from the Management — 

“ theirs not to reason why ! ” &c. If the summons had been 
to the Upper Circle they might have hesitated — ^but they 
couldn’t resist Complimentary Stalls. ^ That would have 
fetched them even if they ’d been at their last gasp — ^they ’d 
have managed to put off their decease and turn up somehow. 

As it is, if only there are no draughts in the Stalls, and the 
cab windows fit fairly close, they mayn’t be much the worse 
for their outing to-morrow. 

Ethel. Well, I hope they ’U enjoy themselves now they are 
here. 

Percy. They don’t look as if they expected to. But Paper 
generally is pessimistic. Eesult of bitter experience, I 
suppose. 

Maud. Gracious! What a ghastly, cadaverous -looking 
creature that is over there — do you see him yet?— in the 
ulster and cloth cap. No — ^not that side — by the pillar on 
the right. 

Percy. I’ve got him now. Yes — still more singular 
instance of the tremendous power an order has over the 
confirmed “dead-head.” He ’a come up all the way from 
Brookwood, which is his present address — suppose the 
order was forwarded. WeU, you’d hardly think it would 
be worth his while — ^but they teU me the place is rather 
quiet, not much life ip. it, so probably he felt he wanted a 
change. Anyhow, here he is— he ’U go back to-night by the 
last Necropohtan from Waterloo. 

Maud. You’re not to be grisly. But reaUy, why do 
Managers send stalls to sucb a very quaint set of people? ' 

Percy. WeU, one is generaUy told it’s done to convey a 




false impression to the rest that the 
show is such a brilliant success that it ’s 
attracting all the smartest people in 
London. But of course a Manager isn’t 
really so simple as that. He ’d have ’em 
properly made up if he really meant to 
deceive. It isn’t that. 

Maud and Ethel, Then what is it 
done for? 

Percy. Merely to provide the Pit and 
Gallery with a little mild entertainment 
till the orchestra is ready to begin. 

J ack. Sort of free Exhibition of 
Freaks. But the orchestra is beginning 
— no more Freaks now ! 

Maud. I ’m so sorry. I should like to 
see some of them come in aU over again ! 

Percy. Ah, pity they don’t know the 
impression they Ve made. F. A. 

Anti-Vivisectionists, please note. 

VOTINGr LADY desires re-engagement as 
^ Clerk ; five years’ experience ; used to dia- 
aection, — PoHsmovth Evening News. ^ 

It is reported that adders are multi- 
plying in Norfolk. Is this a direct 
result of the Daily MaiVs “Breakfast- 
table Problems ” ? 


CHARiVARIA. 

The President of the Royal Academy 
complained, at the Banquet, of the ugly 
garb in which the Army is dressed at 
the present moment ; and, as the Royal 
Academy is an influential body, it is 
thought that art ties will shortly be 
served out to our soldiers. 

Sir Lawrence Alma-Tadema, it is said, 
is to receive £14,000 for “The Finding 
of Moses.” This sum exceeds the 
highest prize ever won in a Hidden 
Treasure Competition. 

“A well-known painter,” not a mem- 
ber of the Royal Academy, has divulged 
to an interviewer that he is in favour of 
an extension of membership. 

As usual, the exhibition at Burlington 
House reflects our passing foibles. Not 
only is there the “ Bridge ” picture, but 
“ Pit ” is .also represented. There is a 
canvas entitled “ A Corner in Rye.” 

The halfpenny papers have started 
publishing reproductions of some of the 


pictures in the Royal Academy. The 
printing difficulties, however, seem to 
be almost insuperable, and it is said 
that the painter of August Sunshine 
received a request from one of these 
journals for permission to change the 
title to Noveniev'Fog. 

Hamlet has again been successfully 
rendered without scenery. But, con- 
sidering our present high achievements 
in the art of scene-painting, if you must 
dispense with one of the two, why not 
dispense with the acting ? 

It is semi-officially denied that the 
leading feature of Mr. Stephen Phillips’ 
forthcoming play, Nero, is to be a real 
fire-engine dashing on to the stage. 

At a recent meeting of the Glasgow 
Town Council the Lord Provost declared 
that he had received a letter from Mr. 
Hall Caine, but had either dropped it 
into the waste-paper basket or thrown 
it aside. Mr. Hall Caine is of the 
opinion that the improbability of this 
story is so obvious that it is unnecessary 
to take any notice of it. 








OUR VILLAGE. 


Village Danie {descrihnig various aches and pahis). *‘Mt throat ’e did go ticki.e, tickle, tickle, till I SER, ‘I must be agotn’ to 
BE ILL.’ So I ’olds UN TIGHT TH’ MY ’aND, BUT TEAT DIDN’T DO NO GOOD; THEN I PUTS MY OLD STOCKING ROUND UN, BUT THAT DIDN’T DO 
NO GOOD. So IN THE MARNO’ I TAI.KED IT OVER WITH MrS GiLES NEXT DOOR, AND WE THOUGHT AS WE ’D SEND OVER TO THE ‘ WlIITE ’ORRE ’ 
FOR THREEPENNORTH o’ GIN, ’cOS I SES, ‘PRAPS IT MAY DO I GOOD, AN* PRA1»S IT MAYN’T. BUT EVEN IF IT DON’T,’ I SES, ‘YOU 0.AN’T TAKE 
IT WHEN YOU BE DEAD ! ’” 

This is an age of reprints. Accord- As a natural result, in certain parts of 
ing to one of our contemporaries some London an immense demand for a list gf 
publishers are even bringing the books such offences has been created among 
up to date, for the journal in question those aliens who are anxious to commit 

acknowledges the receipt of a popular all the others. 

edition of Tom Browne^s Schooldays. 

We presume that Fielding’s Tom de We learn from the Irish Independent 
Jones will foUow in due course. that men imprisoned in Cork (feol for 

^ resisting the police at an eviction have 

We are sorry to have to complain of been serenaded by a brass band. It is 
the manners of an earthquake which indeed a pleasant change to find law- 
visited North Wales last week. Not breakers being discouraged in “Eebel 
only did it throw several privates in Cork.” 
the Shropshire Militia out of bed, but 

it “rudely disturbed” one of their A Sydney gentleman has patented a 
officers. All that can be urged in miti- scheme for supplying fresh air to house- 
gation of this gross impertinence is that holds from the clouds by an arrangement 
the officer was at the time sleeping with- of captive balloons and tubes. The 
put his uniform, and his rank was there- inventor has submitted his plans to 
fore not apparent. local doctors, who. have advised him to 

take a rest. 

One of the provisions of the new Aliens 

Bill is a power to expel aliens already A correspondent writes to the Daily 
resident in this country when convicted Mail to enquire whether there is any 
of an offence^ for which they, could be foundation for the belief that by collect- 
imprisoned without the option' of a fine, ing a-nfiffion old: stamps one can obtain 


admission to some charitable institu- 
tion. As we have explained before, such 
a collection carrier with it the right of 
entrance to certain lunatic asylums. 

The Czar has conceded religious free- 
dom to all his subjects except the Jews. 
Still the Jews must be thankful for 
small mercies. They retain the right to 
die for their Czar in Manchuria. 

The Army boot-workers on strike have 
announced their intention of marching 
on the. War Office. This is really ^^too 
bad. The War Office has done nothing. 

A new motor street-cleaning machine 
which is about to” be placed on the 
market wiU, it is claimed, even sweep 
up dogs (with the exception ' of St. 
Bernards). 

, Our pretty May Day customs die hard. 
A demonstration by Social Democrats 
and ^ their ladies ^ was held as usual in 
llyde Park on the 1st inst. , 
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THE aiFT HOBSE. 

, RiGHf Hon. Alfr-d L-tt-lt-n (OoioinAL Secretary). “ THERE, MY BOY, THAT ’S SOMETHING LIKE A 
HORSE ! HE ’LL CARRY YOU TOPPINGLY FOR SOME TIME TO COME.” 

Transvaal Bcrgher. “ MM— MUCH OBLIGED. (Aside) DOUBT IF HE ’D PASS DE VET ! ” 






ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Exteaoted from the Diart of Tobt, M.P. 


House of GommonSj Tuesday, May 2. 
— Mtev Easter’s fitful holiday Pbinoe 
Aethur sleeps well. For the matter of 
that so does his young friend the 
Chancellor of the Exchequer. Vain, 
envious critics are apt to accuse His 
Majesty’s Ministers of lack of business 
capacity; to see these two lay themselves 
out to sleep on Treasury Bench as soon 
as debate on Ahens Bill got under way 
finally disposes of the imputation. 

Surroundings certainly soporific. Mem- 
bers’ hurry to get off to holiday equalled 
Osdy by their lethargic gait in returning. 


Overtaking straggling groups crossing 
Palace Yard one remembered 

the wLining schoolboy, with his satchel, 
And shining morning face, creeping like snail 
Unwillingly to school. 

C.-B. boldly put in appearance at 
Question time ; debate as it progressed 
too much for him. Whilst Evans 
Gordoh (known in the family circle by 
the name of his classic work, The Alien 
Immigrant) spoke, as became a veteran 
soldier, in battalions as compared with 
companies, O.-B. hastily rose and fled, 
followed by full measure of scanty 
attendance of his colleagues. 

“ What attitude are the Leaders of the 
Opposition going to take on this BUI? ” 
sternly asked the gallant Maj or at the dose 


of the first hour of his luminous speech. 
Pausing for reply, lo! he found the 
Front Bench tenantless. Even Sergeant 
Hemphill, who never wittingly spares, 
himself five minutes of the delight of 
attendance, had, as they say of the fox, 

“ gone away.” 

Prihoe Arthur, wakened by the 
laughter that followed Evans Gordon’s 
consternation on discovering the effect 
of his eloquence, looked up. 

“Indomitable Major!” he whispered 
to Akers-Douglas, who was adding fresh 
note to already unmanageable sheaf. ; 
“We have long known him implacable 
in efforts to prevent Immigration ; be- ‘ 
hold how irresistible he becomes as 
promoter of Emigration.” 
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Only Don Jose alert, strenuous, full o 
fight Judiciously spared himself the 
first four hours of debate, a full fourth 
appropriated by The Alien ImmigPlANi 
from Stepney. Xo one expected him tc 
speak ; rose in nearly empty House ; a? 
usual the Benches filled up when the 
signal ‘‘Joe’s up” was flashed tc 
Reading Room, Smoking Room, Lihrar> 
and other resorts of Members who like 
to arrive at decision on important 
public questions without being pre- 
judiced by argument urged in debate. 

Amid scene suddenly transformed into 
one of bustling life and animation, Don 
Jose, with one eye on Prince Arthur, 
now wide awake, slyly applauded the 
Government measure as a step towards 
greater things. One more stride from 
a Bill which kept out Alien Labour, and 
they would land on the larger and more 
beneficent barricade that prevented 
foreign goods coming into competition 
with the product of the British workman. 

In fervour of moment Don Jose made a 
slip that would have covered an ordinary 
man with confusion. It was as the 
champion and friend of the oppressed 
working man he interposed. 

“Who are the people,” he asked, 
‘‘whose incursions into the country this 
BUI is designed to check ? Why, they 
are men who come here to snatch at 
wages they cannot earn in their own 
country.” 

^ Swift as a dart the watchful Opposi- 
tion feu on this weak spot. Don Josh’s 
stock argument, trumpeted in Parlia- 
ment and out, is that introduction of 
Protection into Great Britain wiU in- 
cr^se wages of working man. These 
Ahens come in from countries where 
Protection has been established for 
generations. Why, hloatedly prosperous 
beneath its blessed rule, should they 
leave hearth and home in search of 
better wages in a foreign land under 
Free Trade domination ? 

Rare to catch Don Jos^ without 
ready retort. Jubilantly asked to ex- 
plain this little matter he, unnoticing, 
talked of something else. 

Business done. — Aliens Bill read 
second time. 

^ Wednesday. --Sir Trout Bartley sit- 
ting in his familiar comer seat, thinking 
that the stock of really weU- managed 
Penny Banks will soon exceed the market 
price of Consols, was disturbed by unusual 
sound of a Member softly singing to him- 
self. Turning sharply round discovered 
Thohas Corbett, Member for North 
Down, in the very act. Hon. Member 
was humming 

As it fell upon a day 

In the merry month of May. 

Impulse irresistible. As matter of fact 
May set in with its usual severity ; 

but it was poets’ Maytime in the 
soul of the Member for North Down. 

1 Favoured by fortune at the BaUot-hox, 
1 he had secured first place at the evening 
1 sitting, and was contemplating discus- 
! sion. of Resolution designed to cause his 
' beloved countrymen in Nationalist camp 
to sit up. 

Time was, in memory of some of us, 
when Newdegate used every Session to 
1 bring in motion for appointment of 
Commission to inquire into Conventual 
and Monastic Institutions. Those were 
1 field nights through which the honest 
1 old Tory, the uncompromising Protestant, 
stood at bay whilst the Catholic Irish 
Members howled around him. After 
long interval Elisha Corbett clutches at 
the mantle of the departed prophet, and 
proposes to blow up again the embers 
of the old sectarian fire. This is why 
that song of Maytime hubbies to his lips. 

Whilst yet he sang, Tay Pay rose from 
Nationalist camp and asked leave to 
move adjournment in order to discuss 
as matter of urgent importance the 
engagement of one of His Majesty’s 
ships to convey an armed force to 
Dursey Island to assist in eviction of a 
tenant. Half a hundred Members back- 
ing up the request, it was forthwith 
acceded to. 

“The merry month of Ifcy” froze 
on the parted lips of the controversial 
Corbett. In place of it now was the 
winter of his discontent. He knew full 
well what the move meant. Tay Pay and 
his friends, taking precedence when the 
House resumed at 9 o’clock, would hold 
the field for the rest of the sitting. His 
har^y won, fondly cherished oppor- 
tunity was snatched from him almost at 
the moment of its realisation. 

Elisha Corbett went forth a stricken 
man. He vaguely remembered how he 
had secured the very corner seat on the 
fourth bench below the Gangway, whence 
once a year Newdegate held forth. So 
that nothing should he lacking to the 
renaissance, he had privily possessed 
himseK of a snufifi)ox and a large red 
pocket-handkerchief, such as Newdegate 
flourished when the howls of the 
angered Irish imposed upon him tem- 
porary silence. Hi the altered circum- 
stoces they seemed but mockeries. He 
hid them in the recesses of his locker, 
in company with the MS. notes of his 
speech and the terms of his Resolution 
founded on Newdegate’s. Then he went 
out and moodily paced the Embankment 
till the sound of Big Ben announced the 
adjournment of the House for dinner. 
Business done. — ^Report of Supply. 
Friday night. — “And when,” I ven- 
tured to^ ask Prince Artbrje, finding 
him in his room in comparative Friday 
afternoon leisure, “are you going to 
reply to Don Josi’s overtures on Tariff 
tactics made before Easter ? ” 

“ Do you ever dally with Drayton, Toby 
he said, picking up a book he 

was reading when I entered. “You 
know him probably by his Shepheards 
Garland and his Tiers Gaveston, if 
indeed you never made the acquaintance 
of his Poly-Olhion.^' 

“Never heard of the young lady,” I 
frankly said. 

“Ah, well,” Prince Arthur continued, 
abandoning obvious intention of instruc- 
tion, “ I ’ve been reading him lately, and 
came upon a sonnet which somehow 
haunts me with its musical lines.” 

And he murmured to himself : 

“ Since there ’s no help, come let us kiss and 
part. 

Nay, I have done, you get no more of me ; 

And I am glad, yea glad with all my heart. 
That thus so cleanly I myself can free. 

Shake hands for ever, cancel all our vows, 

And when we meet at any time again 

Be it not seen in either of our brows 

That we one jot of former love retain.” 

“Exactly. Very pretty indeed. But 

I was thinking about Don Josje and 
your promised reply.” 

“ So was I,” said Prince Arthur. “ By 
the way, how are they getting on in the 
House ? Have they vetoed ‘ old Scotch ’ ? ” 
Business done. — Scotch Liquor Traffic 
BiU. 

CRUMBS OF COMFORT. 

When Giadys comes a whisper wakes, 

A sudden thrill prevails, 

She holds the eyes of men, and takes 
The wind out of our sails. 

In spite of every art we use, 

Their bosoms she transfixes, 

And yet I ’m glad to know her shoes 

Are unromantic sixes. 

The frocks that Leonora wears 

Are absolutely sweet, 

She practises such Frenchy airs 

It ’s hopeless to compete. 

Her lace is fine, her silks are thick, 

Her sables make one sicken ; 

And yet, though Leonora ’s chic, 

She ’s certainly no chicken. 

Diana has a sporting bent 

And not a little side, 

She ’s hot upon a screamin’ scent 

And knows the way to ride. 

Her doggy tendencies would please 

A print like Mr. Straohey’s, 

But, though she drops her final g’s, 

Her father drops his h’s. 

A Helative Term. 

Tommy. WiU no “ undesirable foreign- 
ers ” of any kind be aUowed to live in 
England once the Aliens BiU has passed ? 
Father. No — I don’t think so. 

Tommy. Hooray, Then MamzeU wiU 
have to go ! 

!From the Far East. 

When Fleets joined Fleets then ns 
the Togo War. 
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387. The Speech. 

“ Wooden and oleaginous friends 1 Unaccus- 
tomed as I am to pulilic sneaking, I beg to 
move the. adjournment on a matter of definite 
urgent public importance.*’ 

1832. Homer, Sweet Homer ; or the Accordion- 
pleated Minstrel. 

183. H.H. the Khedive waiting on the top 
of the building for the high trapeze; or, 
“ Whaur ’s yer Wullie Hohenzollern noo ! ’* 

384. “ Call yoursQlt a soldier ! Look at me ! ** 

299. Moonstruck on the Doggerbank ; or, 
What Rozhdestvensky thought he saw. 

256. The Colour-Sargent presents new colours 
to the Marlborough Family. 

256 (Our Artist’s Private View of this 
picture.) Charmed with the arrangement of Mr 
Sargent’s portrait of the Marlborough Family, 
Mr. and Mrs. Bounder, of Upper Tooting, 
decide to follow suit, — if they can find an artist 
willing to take commission. 

260. Ariadne in Naxos, or even less than that. 


l 
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VOuveHure dela Salmon, iritli harmonies in 
colour, is syiionrniD-js w'itk the Opening of tlie 
Royal Academy Eiiiibition a-t Brarlmgton House. 
We are not of those Tvho gird at the Royal 
Academical authorities, Tnit, ou the other hand, 
we are “girders,” and BtaLxmcli ones too, as 
supporters of these in atithority who^ hare 
achieved their position hy that capacity for 
attending to details which is the better part of 
genius. A. Committee ' of ffteen, or thhteen, 
experts does not pronoimce an opinion at 
haphazard. The decision, of a majority of 
experienced Judges in the Highest Court of j 
Appeal settles a matter in. Law; and so also] 
should it be with tbe Fine -Arts. ^ If a work ^ — 
of art he pronounced inacimissihle to the 
Annual Exhibition hy a majority of our ' 
leading Academicians, siicli verdict ought , 
to he accepted as final, and tie minority, 
recording a protest, woiild gracefully yield. 
With this pr'^f essicn of faitliia the porrers 
that be, ani heart'-y coo-gratnlating Sir 
Edward Poynter and 'tbe A-cademy ontbeir 
most recent acquisitions imder the terms of 
the ‘Chantrey fund, we proceed w-ith our 
summary of the Year’s Pictorial Shoiw at 
Burlington House. 

At the Annual Banque-fc tbe Prince of 
W'ales made an excellent, straightforward 
speech, which was enthusiastically recei-vred, 
especially hy ERI.’s “ friend Tildes,” , 
who bore his brushing bononrs bravely, 
humming to bimself the ever popular air ; 
of “My Queen. ! Hy Queen ! ” i 

Aid now— 'to business. 

10. A StocTt Exchange Allegory* Awk* | 
■ward for tbe Bears. Awork. onwhiebaSwiN 
(JoM M., E.A. Elect) may plume himself . | 

15. Frank Digksee’s, R.A , "Ideal** oi \ 
a iNightmaie. Cherchessh jem^m! 

55. *^T}ie Woodman” wbo has not 
spared the trees, after cutting his stick away 
mom home is now Tetuming thither. He is 
waiting for his StAlNEOPE (jA. F oebes, A.) to 
take him. 

51. Signor ManuelGarc ic. IHr. SisuEBT, 
having painted this adnuirable portrait, a 
singing likeness of the renowneci centenarian 
musical professor, ougbt to ha-ve been most 
particular as to its being mxmhered 100 
instead of 51, 

64. “ Sefore the Bzse oj the Ozirtazn'’ 
Shakspearian characters grouped by Bacon, 

101. “ Vive h hoi haei^eateur i ” Por- 
trait of His Majesty tbe Kmo-, hy BIrold 
Speed. In So, 5 of Act II. of T^zco GerileTmn 
of Verona, says Tjamce to Speed, ‘‘A man 
is never undone till be he hanged.” Mr. 
Harold Speed has boldly dared to take our 
good EnsTG full-lengtb, life-size, and Has 
been deservedly hung for hia pains. Tut 
though he he “hanged” yet is he by no 
means “ undone,” althoxagh not a few — 
grudging critics find fault with tbe artist for 
having given the 'public too much change for 
their sovereign. Now, altbougb the rigbt hand 
is weak and ungainly and the face hut wisby- 
Tvashy (wbich we wish it wasbn’t), yet a work 
hy Speed should not be judged in haste. It 
may be vastly kproved by tinxe and a pleasant 
residence at its destjiatica, Belfast- 
134. “ CollLe-V'oVjlhg,'*' or- “A Lost Dog,” 
hyBRiTONT Riviere, KA." 

146 , * ‘ Ineedit heginaV Her Most GriaceM 
Majesty Queen Alexandra. Heartiest con- 
gratulations to Lucky Luke Fiedes, R..A., for 
this admirable portrait of the Queen of Hearts, 
Diamonds, and Priceless Pearls. A full-length 
portrait and every inch a CJueexi. 


rHE PICK OF THE PICTURES. 

*4 helped for the use of Visitors to the Hoyal Academy!) 

ies in L 61 A Venetian Vintage, or Wine from the More probably there was a “ mailed fist,’’ t^t is, 

of tbe it’oODS fR A ) • also The Eigh Street, Serra a gracious autographic letter of appreciation to 

louse. 7 aZfc,ren£to, mthesun,andtheuJ;ith^Shade the^ artist, Arthur S. Cope, A expressing His 
Eoval of ^hRcdentore. AH dehghtful. Quite unique : Majesty s Imperial pleasure at the result, and 
habd, Woods in Venice. addmg that he (the Emperor) is almost con- 

30, as 1.61 Scotch Cattle, Herd and seen by Peter vinced that he could not have done it better 

ilo-i-n inur T? A himself.” 

tyfor a' R oman Triumph!” By A. G. 256 ‘‘la Famme i surprher’ “The 


“ Gow alon^^ with yer ! it ’s the Marvellous Marlboro’ Troupe.” 


Go^v, RA. “Gow along with yer! i_ , t. a j r- 

arrival of a oircuss!” _ Saeoent’s, E. A wonder-ivorking company- 

3.83. “I am coming out strong!** The consisting of the Long-necked Lady (saying, 
rniTOortan-" -/--s-'nire who thus addresses the “I have a head, and so has a pm,”) Master 
public is ‘ h’ in a very elevated Chirpy, the Ventriloquial Boy, Snap the Me- 

uosition * He is cleverly repre- chanical Dog, and the Professor himself in his 

* — world-renowned act as Thoughtful Thammy, 

the curious calculating character — can he 

k1 THE HEW GALEEKT. engaged for evening during their stay 

aj. Burlington House, where, for the next 

three months, aU communications should 

« rv j be addressed. 

Murray, RA., depicts a new 

v\^\ n i industry. This is a Butterfly Plantation. 

J \ 200. A Pitiable Plight. Awkward pre- 

^ I \ ^ dicament of the bathing lady, who, having 

w \ I sent aw'ay aU her clothes, is now awaiting 

\ - \ \ 1 the arrival of the costume promised punc- 

i ^ i i tually hy the Draper (Herbert J). 

J \ ^ Capital picture by J. H. F. Bacon, 

A , showing two children, The Little Sly- 
V X * ' bootses, brother and sister, explaining to 

VC \ \ j the artist how “ they ought to be at lessons 

. ' ' , but prefer picture books.’’ 

‘'..A A H ’ ' advertisement for “Pro- 

' .'J fessor Hubert voN Herkomer’s British and 

' / '' fy' '-J ! ' Bavarian tourist agency,” showing Ike 

‘ ’-X*' *! / I f waiting-room of a station where the Pro- 

' yi / ' . 'i fessor’s “ personally - conducted tourists,” 

yi // /. 1 ‘while expecting the arrival of their “ guide, 

f/ /A'l / * philosopher and friend,” pass the time in 

- f Y \ f arguingastothepossibilityof/iisbeingun- 

\?^v\ \ punctual. But they are quite safe, and may 

‘ ^ ‘ \ \ perfectly satisfied, as everyone weH knows 

'ST^V \ Professor has, long ago, arrived.” ’ 

Qonfie.** The interpre- 
y tation.of this title is, we believe, “with 

■■ swelling sail.” It ^ represents a ^ most 

' bewitchingly - attractive lady casting a 

glance behind her, as if saying with 
Napoleon, “ Let those who love me foHow 
me! Suivez-moi!** 

^ f 1 Suspension ^Bridge* or which 

“ p " f is *The Cheat*?** Something dishonour- 

— “ able has been done by somebody and is 

shown up in this picture by the Honourable 
5.S3. Lycldas, or The Undesirable Alien, 1 John Collier. Puzzle — to find out who is 
hotildliave been delighted to have put in an the cheat? Moral — “No Cards.” 

K mce at Burlin^on House if my — ahem — 534. A Birthday Present! Another hit 

had arrived in time. But they ’re so of Bacon 1 Sir Alfred Gelder considering 

Iresdfully particular ther®. However, when I ’ve what on earth he can do with tliis enormous 

5 ot my pockets — well — ^perhaps my things may pantomimic gold pencil which has been 
larc come from the tailor’s by the date of the given him as a birthday present. 

4ca.(ieniy soiree. 597. Delightful Lady, to whom we are 

introduced by Sir Edward Potnter, Bart., 

sexrted by Mr. Watson Nicol as about to take a P.R. A. “ Lesbia hath a drooping eye.” 
step forward, which, it is to be hoped, wiH be 726. “An Anxious Moment!*^ Mr. Hugh 
in the right Section. G. Riviere gives a life-like representation of 

S12. Sir Lawrence Aim -T adema’s latest Lady Critchett, all alone. In the^ gloom at 
“ZHoV^ The discovery of wn bon mot. One back, a door is mysteriously opening! She 
of the dams of the Nile has neglected her lamb- dare not turn !~What is going to happen ? 


importan-^ 
puTolic is ' 
position, " 


'-/-rsf-cire who thus addresses the 


THE HEW GALLERY. 








5.S3. Lycldas, or The Undesirable Alien, 1 
shotild have been delighted to have put in an 
appearance at Burlin^on House if my — ahem — 
elot-lies had arrived in time. But they’re so 
■dresdfully particular ther®. However, when I ’ve 

f ot my pockets — weR — ^perhaps my things may 
are come from the tailor’s by the date of the 
Aca.(ieniy soiree. 


kim, wbich is adopted by an E^ptian Princess as (To be continued i n next Academy) 

an. mjanb trouvS. Notice native artists drawing 1826. The Bt. Eon. Sir Antony MacDonneU, 
water. N.B. — ^In store we are promised the OC.8.I., K.C.V.O. Statue, marble, by George 
"h^irdings of several Judges,** to be presented Frambton, R.A, Skilfully characteristic both 
to the Law Courts hy Sir A Tadema, R.A. of the subject and of the artist. A good 
535. See Mr. H. J. Hudson’s Miss MaeNabb, British Bull-dog type that can hold its own and 
Six-ggestive name for “a great catch.” ' stick to it. The statue is to be erected at 

Ml. (of course it represents Him, Lucknow. May its original be in Luck now 

aa.<i ao mistake about it) “ The German and always ! N.B. — This is meant to be oom- 
^rmperor.” No sign of ike “ mailed fist ” here, plimentary. 
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OPERATIC NOTES. 



Arrival of Wagner, Walkure, Leit-motif Oar, personally conducted by Hans Richter, escorted by Die Drei (but not very dry) 
Rhemtochter, followed by Alberich and Mime on the steam-dragon. 


Wagner for ever ! Of course such is the battle-^jry of the 
Wagneriaus, and so also is it of those who, not having Wagner 
on the brain, look askant at the Opera time-table which 
gives the starting of Das Rheingold express at 8 p.k. sharp, 
stopping nowhere, fitted up with WAGNER-lits (most com- 
fortable) and arriving an hour short of midnight ; and even 
stin more askant at the slow trains Die Walkare and Siegfried, 
starting at 5 p.m., stopping en route one hour for refreshment, 
and the excursion Die Gotterdarnmerung (a name which 
somewhat strictly brought-up English ladies are chary of 
pronouncing) at 4*30, on a Saturday afternoon, the hour of 
arrival not being given. This time-table is a startler, and 
’tis-with feelings of relief that the ordinary Opera habitue, 
who is not a Patron of the Ring, sees on the way-bill so 
familiar a name as 17 Barhiere di Siviglia, and welcomes with 
delight the reappearance, let us hope as fresh as ever, of a 
very old friend, Don Pasquale. 

Monday, May 1. — Richter’s reception enthusiastic, which 
he Richterly deserves. An all-night sitting for Das Rheingold, 
from 8 till 11 without a break. Too much of Wagner or 
of any music or play, whatever it may be, to take at one 
draught. Wagnerian audience cold ; but this is de rigueur. 
Brilliant audience in dark auditorium ; everybody of distinc- 
tion in boxes, but nobody distinguished, as the House is in 
Wagnerian-Oimmerian darkness. It is enough to understand 
musically what’s what” on the stage, without noticing 
“ who ’s who ” in the auditorium. 

Summary: Richter and orchestra perfect; Herr Wotan- 
WHiTEmL, Lo^e-BuRRiAN, Mime-REiss, all good ; Donner- 
SooMER rather weak; Alberich -ZjiDon, FasolC -Hinoklet, 
Fa/ner-RABOTH, very good. The three Frauleins, Woglinder- 
Bosetti, WelJ^nde-ALTESBJxd Fiosshilde- 
Bebnnte, all very good ; Frda-KiRKBY 
Lunn uncommonly good, and Fricka- 
Prau Reinl, Fma-Frau Knupfer-Egli 
decidedly good. And there’s an end 
on’t. Bid me discourse no more. 

Tuesday. Pedestrian exercise, Die 
Walkure. Darkness visible. Same even- 
ing dress as last night, but starting at 
5 P.M. Hope soon to get accustomed to 
these habits. Great night. Splendid 
performance. Sleepers awakened. En- 
thusiasm. All artists in best form, and 
Mine. Fleisoher-Edel (Sieglinde), Frau 
WiTTiOH (Bninnhilde), at, to put it anglo- 
germanically, their verry-beshtesht 


Management should contract for the best that can be had. 
Their Dragon, never a great achievement, was this time quite 
contemptible. He showed no fight, except to make a little 
play with a red tongue that pointed upwards at an angle of 
45 degrees, and kept sticking out long after he was stone- 
dead. In shape it looked rather like a Geneva red-cross— a 
cowardly sign for a beast of that size to hang out ; almost 
worse than a white flag, Herr Kraus, a Siegfried of remark- 
ably robustious rropcrtion=: sang 'well within himself, as if he 
were afraid of displv.ii'g :lie foliage. He should distinguish, 
by the way, between a horn for "winding and a horn for 
drinking. In employing the former instrument he throws 
back his head and holds the thing vertically over his mouth 
as if he were tossing ofl its contents. Herr Zador as Alberich 
sang and acted with great vivacity, and Herr Reiss extracted 
the last ounce of humour (humour is not Wagner’s strongest 
point) from the character of the treacherous Mime. Mr. 
Whitehill’s splendid voice was some compensation for the 
stodginess of his part as the Wanderer. Signor ina Boseti’i, 
invisible up a tree, made a delicious bird; while Madame 
Kirkby Lunn, singing faultlessly as Erda, electrified the 
underground. In the last Act, where Siegfried falls in love 
with his strapping aunt (in the cavalry), Madame Witticii 
sang the part of Brunnhilde with fine sonorousness, but her 
gesticulations, always a difficult matter in the waking-scene, 
feu short of perfect spontaneity. Herr Richter’s orchestra 
carried ofl the honours. The house was full and appreciative, 
but kept its enthusiasm nicely under control. 

Friday, May 6. — Substitution of the Barber for Don 
Pasquale, The delightful Barhiere! House fuU — of en- 
thusiasm for the exceUent acting and singing of MUe. 

Bosetti (who rejected the encore for 
her ^rendering of “ The Queen of the 
Night’s ” song) and of M. Gilibert, who 
was a perfect Dr. Bartolo in spite of an 
ill-fitting wig which, if supplied by 
F'igavo, would not be a good advertise- 
ment for that Barber’s establishment. 
It was perhaps this sense of responsibility 
that somewhat oppressed M. Maurel, as 
ordinarily gay and light-hearted Figaro. 
M. Marcoux was a fairly good Basilio, 
but we have seen a brighter Almaviva 
than Signor Bravi, Alas ! MUe. BaueRt 
MEISTER is no longer in Dr. Bartolo' s 

•TTr T» household as Bertha. Who will replace 

Welcome Reappearance of two Great Dons, -l • j at t - .i . ^ 

ixTVTATTvTn'niTfc Q ’ her in all the varied roles hitherto asso- 



nurt^y, Siegfried.— (hYeiRt G^deii ^ Pasquale ^iated with this inTaluable artiste? 

ms a lot to ^ lerai from the Lane, ^th Don Izetti. Not seen you together here Signor Manoinelli conducts himself, 
Since Wagner insists on pantomime, the for twenty-five years I ” and his merry men, as well as ever. 
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THE HEAVILY INSURED. 

In reference to M. Padeeewski’s distressing illness, it is 
interesting to recall that, like all other great musical per- 
formers, he has always been heavily insured against aU kinds 
of risks that might temporarily prevent him from appearing 
on the concert nlr.tiorm. Ilis two hands are permanently 
underwritten for no less than £10,000, so that if either of 
them sustained such an injury through accident or disease 
as would prevent him from playing for the future, or so 
impair his powers as to render his performances of less value, 
he would qualify for the large sums named. Of the other 
most famous concert performers, Kltbelik is generally under- 
stood to be one of the most heavily insured. He has stated 
that he pays £300 premium for insurance in respect of his 
bow-hand alone, so that if rre^'-ented from fulfilling a single 
engagement he would receive £5,uu0 compensation. For a 
total disablement of this hand he would receive £10,000. 
In the case of Josef Hoffil^’n, not only each hand, but each 
individual finger, is separately insured. 

Such insurances are by no means confined to musical 
performers. Each of the Australian cricketers is insured 
against any injury that would incapacitate him in the field, 
while most of the leading English players are protected in 
this way against the penalties of writer’s cramp. 

Mr. Beeebohm Tree insures not only his general health but 
also his left hand and his left hip. If anything should 
occur to prevent these two portions of his anatomy from 
coming into picturesque conjunction he would receive a 
cheque of considerable dimensions. Mr. George Alexander, 
in addition to his voice, insures his trouser-press. 

Mr. Harold Begbie pays a heavy premium on his adjective 
box, and if at any time he failed to produce the required 
epithet while writing one of his charming articles he would 
be entitled to handsome compensation. 

Mr. Plowden’s tongue is heavily insured, and he receives 
quite a handsome sum from a leading office whenever a 
sitting at the Marylebone Court yields no opening for a joke; 
but this is very seldom. 

Mr. Bernard Shaw’s insurances are numerous and weighty. 
For instance, it is stated on the best authority that he pays 
no less than £500 premium to indemnify him against the 
humiliating consequences of official recognition, such as 
elevation to the ranks of the Order of Merit, election to the 
Athenaeum Club under the Distinguished Eule, or inclusion 
in the ranks of the British Academy. 

Amongst eminent publicists who have insured themselves 
heavily must be reckoned Mr. Leo Maxse, the gifted editor of 
the ‘National Bevieic, Thus it is an open secret that in the 
event of his ever being converted to the Free Food heresy 
he would immediately become entitled to an annuity of £1500 
a year, while if he were ever so unfortunate as to find himself 
at a dinner party in company with Mr. Winston Churchill he 
would at once be in a position to claim a sum of £2000. 

Furthermore, it is interesting to know that Mr. St. Loe 
Strachey, the Editor of the S'peetatorj pays a premium of 
£200 to guard against the loss of prestige which might be 
sustained by his paper if he were in a moment of inadvertence 
to accept the Order of the Eed Eagle from the German 
Emperor. 

Mr. Balfour’s intellect, so we understand, is permanently 
underwritten for no less a sum than £20,000. Thus if he 
were ever compelled to give a definition or make a statement 
the interpretation of which should he unanimously agreed on 
by Mr. Chaplin, Mr. Asquith, Lord George Hamhton, Mr. 
Chamberlain and Mr. Arthur Elliot, he will at once qualify 
for the sum mentioned. 

Mr. Hall Caine, the eminent Manx novelist, has taken out 
a policy of £5000 against being mistaken for Baoon, 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

My Baronite turns with expectation of pleasure to 
anything signed with the mark of “Q.” Shining Ferry 
(Hodder and Stoughton) from one point of view varies 
the record. Purporting to be a novel of the ordinary 
sk-shiUing design, it is actually a series of episodes 
and sketches of character strung together on the slimmest 
thread. It opens well with description of John Roseioarne, 
the hard-headed business man, with his love tragedy hidden 
in a heart whose secrets are jealously kept from the world. 
But the promise of a drama that would hold the reader in 
thrall fades away to the futile ending of a marriage between 
Hester Marvin and Tom Trevarthen. Strewn by the way are 
charming chapters illustrating the manners and speech of the 
Cornwall folk whom “ Q.” knows so well. One of the most 
delightful is Nicky 'Vro, the boatman of the Ferry, whose 
adamantine increddity at the idea that the world in general, 
and Troy Town in particular, could get along if he were 
dismissed from his post, is told with rare touch of pathos 
and humour. The probability is that these cameos were 
originally prepared separately, and on afterthought strung 
together on the thread aforesaid. It is a case which varies 
the rule about second thoughts being best. 


In The House of Bamkirk (Duckworth & Co.) Amy MoLarei^ 
its author, gives us a commencement sufficiently attractivei 
whereupon the guileless Baron, on the point of congratu- 
lating his faitMd servants the Skipper and his boy on their 
having at last obtained a rest, pauses, gives the word to 
“stand by,” and ere he has completed a bold attempt at 
steering a straight course through another half-dozen 
chapters is forced once again to set to work both Skipper 
and boy, that by their aid, through meandering creeks, 
avoiding several dangers, nicely turning many corners, or 
getting out and taking a short cut from rock to rock, the 
Baron may reach that haven of rest called Finis, Arrived, 
he regrets that, on the working out of what promised to be a 
really good plot, so much capability should have wasted itself 
in commonplaces of conversation and repetition of situation : 
moreover, that whatever was slightly weird should have 
become wearisome, and the possibly tragic, troublesome. 
The Baron, improving on the words of the Grown Prince of 
Denmark^ exclaims, “Oh what a noble purpose was here 
o’erthrown ! ” 

The Leading Actor would have been a title for Mr. 
Oppeneeim’s romance more respectful to the Thespian pro- 
fession than The Master Mummer (Ward, Look & Co.), 
though, even then, it would not he correctly descriptive of 
this story, where the principal tragedian is not so much its 
hero as is his daughter, to whom her unhappy parent has to 
act, as an American would pronounce it, “both as mummer 
and poppa.” Those for whom dagger and bowl, air pistols, 
revolvers and knives, unut- 
terably wicked Superioresses ' THE JHBl 
of strange foreign convents, 


naughty Barons, daring Arch- 
duchesses, cruel Countesses, 
hairbreadth escapes, sanguin- 
ary struggles with various 
violent viHains, romantic res- 
cues, and culminating cowps 
de tMdtre, stiU possess some 
charm, will find pretty well all 
the above ingredients in this 
melodramatic and, to the 
Baron, rather tedious, story. 


miit. 
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1 EDITORS AND TRADE. 

} ‘ The tailor’s shop is mine,’ replied the 

editor. He vas running the two businesses 
together. The combination of incongruous 
businesses is much more common in London 
than one might think .” — British WeeMy] 

Armed witli the suggestion thus 
thrown out by our serious contemporary, 
a representative of this paper set forth 
yesterday morning in one of the new 
four-wheeled hansoms bent upon dis- 
covering some of the secrets adumbrated 
by the British Weekly s contributor. 

After a series of masterly manoeuvres 
in the^neighbourliood of Printing House 
Square, for, as one may suppose, there 
is much secrecy to penetrate in these 
matters, our sleuth-hound ascertained 
that Mr. Buckle, the Editor of the 
Times, is by no means an idle man 
when off tlumdering duty. The great 
universal providing establislunent in 
Leather Lane, which is famous all over 
the world as Strap’s Emporium, is in 
reality Mr. Buckle’s. Mr. Buckle’s is 
the brain that directs all Strap’s opera- 
tions. But we cannot go so far as to 
state that contributions to the Times are 
paid by vouchers for Strap’s goods. 

Mr. Buckle is by no means alone. 
The Editor of the Morning Post, Mr. 
Fablun Ware, has a large factory in the 
Potteries, and a retail house in town for 
the supply of crochery for Socialists. 
Mr. Bernard Shaw buys all his plates 
and dishes of Mr. Fabl\n Ware. 

Pursuing his investigations in Welling- 
ton Street, our representative made the 
startling discovery that Mr. St. Loe 
Strachey, the Editor of the Speetator, 
keeps a cat and canary shop in Seven 
Dials as well as a gunsmith’s establish- 
ment on Shooter’s Hill for the manu- 
facture of Lewis Morris Tubes and other 
lethal weapons employed by rifle clubs. 

After a brief rest, rendered necessary 
by this momentous discovery, our special 
plenipotentiary made his way to the 
palatial offices of T.P.^s Weekly, and 
waited until the Editor emerged from 
tlie stately portals. Following the great 
publicist at a discreet distance for the 
space of several parasangs, he eventually 
tracked him down to a sumptuous 
creamery in Soho, where, under the 
genial pseudonym of Pat D’Oyly, the 
famous panegyrist drives a roaring trade 
in the richest and most nutritious butter. 


A Correspondent sends the follow- 
ing passage from an auctioneer’s cata- 
logue: — “As a building site its value 
must be considerably enhanced, by the 
matured condition of the land, the 
thriving fruit trees, and the buildings 
standing thereon.” So the last scene 
in Peter Pan was not original after 
ah! 



z 
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PILOTS THAT WANT DROPPING. 

Air — Ye Mariners of EnglancV^ 

[See note to Cartoon on opposite page ] 

Ye mariners of Europe, 

Wlio run our EngHsli seas, 

And pouch, beneath the Union Jach, 

Our native pilots’ fees, 

Under what flag do you propose 
To play the warrior tar, 

When the foe wants to !know 
The trick of channel and bar, 

When the slim torpedo-craft steal up 
Over the harbour-bar. 

Dumped out of various countries 
Abutting on the brine, 

’Tis nought to you what noble names 
Have led our battle-line ; 

Why should you care how Njmon fell 
In the triumph of Trafalgar — 

When the night shrouds from sight 
Channel and buoy and bar, 

When the slim torpedo-craft steal up 
Over the harbour-bar. 

Wherever Mr. Bull works, 

In bank or shop or mart, 

You aliens enter in and learn 
His business by the chart; 

So here he trains you up to be 
His rivals’ guiding star 
When they creep, while we sleep, 

By channel and buoy and bar, 

When the slim torpedo-craft steal up 
Over the harbour-bar. 

To you who share our seaways 
On every ebb and flood, 

The bond of British comradeship 
Is not the bond of blood ; 

Nature, more close than foster-ties, 

Would prove what race ye are, 

When the keel of kindred steel 
Slides in by channel and bar, 

When the slim torpedo-craft st^ up 
Over the harbour-bar. 

We spare, transpontius pilot, 

To write you down a spy, 

And yet — ^you scarce could change your heart 
Then when you changed your sky ; 

And, since we fain would keep our ships 
^ Intact of bolt and spar, 

You naust go, ere the foe 
Slips in by channel and bar, 

Ere the slim torpedo-craft steal up 
Over the harbour-bar. 0, S. 


From “ The Country Day by Day ” {Daily Mail ) : — 

“Daily the interest of otir throngmg bird-life grows. 

“See the whitebait, slim and tiny, a wanderer from the far south 

attitudinising like some famous tenor on the top of a bramble twig.” 

Can any of our readers quote similar cases of a minnow, 
say, or a smelt, performing on a hedge like a frima donna ? 
There is of course the &nous Horatian example of fishes 
finding themselves up a tree in time of flood : 

Piscium et summa genua hsesit uhno ; 
but these were ordinary, not singing, fishes. 


THE VISCOUNT AND THE BIG GAME. 

{With acknowledgments to Lord Mountmorres' aHicles in the '‘Globe ”) 

A JOURNALIST in Central Africa would indeed be dull if he 
had no interest in fauna. There must of necessity be long 
periods between one’s despatches when little happens, either 
in the way of Belgian atrocities or other phases of tropical 
industry", when, were one to be totally careless of the sur- 
rounding animal life, time w" 0 uld hang heavily on one’s 
hands. But given a flair for monkeys, or any skill with 
the gun, and one’s life becomes a dream of delight. I found 
Central Africa teeming with big game. Wherever one 
struck off the main lines of communication one was safe to 
light upon elephants, buflalo, bush cattle, and an enormous 
variety of antelope, leopards, and a kind of cheetah with 
very sticky hoofs and a long brush, known in French as a 
gluepard. I shot specimens of these all day ; and I never 
ceased to he amazed at the ignorance of Central Africa which 
is displayed in England and at the Natural History Museum. 

In connection with one of my feats 1 may teU a curious 
story. Strolling out one morning with my wdking-stick rifle 
(which, by-the-way, is also a camp-stool and umbrella), I 
bowled over a brace of fine bull elephants, which I at once 
skinned. When I came to unpack my case in this country, 
I discovered the two elephant skins had disappeared, and in 
their place were two other skins belonging to a little mammal 
which forms, I believe, a kind of connecting link between 
two such distinct species as the guinea-pig tribe and the 
mammoth. The only way in which this substitution could 
possibly have come about is that during my stay at Avakubi, 
immediately before the case of skins was finally packed, I 
was comparing specimens with the resident official of the 
post, and by some error these skins must have got exchanged. 
But isn’t it odd ? 

And monkeys. Of the larger Simians, one meets with 
practically unlimited baboons of all sizes, from those no 
larger than a cat up to those as large as a twelve-year-old 
chfld, and as powerful as a full-grown chauffeur. Then, to 
the west and north-west, more particularly in the French 
Congo, gorillas are fairly plentiful, but they are so pre- 
posterously delicate that I made no attempt at bringing 
any down country alive, as I was warned by everyone that 
I should never achieve it. I shot however great numbers. 
Moving eastward, the gorillas gradually give place to the 
chimpanzees, and in Stanley’s forest and in the forest 
immediately south of the Uele they are very plentiful. One- 
extraordinary fact about them and about several of the 
varieties of the smaller monkeys is the attraction which the 
white man, especially a lord, appears to have for them. They 
will have nothing to do with the native, but display an 
extraordinary curiosity concerning and attachment for the 
European. I found, over and over again, that in a day or 
two after catching a perfectly wild monkey, especially the 
younger ones, and more particularly those of the blue-faced 
(SoHMiiyr’s and Reckitt’s) varieties and dog monkeys (which 
bark like a European dog), I was able completely to domes- 
ticate them. I have quite a houseful in England at this 
moment, some of which are being trained to write Cricket 
Notes for the morning papers. There is nothing they cannot 
do. 

Snakes too ... . 

[Enough, enough.— Ed. 


“Alas! poor Yoriok!’^ — “The letter from ihe Variety 
Touring Company, London, requesting permission to bring 
a company of entertainers to laverness, was remitted to the 
Parks and Cemeteries Committee, with powers .” — Highland 
News, 



EIGHT MEN IN THE WEONG PLACE. 


Shade of Nelson. “TOAT DO YOU CALL THESE, MA’AM?” 

Beitannu. “ OH, THEY ’RE SOME OP MY ALIEN PILOTS.” 

Shade of Nelson. “AWEAT, IN BRITISH WATERS? H’M— IN MF DAY WE KEPT OUR SECRETS TO OURSELVES!” 


[“ Gravest of all was the risk arising from tke fact that fifty-nine foreign pilots are employed on our coasts. British ships abroad Tvere 
compelled to take native pilots, and he wished to see an Act passed that no alien should be granted a pilotage certificate for English 
waters.” — Report of Admiral Sir N. Bowden-Smith’e Speech at the Royal Vmted Service Institution.'} 
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REALISTIC. 

Mr. Inksplodger (the celebrated novelist^ in search of ideal rustic week-end country cottage). “Window on the floor, eh I Queer 
PLACE FOR A WINDOW, ISN’T IT ? ” 

Cottager. “Well, it be rayther low, Sir; but ’tis a nice view if you could just lie down and look out.*’ 


THE maHTY PEN. 

[“With, this little instrument that rests so 
lightly in the hand, whole nations can he 
moved . . . When it is poised between thumb 
and finger, it becomes a living thing — it moves 
with the pulsations of the living heart and 
thinking brain, and writes do-wn, almost un- 
consciously, the thoughts that live — tlie words 
that bum ... It w^ould be difficult to find a 
single newspaper or magazine to which we 
could turn for a lesson in pai*e and elegant 
English .” — Miss Corelli in ‘^Free Opinions 
Freely Foepresserl.’"'} 

0 MAGIC pen, wliat wonders lie 
Within yonr little length ! 

Though small and paltry to the eye 
You boast a giant’s strength. 

Between my finger and my thumb 
A living creature you become, 

And to the listening world you give 
“The words that burn — the thoughts 
that live.” 

Oft, when the sacred fire glows hot, 
Your wizard power is proved : 

You write till lunch, and nations not 
InfrequentlyVe moved ; 


’Twixt lunch and tea perhaps you damn Not even, 0 my pen, though you 
For good and aU, some socii sham, YourseK may write for one or two. 

And by the time I pause to sup — And lend to them a style, a tone. 

Behold Carnegie crumpled up 1 A grammar that is all your own. 


Through your unconscious eyes I see 
Strange beauty, little pen ! 

You make life exquisite to me, 

If not to other men. 

You fill me with an inward joy 
No outward trouble can destroy, 

Not even when I struggle thi-ough 
Some foolish ignorant review ; 

Nor when the press bad grammar scrawls 
In wild uncultured haste, 

And which intolerably galls 
One’s literary taste ; 

What are the editors about, 

WTiom one would think would edit out 
The shocking English and the style 
Which every page and line defile ? 

There is, alas ! no magazine, 

No paper that one knows 
To which a man could turn for dean 
And graceful English prose ; 


I see the shadows of decay . 

On aU sides darkly loom ; 

Massage and manicure hold sway. 
Cosmetics fairly boom ; 

Old dowagers and budding maids 
Alike affect complexion-aids. 

While middle age with anxious care 
Dyes to restore its dwindling hair. 

The time is out of joint, but stiU 
I am not hopeless quite 
So long as you exist, my quill, 

Once more to set it right. 

Woman will cease from rouge, I think, 
Man pour his hair-wash down the sink, 
If you wiU yet consent to give 
“The words that burn — the thoughts 
that live.” 


The decoration conferred on one of the 
Raunds strikers in the Strangers’ Gallery 
was the Order of the Boot. 
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A LITERARY LETTER. 


(Being an attempt to get erudition into the 
columns of Punch'* in the manner of 
“C. r.5.” in the Sphere:*) 

The Murrays’ new edition of Byron is 
now complete. It is a pity I was not 
asked about this work while it was in 
progress, because I could have added to 
the value of almost every page. I have, 
for example, in my collection a menu 
card on the back of which Byeon made a 
number of comments on the speeches of 
the evening. It is unfortunate that the 
names of the speakers are not given ; but 
I venture to hold that the reproduction 
of these notes in facsimile would materi- 
ally increase the intimate interest of the 
work. The cover also is far too light a 
blue ; but this probably is a snobbish 
reminder that Byron was at Eton and 
Cambridge. 

I find that, by a slip of the pen, I 
referred last w’eek to my life-long friend 
J. Quillington SuMiiERS, the accomplished 
poet and critic, as E. Summerton Quills 
This is one of the slips incident to the 
hfe of a man who has taken aU know- 
ledge for his province. 

Silly men and sillier women whose 
main reading would seem to be the 
foolish fiction of the hour do not recog- 
nise that much of the dull fooling of 
Shakspeare’s clowns is utterly out of date, 
and that the feudal standpoint of Shak- 
SPEARE is not part of his permanent claim 
on our devotion. They love to quote a 
boyish sonnet of Matthew Aenoih’s 

Others abide our question : Thou art free. 

We ask and ask : Thou smilest and art still 

Out-topping knowledge. 

Whereas Shakspeare abides my question 
as completely as any. A genuine study 
of his works has made him as familiar to 
me as Milton is familiar or my friend 
Mr. Max Pemberton. 


I have received a cablegram from my 
friend Colonel Cyrus K. Wiggspatoh 
saying that he is just putting the 
finishing touches to a new novel which, 
when completed, may he published in 
this country either by the Lanes or the 
Smiths and Elders. 


One of the most interesting items in 
my library is a series of hound volumes 
of The AthencBum, with marginal correc- 
tions in my own handwriting. Every 
journalist should make a point of setting 
a paper right whenever he can. Of course 
not all are able to. Some day I thiu lr 
of asking the Methoens to publish these 
coT/rigenda of mine in a volume for the 
pocket for pedestrians, uniform with 
their Boitow. 


I am glad to see that my friend Mr. 
G. Bernard Shore has been setting 
Goethe in his right place at last ; 
altkough incidentally he has put many 
journalists, all friends of mine too, by 
the ears. Goethe (whose name is pro- 
nounced to rhyme to “thirty” and not 
‘‘'floweth”) did well enough up to a 
certain point, but there are dozens of 
lidag poets who, had they the mind, 
could. Tvrite Faust to better purpose. 
Much of Goethe’s reputation comes 
probably from his boyish appeal, as he 
lay dying, for “more light.” There is 
nothing that so much impresses the 
Man in the Street as a death-bed utterance, 
and, owing to the inferior quality of the 
gas and electric light which Londoners 
have to put up with, this aspiration 
touches a common chord. 


THE IMPORTANCE OF DAILY 
DETERGENCE. 

[These notes on HgO have spilled over from 
a recent independent investigation made by 
a member of a well-known Advertising Staff ] 

Thebe is one thing which is the best 
in the world, says Pindar, and it fortu- 
laately exists in abundance. Authorita- 
tively, it has been placed by Alexandrian 
physicists of the second century B.c. 
as third among the four cardinal elements. 
Still further back in the histoiy of Greek 
philosophy, we learn that Th^vles of 
Miletus, who was born about b.c. 640 
and died in 550, at the age of 90, 
maintained as the vital doctrine of his 
system that this particular fluid substance 
was the single original stoiclieion from 
which everything came and into which 
everything returned. 

If we turn to IsraeUtish folk-lore 
we find a distinct allusion to the 
balneatory aspect of this liquid in the 
statement that Moab was a synonym 
fora wash-pot. Noah, again, must at 
one time in his career have been 
deeply impressed by its universal pre- 
valence, and, had he been conversant 
with the American language, would 
undoubtedly have described himself as 
being in the middle of a very “big 
splash.” It is true that, through the 
process of the ages, some degenerate 
tribes have lost the instinct of kvation. 
Tie Esquimaux, for instance, have such 
a horror of this commodity and are so 
averse from its outward or inward 
application, that in their expressive idiom 
it is taboo as aluhmikiuknikihsagik or 
“ Pail Poison for Pink People.” Many 
of the Inuits and other gkcial troglodytes 
have never beheld it except in a solidi- 
fied condition, and ridicule therefore 
the ^ idea of any possible detersive 
qxialities. ^ It must be confessed that 
similar opinions appear to be held by 
their vodka-soaked cater-cousins of the 


East End dumping-grounds, where the 
surroundings are not conducive to any 
waxy morbidezza on the alien visage. 

As a solvent, HgO is in the highest 
degree efficient, there being few sub- 
stances in the physical or financial world 
that are not to some extent affected by 
it. In a free state, its constituents are 
derived in minute quantities from the 
atmosphere, such as ammonia, carbonic 
acid, nitrous and sulphurous acids, and 
are sometimes largely charged with gas, 
and the exuviae of certain insects such 
as caddis-worms, or, occasionally, dead 
puppy-dogs. It is 825 times heavier 
than air, and when converted into steam 
expands to nearly 1600 volumes. One 
cubic centimetre at 4° and under a 
pressure of 760 mm. of mercury, weighs 
15*432319 grains or one granume, the 
imit of weight in the metric system. 
We have personally verified these details 
in a popular encyclopedia. To quote a 
single instance of its occurrence in the 
botanical world, we need only allude to the 
Pitcher-plant (Nepenthes distUlatorid), 
which has a fistular green body occupy- 
ing the place and performing the func- 
tions of a leaf, and closed at its extremity 
by an operculum. Within this vessel 
is a fluid, to all appearance aqua pum, 
which often proves fatally attractive to 
rats and other small animals seeking to 
assuage their thirst. This carnivoioiis 
plant is a native of Ceylon, and was 
introduced into English greenhouses in 
J789. Sir Joseph Paxton says it is easy 
of cultivation. 

It is questionable whether, in its ap)pli- 
catioii to household uses, people properly 
understand the treatment of HaO. A 
vast deal of it must be wasted. Though it 
is one of the primary virtues to he clean, it 
IS equally a duty to he economical, k 
wasteful HjjO is the highest form of 
extravagance, while that of a good 
quality is always the cheapest, no matter 
what its price. It gives the wettest 
results, removes the maximum of dirt, 
and simply uill wash clothes. In the 
history of the world there has never been 
a time when HgO has been so good and 
so cheap. There is, generally speaking, 
too great a familiarity with the amazing 
output and spontaneous presentment of 
this liquid for it to be appreciated at 
its true value. A gallon, for instance, of 
the Hammersmith Waterworks HgO, 
which would he a veritable godsend to 
the sun-baked native of the Sahara, is 
an everyday affair in West Kensington, 
and scarce regarded. Yet if it is con- 
sidered as a priceless treasure by the 
poor fuzzy-wuzzy, it must be equally a 
treasure to the rate-ridden householder, 
for it does the same work in each instance. 
Realising this fact, the next duty is, 
naturally, to utilise the best means at 
hand. 

Incidentally, we have made mention 
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of tlie Hammersmith HoO, a detergent 
very well known, and with a stagnation 
of sixty years to recommend it. In the 
next ten articles we propose to explain 
how, where, when and why it is pro- 
duced, proving that a canful of the same 
is 50^0 more aqueous than any other HaO 
in the market. Zig-Zag. 


CHARIVARIA. 

While not wishing to detract from 
Admiral Eozedestvexsky’s historic vic- 
tory off the Dogger Bank, we would 
point out that the recent Russian success 
off Vladivostok was an even more bril- 
liant affair. In this case — ^where a 
Japanese trading vessel of the size of a 
trawler was sunk — the Russians had 
not a single battleship : the whole thing 
was accomplished by four torpedo-boats. 


The EIaiser, according to the Times, 
caused much iU-feeling in Venice by his 
big steam-launches rushing down the 
Grand Canal at a speed forbidden by 
the local laws. Wilhelm II. is not the 
first Moorish celebrity who has created a 
commotion in this well-known watering- 
place. There was, of course, Othello, 


Since the publication of Admiral 
Fitzgerald’s article, the British Na^^y 
has been doing its best to reassure the 
German people. Our ships have been 
running aground in the most light- 
hearted fashion, just to show that we 
really are not dangerous ; and our Grand 
Manoeuvres have been postponed, “as 
they may cause inconvenience if carried 
out.” 

The expression, “the Admiralty Boom,” 
is misleading. It applies only to the 
device for closing Portsmouth harbour. 
In the matter of the laying down of 
battleships there is a pronounced Ad- 
miralty Slump. 

Mr. Arnold-Forster has assured Sir 
Horatio Davies, M.P., that nothing has 
been settled in the matter of the removal 
of the Royal Engineers from Chatham. 
Nevertheless a panic was caused when a 
couple of big pantechnicon vans appeared 
in the town one day last week. 



! ! ! 

Prize Idiot (who doem^t kiwio all the family). “Beastly slow here. I’m off. WnroH way 
DO 70 U GO HOME?” 

Son of the House. “I’m there xow.” 


The feeling of discontent, rage, and 
jealousy among those sculptors whose 
work was not rejected by the Royal 
Academy continues to grow. 


as if there is some foundation for the 
belief that, if Dutch be allowed in South 
African schools, progress wiR be retarded. 


“ Learning Languages by Telephone,” 
is &e title of an article in the Daily 
Mail. Telephone girls, we understand, 
have learnt quite a lot of language that 
way. 


We imderstand that the dust heap at 
Kensington where a number of Georgian 
sovereigns were recently found is at 
once to be floated as a gold mine by a 
group of clever City financiers. 


We have a much better opinion of our 
contemporary than that. 

Theatrical managers are so often 
accused of being unable to break with 
tradition, that it seems only fair to point 
out that several of them have recently 
produced plays, in which the character 
of Hamlet does not appear at all. 


The Dutch for “Spotted Fever,” a 
contemporary informs us, is “Hersens- 
vliesruggemerksontsteking.” This looks 


To judge by certain of its own adver- 
tisements, the Evening Standard regards 
itself as peculiarly the paper for Flats. 


“A considerable demonstration of 
approval greeted the fall of the curtain.” 
How are we to take this ? 
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SOMETHING TO SEE, 

Leah Klet^chna is tlie title uf Mr. McLellan’s drama, wliicK 
has achieved an immediate success at the ^ew Theatre, 
mainly due to the powerful acting of all the principals in 
the exceptionally strong and well-chosen cast. And to this 
result Mr. Dkjn'Bouctcault's artistic stage-management^ has 
largely contributed. It is a drama with 0 ’'ly si gh'.cr^.: 

temporary relief introduced by two minor characters, Valentin 
Fam'e, a poseur and eccentric young journalist, well rendered 
with aU the necessary exaggeration the part^ requires by 
Mr. Bertram Steer, and So'^ile Chapomiiere^ his intended, a 
young person whose lively coquetry, being very naturally 
depicted by Miss Betty Callish, serves as an artistically- 
contrived contrast to the severe gloominess that oppresses 
the heroine Leah Kleselina, with whom, for one short scene, 
she is brought into contact. 

The piece, which will remind many of such well-known 
stories dealing with crime as Moyisieur Leeocqj Sherlock 
Holmes, and Oliver Twht, is excellent serious drama as far 
as it goes, that is up to the end of the Fourth Act, where 
with Lealis breaking the chain that has hitherto bound 
her to her companions in crime her career comes suddenly 
to an end. It is abrupt, powerfully dramatic : and it should 
suffice. If there is to be any further development, if it be 
necessary to gratify the aroused curiosity of ‘‘our briends in 
front,” then ought the future not only of Leah to be revealed 
but also, in order to satisfy poetic justice, the fate of her 
atrociously criminal father, of his slave and pupil Schram, 
and of the dastardly Raoul, should be made clear ; otherwise, 
unless this gang be exterminated and not one of the wicked 
trio remain alive, how can there be any prospect oi peace 
and happiness for Leah, or for her husband Paul Sylvaine 9 
if the scoundrels continue to exist, her father will be in 
penal servitude; and subsequently, either as an escaped 
convict, or as one who has served his time, he will return 
to blackmail his daughter and son-in-law. On such a 
hypothesis either there should be no Fifth Act, or it should 
be of a totally different character. If the villains are dead, 
the welcome news escaped me ; but even then the Fifth Act 
achieves nothing, as it, most inartistically, commences a new 
love story, with possibilities, wherein there is a peasant girl, 
Frieda, prettily played by Miss Dora Gray, who is jealous 
because a sturdy villager, who ought to have been her own 
lover, has lost Ins heart to Leah, whose departure with Paul 
Sylvaine he broken-heartedly witnesses. Such is the Fifth 
Act : it is de trop, 

^As to the acting there can be nothing but the highest praise 
for everybody. Miss Lena Ashwell, impersonating Leah 
Kleschna, has superb moments, intensely tragic, always 
pathetic. Mr. Leonard Boyne, the ordinarily brusque, rollick- 
ing hero of careless comedy, is unrecognisable as the high- 
principled cliristian philanthropist and ardent lover, Paul 
Sylvaine. It is a very fine performance : as also is that of 
Mr. Herbert Waring representing the miserable dissipated 
sneak and bully, Raoul Berton, These characters are 
admirably contrasted. 

As the man Kleschna, whose sense of right and wrong is 
utterly perverted, who is a beast of prey— savage as a tiger, 
tender, as if by a maternal instinct, towards his, motherless 
child, only as long as sh’e does not thwart him in his 
criminal designs, Mr. Charijss Warner has a part where his 
rare gifts of keen artistic insight into character, his power of 
swiftly passing by a sudden passionate impulse from lightest 
comedy to deepest tragedy, matured and perfected by experi- 
ence, serve him to such purpose, that it would be difficult, if 
not impossible, to name any actor who could play this part so 
effectively ; and it is the recollection of Charles Warner as 
Kleschifta that will indelibly impress the production of this 
melodrama on the minds of aU who have the good fortune to 

— ^ — - 

see it. Ilis performance detracts not one jot from the 
excellence of the others, yet, if we consider for a moment, with 
a weak or mediocre Kleschna, how vain would be the best 
efforts of tlie heroine ' The significance of her part depends 
on the strength of the actor who plays her father. His 
influence has to pervade the scenes in wdiich lie does not 
appear. He is the scheming Fagin of Oliver Twist, without 
the cowardice and treachery ; lie is Bill Sikes, without liis 
brutal coarseness. Just as Leah is a Nancy, but possessing 
virginal innocence that has never been tampered with, and 
which finally triumphs over all obstacles. Kleschna is the 
hardened criminal: his creed is, ‘‘Ah Dieu ni maitre , ” he 
has the bravery of a Newfoundland dog ; he has generous 
instincts, but to him darkness is light, he is a thief, a burglar 
of the very first class, and lie glories in it. 

Ably seconded is lie by Mr. William De\T)reux as Schvam, 
his pupil, accomplice, confederate, and slave. And there is 
good in the slouching Schram : he loves LeaZi with a tamed, 
but natuiuUy savage, animal’s devotion to its young mistress. 
Mr. Devereux gives us a remarkably impressive representation 
of this character, and in the strongest situations his art is 
invaluable. Mr. J. G. Grahame is well in the picture as 
General Beiton, the straightforward soldier in authority, 
who has no sympathy with fads concerning the reclamation 
of criminals. But — aU are excellent. There are spots on 
the sun, and if there are defects here, they belong to the 
piece, and are not to be attributed to its piesent representa- 
tion, which I strongly recommend to the attention of aU 
whom the perfection of acting on the English stage delights 
and exliilarates. 

IN BERLIN. 

I AM writing this on May 9, the hundredth anniversary of 
the death of Schiller, and here in Berlin, as well as through- 
out Germany, the day is being celebrated with great pomp 
and ceremony. I notice that the writer of an article in the 
literary supplement of the Times doesn’t think very much of 
ScHiiJLER, who, he complains, had no sense of humour. That 
may be ; though it is well to remember that tastes in humour 
differ. Eighty millions of Americans are at this moment 
travelling through life sustained by the proud conviction 
that, whereas Americans have a keen sense of wliat is 
humorous, every Englishman is mere ditch water for dulness : 
is, in fact, an abhorred vacuum so far as humour is concerned. 

I need not pause to consider what an Englishman thinks of 
the subtle and delicate jokes about Jews and negroes which 
form the staple humour of the American comic paper. Jests 
about married life and mothers-in-law, quips on which the 
flies have gathered and bred for a hundred years, are stiH 
honoured and beloved in the dear land of liberty over which 
Mr. Roosevelt presides, 

Germany, however, doesn’t bother her imperial head with 
the question whether Schiller had humour or not. She 
honours in Schiller the noble poet who in dark days gave 
expression to great ideals of national manhood and. German 
unity. This, at any rate, seemed to be the motive that 
inspired a Kommers, or social gathering, of Berlin students 
at which I was privileged to be present the other day. 

You, Sir, have of course attended many a Kommers in the 
course of your varied and beneficent career ; but to me the 
festival was a new experience. It was held in the great haH 
of the Friedrichshain Brauerei, and began at half-past eight. 
The vast expanse of this ball was filled witli taffies at wliich 
were ranged the students, one or two tables being reserved 
for the professors. ^ On a platform raised well above the 
assembly sat the chiefs of the various corps into which the 
students are’ divided, while in the galleries running round 
the hall were gathered fathers and mothers and sisters and 
cousins of much the same sort as Cambridge attracts during 
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INTUITION. 

Ethel (to Mary, her hosom friend, who has heen admiring the diamonds, and now hears for the hundredth time how it all came ahov£). 

“ I don’t know exactly what it was ; but somehow I FELT, FROM THE MOMENT WE MET LAST NIGHT, THAT HE MEANT TO PROPOSE. bOMBTUING 
ABOUT HIM~SOMETHING IN HIS VOICE ” 

Mat^y. "Ah, I see, there was the true b/ng in it!” 


its May week in June. All tke students wore the caps of 
their different corps, red caps, yellow caps, green caps, caps 
of dark blue and caps of light blue ; and no single student, 
and, for the matter of that, no professor, was without his 
glass of beer. As one looked down from the gaUery one saw 
what looked like an immense plantation of gigantic and 
brilliant flowers, all provided with a patent automatic 
apparatus for irrigating themselves with beer. . The flowers 
were thirsty ; the beer was excellent. There may have been 
a thousand varieties of human tulip, crocus, hyacinth or 
poppy. I cannot think that’ less than eight or ten thousand 
glasses of beer went to their irrigation in the course of the 
evening. How different from our own studious young men, 
I can hear you saying. I am assured' that only the other day, 
in the hah of a great coUege where more than a hundred 
men were dining, fifteen pints of beer were found enough 
to mitigate the rigours of University life. Autres pays 
autres moeurs. 

In describing the colour of the caps worn by the students, 
I have not exhausted the variegated beauty of their costumes. 
There were, as I have said, chiefs who sat exalted on a plat- 
form. One or two of these, moreover, were ahotted to each 
table in the body of the hah, and ah wore a magnificent 
uniform. Imagine a youngster bearing on his slashed face the 
record of his honourable duels. Invest him in a Hussar tunic 


of the corps colour, white breeches and jack-boots. Perch on 
the top of his head a little round cap jauntily set to one side ; 
give him a pair of white gauntlets and a long sword, and 
you have the gentleman complete. When they ah unsheathed 
their swords, rapped them on the table and called for a 
“ Salamander,” or united cheer, the effect was terrific. 

There, then, they sat, placid, good-tempered, but not without 
a formal solemnity due to the importance of the occasion. 
There was music ; they sang Schiller’s poems, and poems in 
honour of Schiller, and sang them remarkably weh and with 
wonderful animation. A Professor delivered an eloquent 
address, the Fesfcrede ; swords were rapped, glasses banged 
in unison on the tables, and perfect happiness and good 
humour prevailed everywhere. In honour of the celebration 
the feuds of the corps had been laid aside, and a reign of 
universal peace had been established by decree for one night 
only. When I left at midnight the official part of the pro- 
gramme was not yet finished. There was an unofficial part, 
but how long that lasted I cannot say. Probably it is stiU 
proceeding. 

* Concise and Expressive. — A much worried, conscientiously 
rate-paying, citizen, on sending his cheque in answer to the 
‘‘Demand Note,” headed the envelope, addressed to the Collec- 
tor; with this forcible abbreviation, ''For General Rate, 
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RATHER LOUD. 

** When I look at that fellow’s waistcoats, I want to put cotton wool into mt ears ! ’ 


provide claret ad lihitum for their 
domestics, and, more remarkable still, to 
resist the embargo wbicb bas hitherto 
been laid on rabbit in the menu of the 
servants’ hall. Needless to say this 
Draconian resolve is not likely to be ac- 
cepted without a struggle by those most 
directly concerned, and a meeting of 
protest will be held in Hyde Park next 
Saturday afternoon, at which several 
hundred butlers and footmen will be 
addressed by Mi*. Cunningdame Graham, 
Dr. Macnamar^v and other champions of 
the oppressed. 

A drawing-room meeting was held last 
Wednesday evening at the house of Lady 
Bonanzv Fitzboodle, the subject of 
debate being : Is the cult of the Simple 
Life compatible with the consumption 
of caviare ? After an animated discussion 
an amendment was carried to the effect 
that no inconsistency was involved 
provided the consumer did not pay for 
the delicacy. The entertainment was 
concluded with a delightful concert, at 
which Karel Czarnikoff, the wonderful 
boy violinist, Madame Cortlva d’Ampezzo 
(of the Theatre de la Moiinaie) and M. 
Papadiamantopoui/), the famous Boeotian 
basso, were the chief performers, their 
united fees for the evening amounting 
to no less than £450. 


“THE SIMPLE LIFE” DAY BY 
DAY. 

The Simple Life movement is spread- 
' ing by leaps and bounds. The Guild 
of the Simple Life, which owes its 
establishment to a luminous suggestion 
1 made by a contributor to the Daily 
OraphlCi already numbers upwards of 
, 700 members, including many Society 
.leaders and scores of the best people, 
and negotiations are on foot with a view 
^ to obtaining the lease of a fine mansion 
I in the heart of Mayfair as the clubhouse 
' and rendezvous of the Guild. 


In such a campaign much if not all 
depends on the force of example, and 
the splendid and self-sacrificing efforts 
of Lady Blumenstedt, who recently ap- 
peared ‘at the Opera with ’'no other 


ornaments but a garnet brooch and a 
tiara of Abyssinian diamonds, can hardly 
fail to give an immense impetus to the 
revolt against exorbitant expenditure. 
An even greater sensation has been 
created by the fearless announcement 
of Mr. Leo McSlangerman, the famous 
Scoto-African millionaire, that after this 
season his recherche Bridge parties will 
under no circumstances be continued 
after 3 a.m. It is also rumoured that 
Lord Eotherhithe has given notice to 
his fourth chauffeur, and reduced his 
petrol stud to seven cars and two racers. 


The hostess was most picturesquely 
gowned in very pale maize soft satin 
with tiny bouquets of samphire and 
pimpernels, and wore an imitation 
cuckoo clock in her hair. Madame 
Gordtglvni, who bas been rather delicate 
this winter, was dressed entirely in pale 
pink, and Lord Sidgup created a sensa- 
tion by arriving in a fbur-wlieeler and a 
dinner-jacket. Lady Guzr.A, in very 
pale blue taffetas, brought her daughter, 
Miss Fatima Guzu. A wonderful sit- 
down supper was arranged in the 
dining-room, with plenty of hot quails, 
strawbeiTies, Imperial Tokay, and other 
good things. We understand that, in 
view of her services to the cause, the 
Committee of the Simple Life Guild 
have unanimously elected Lady Bonanza 
Fitzboodle as an honorary life member. 


^ The craze for economy and the reduc- 
tion of unnecessaiy luxury is 'to be 
observed on every side. We are assured 
on excellent authority that several of 
the leading hostesses of Belgravia have 
entered into a solemn compact not to 


A Musical Record. 

The London Correspondent of the 
Manchester Courier, in reporting the first 
performance of an “ Oriental Ballalika 
orchestra ” at the table dli6te of a 
London hotel, says that it played “so 
well that the dinners were moved to 
applaud vigorously — a very unusual 
hotel incident,” It certaiiily sounds 

S uite exceptional. Even Orpheus, 'who 
harmed 'living beasts, ‘ was never knoim 
to draw- applause from a roast duck ’or a 
saddle of miitton. 
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Pkekch Gendabme. “ PASS ON, PLEASE. SORRY, BUT THOSE ARE MY INSTRUCTIONS.” 

EnssuN AnMTRAT. (ecmdueting Ship of the Desert). “ DON’T APOLOGISE. WE FILLED VP AT YOUR LAST PLAGE.’ 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Extracted from the Diary of Toby. MP. 

House of Cotmnons, Monday, May 8. — 
For full ten minutes tlie mere Saxon had 
opportunity of realising the possiliilities 
of an afternoon in Parliament Plouse, St. 
Stephen’s Green, when Home Rule shall 
he established in Ireland. Mr. Devijn 
(he does the devilin’ for John Redmond) 
had iinprox^ed the shining liours of the 
week-end by preparing a shorter Cate- 
chism designed to stir up Ulster men as 
with a 1 ong pole. Blameless Walter Long 
was utilised for the beneficent purpose. 

It appears that on Easter Monday, 
according to pleasing local habit, the 
Orangemen and Catholics of Portadown 
had quite a good time. Incidentally a man 
was shot and many heads were broken. 
That only testifies to the general success 
of the merrymaking. Devlin’s question 
prodigiously long ; built up of succes- 
sion of accusations against law-abiding 
Orangeman. One alleged that, early on all 
Easter morns, a particular thoroughfare 
at Portadown is taken possession of by 
the Orangemen with intent to carry con- 
viction of religious error to the minds of 
the Catholics through the media of half 
bricks, paving - stones, and, at close 
quarters, shillelaghs. 

Of coui'se, if the Catholics stayed at 
home, went to chapel, or took their 
walks abroad in other directions, the 
controversialists lying in wait woidd 
find the situation tame. But what Irish- 
man would, in such circumstances, 
refrain from putting in an appearance ? 
Certainly not the Catholics of Portadown. 
So on Easter Day they trooped to the 
rendezvous, with the consequence hinted 
at. 

In its way there was a repetition of 



“ Only Jeffreys left.” 
^ (The Deputy-Speaker.) 



An Advocate of Dissolution (An Old Story applied), 

Joe (the "puslimg undeHaher^^) to Arthur B, ‘‘ Why drag on a misex'ahle existence when 
you can he comfortably buried for £3 10s. ? ” 


the scene in the House this afternoon. 
Below Gangway to right of Speaker the 
Orangemen were massed, their pockets 
full of brickbats, their hearts bleeding 
with desire to convert their erring brethren 
to tlie true faith. Immediately opposite 
the Nationalists mustered, profoundly 
moved by anxiety for the welfare of the 
souls of poor Protestants, and liberally 
provided with chunks of red sandstone. 
As soon as Mr. Devlin put his question 
the Orangemen rose in protest against 
what they described as abuse of the 
rules of the House committed with the 
object of getting in the allegation about 
the Easter morn mustering of devout 
Orangemen. 

With wild shout the Nationalists 
resented the interference. In vain Mr. 
Jeffreys, mildest mannered man that 
ever sat in the Chair, essayed to speak. 
Amid the clamour below the Gangway 
on either side his voice did not rise to 
the height of a whisper. Half-a-dozen 
Orangemen were on their legs at the 
same moment ; an equal number of 
Nationalists confronted them. After 
some moments of wild excitement, 
lacking only the actual flight of brick- 
bats to realise the Easter day scene at 
Portadown, the Deputy-Speaker found 
opportunity for remarking that the par- 
ticular section of the Question objected 
to had better have been omitted. 


“Why,’* screamed Mr. Devlin, “it’s 
the very thing I wanted to get out.” 

Thanks to assistance of the Ulster 
men, he succeeded beyond his most 
sanguine expectations. 

After this, debate on second reading 
of Scotch Education Bill a little tame. 
Speaker stiU absent through illness, and 
now Lowther (J. W.) has gone on sick 
list. Only Jeffreys left ; Parliamentary 
man of all work, Speaker and Chairman 
too. If he fell ill the shutters must 
perforce go up, and then what would 
the Empire and the world do ? As Mr. 
Nannetti says, “ the Speaker’s Chair 
has now only one leg to stand upon.” 

Business done. — Scotch Education 
Bill read a second time. 

Tuesday night . — Two reappearar c }s 
on the stage. The Scapegoat of the 
Government returns from the wilder- 
ness in the person of George Wyndham. 
William O’Brien, who, as we had all 
forgotten, was months ago elected for 
Cork City, takes the oath and his seat. 

By comparison with old times the 
latter turns out to be a respectable- 
looking, grey-bearded, gentle-mannered 
person, not without suspicion in the eyes 
of the casual onlooker of possibly being 
a churchwarden. This transmogrifica- 
tion evidently resented by the stalwarts 
in Nationalists’ camp. What business 
has the William O’Brien they used to 
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The Ethics of Fiscal Motoring 
“ Kick up a lot of dust and tkey can’t make out your numker ’ ” 

know to wear liis Sunday coat on a [office; the Lord Lieutenant was over- 
Tuesday, to spoil: a carefully-triimned i looked ; and the Under Secretary — Deus 
beard, and to refrain from glaring at j ex macliind — refusing to go was grum- 
the Deputy-Speaker ? j blingly permitted to remain. 

Suspicion of going to the bad in other | Never since Cabals disturbed the 
respects confirmed when the once Wild i political world has there been anything 
Zebra of the Macgillicuddy Reeks spoke i quite equal to the success achieved by 
a word of sympathy for George AVtndblim, | the gallant Ulster Members. Here was 
cracked up C.-B.,'and delivered himself George Wyndham’s opportunity of taking 
of the preposterous, really traitorous, ' revenge. Would he do it ? the crowded 
declaration that he did not care for House asked, watching him on the 
Parties. ! corner seat of third bench above Gang- 

“ Whoever does good work for Ire- 1 way, nervously turning over the pages 
land,” he said, “ is good enough for me.” j of his manuscript. 

If that principle be carried into action, ; He refrained. The Scapegoat only 
what is to become of John Redmond’s 1 bleated — bleated assurance that he 
Party, with its monopoly of work- ! had never differed from his colleagues ; 
ing out the salvation of Ireland, its J that if there was ever an out-and-out 
L^der, its Whips, and above all, its [ Unionist, one who out-Antrimed Ulster, 
Parliamentary Fund ? Muimurs from ■ here he stood. He forgave everybody ; 
back benches broke in on O’Brien’s [ bore no resentment even towards a 
speech, interrupting the rise and fall of | former Private Secretary of his own 
its cadence, drawing forth a pitiful i now his bitterest opponent. As for the 
appeal for toleration on the ground that Prime Minister, his loyalty and personal 
his voice had been silent in Parliament , affection, so far from being lessened by 


for full two years. 

As for George Wyntdeam, he rather 
amazed than pleased the House by ex- 
ceeding humility. Here was a hlinister, 
most popular and most capable among bis 
colleagues, sacrificed in order that they 
might continue to live. In the prime of 
his powers, in the full bloom of a suc- 
cessful career, he was cut off at the 
bidding of a numerically small, fanati- 
cally strong, section of the Party. There 
were peculiar circumstances connected 
with the affair that added to its bitter- 
ness. Of three men working in the 
fields one was taken and two were left. 
T3ie Chief Secretary was hustled out of 


what had happened, were immeasurably 
increased. 

It was magnanimous, but it wasn’t 
Wyndham. 

Business done, — C.-B.’s demand for 
publication of documents necessary to 
elucidate mysteries on the MacDonnell 
affair negatived by 315 votes against 252 . 

Wednesday . — ^There is about Brother 
Gerald a look of guileless innocence 
invaluable to a President of the Local 
Government Board. He is found on the 
Treasury Bench in charge of the busi- 
ness of his Department, transacts it 
when it is forced upon his attention, hut 
somehow, in indescribable manner, sits 


aloof from mundane affairs. I’liere is a 
pretty fancy in an otherwise forgotten 
poem which pictures a babe in its cot 
with eyes closed but face smiling. To 
the unprejudiced male onlooker this 
seems rather inane. The fond mother 
explains it all by saying, “ The angels 
are whispering to him.” 

The Me]mber for Sark, not obtrusively 
an imaginative person, always says when 
his glance falls on Gerald Balfour — 
noting his far-away look, ethereal by 
contrast with the countenance of Victor 
Cavendish by chance seated near him, 
“The angels are talking to him.” 

Perhaps we ’d better not ask what 
they said if they happened to be present 
throngliout the guileless Gerald’s little 
effort this afternoon. House in Com- 
mittee on Agricultural Eating BiU. It 
proposes to renew for four years the Act 
expiring next Spring. Government 
would, of course, like to make it 
permanent, and there an end on’t. In 
deference to scruples of Opposition have, 
however, consented tb limit term to four 
years. On that understanding BiU 
passed second reading. Now in Com- 
mittee Lambert, an agriculturist first 
and a Liberal after, proposes amendment 
making the Act permanent. 

In view of their pledge the Govern- 
ment could not support such a proposal. 
But there was, by rare exception, a way 
of eating the cake and having it which 
Brother Gerald swiftly perceived. Look- 
ing even more guileless than ever, he 
proposed to leave the matter to the 
decision of the House, Ministerialists 
untrammeUed by ordinary obedience to 
the Whips. He begged the supporters 
of the Government not to put anybody’s 
head under the pump — ^he meant not to 
vote for the amendment unless they 
privily pleased. 

Consequence of adopting tliis proceed- 
ing obvious. The country party, natu- 
rally desirous of permanently retaining 
a boon conferred on their class at 
expense of general taxpayer, wotild vote 
for Lambert’s amendment. It would be 
carried, and— dear me! — ^the Govern- 
ment, in spite of themselves, having 
done the fair and honest thing, would 
find forced upon them injunction to 
make the Act permanent. 

Thus the guileless Gerald, upon whom 
straightway feU Henry Fowler, Asquith, 
and a dozen Liberals leaping to their 
feet with hot indignation at what they 
roundly called a breach of faith. In the 
end it turned out that in respect of its 
relations to syntax the amendment was 
inadmissible. It was dropped, and 
Brother Gerald went back to his quiet 
communion with the angels, who doubt- 
less sympathised ^ with him on his 
enforced contact with grosser natures. 

Business done . — In Committee on 
Agricultural Eatings Bill. 










PUKCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


[May 17, 1905. 


OUR “NEW GALLERY” 

GUIDE. I 

5. *‘A Wafer FroUe'^ Mr. Chapies 
Wtllie represents a bevy of .criils batiiiiig in | 
a seclnded spot. From '^vbat Ladies’ School or 
College they come is not clear, as no academical 
caps and gonns are visible. C’eitainly vot from 
Girton, as there is nothing girt on about them. 
i Query — \’iliere vas the \vilyM\LLiE placed to 
make this drawing ? 

13. ^'The Mother"" This clever picture 
should have been styled by Mi^^s Fi ora M. REifr 
“ The Judmoui^ Mother, as the scene is in 
church, and she is carrying an ay the infant 
who has evidently been distuib'.ng the congre- 
gation. 

16. The Hon. John Coixier’s handsome 
sitter must have been very much annoyed at 
the moment when the talented limnei caught , 
her expression. Slie is evidently saying, “It’s 
too bad ! Somebody has been cJiucking white- 
wash at the wall behind me fortunately just 
missed me ! But it does make me so u ild T’ 

;i3 ‘''Kathleen"" Maxourneen! Mrs. I\ATE 
Percgini gives the little giil her choice lietween 
a doll and an apple. True child of Eve she 
chooses the apple. 

25. Mr Tom Mostin shows us “ The 
TraieUing BoU,"" an old conjuring trick. It is 
wrapped up in a cloak, and its head comes off 
27. “A JReal Barliug'"" Congratulations 
to John Lavery, R S.A , and to Mr J ustice 
D-rl-ng. 

59. “ The Anm Fiver"" Capital, Mr. i 
Priestman ; Arun ’s all right ; where ’s ilosES ? , 
72. The Hon. Mrs. Walter James depicts i 
how The FoVhers tied the Piincena to a tree \ 
and left her"" at the Kew Gallery, carriage | 
paid. “ To be called for at the end of the , 
season.” . ' 

78. A Moat Ladylike Mann. Portrait of hib i 
Missus by a good Mann and true (ie. Mr ! 
Harrington Mann). 

91. Miss Anna Alma-Tadema calls her 
picture “Daun"" It represents a charming 
young person just up (to anything), laying, as 
George Meredith would say, ‘‘ finger to nose ” 
to impress upon the spectator that she is very 
wide awake, and that now the explanation of 
something that had puzzled her has dawned on 
her, and she knows all about it whatever it may 
he. It needs no dawn to set off her pretty 
features, as she would be a beauty even when 
unadawn’d. 

95. The White Ooftage is a most peacefully 
rural reticai in a dell — delligluful ! “ Far from 
the madding crowd,” and only to he reached by 
a Carr (i.e. Miss Dorothy Comyns Carr). 

“The world forgetting, by the world forgot, 
Motois can’t hit on a re-moter spot.” 

The Chauffeur. 

105. Mr. George Henry, R.S.A , calls this 
picture of a lady “ The Satin Goicn "" ; evidently 
meaning “ the gown sat in by the sitter.” 

125. “InAntieifation"" Lady Alma-Tadema 
presents a Dutch Marguerite trying on her 
Faust jewels. 

160. “The Cathedral Doorway,"" or The 
Joke that Failed. Mr. Sydney Lee exliibits a 
black figure waiting outside a cathedral door 
to startle somebody whom he is expecting, 
But there ia no one riaiVLe, inside. So his little 
piactical joke won’t come off. 

191. Hie Morning After. Mr. ^rold 
Speed gives us a remarkable portrait of a 
pianist who, with his eyes shut and his head 
evidently splitting, is regretting the mixtures, 
with variations, of the previous jovial evening. 
“Oh dear,” he is evidently moaning, “I can’t 
play a note this morning ! ” 

200. Mr. Geo. Henry, R.S.A., sends a record 


portrait of William Mollison as “Pistol” 
Both artists have made a hit with this pistol. 

201. The Queer Fiah, or the (Joggle-eyed 
Duarf Dolphin Mrs Rapilael telh us how 
‘^Melisande"" uas puzzled by the appearance 
of a iishv freak floating on the water I 

211 ‘Mr. John MacWhiuter, R.A., signals i 
“The Kinht Erprras- Crossing the Border."" , 
This should have been at Burlmgton House, 
and, of coiii'-e, “ on the line ” 

2U» Trying to keep up Appearances. Mr. 
J S. Sargent, R.A , introduces us to a chaimiiig 
lady uho is leady to take all the blame on hei 
own ex<|uisite shoul lers. 




J 



L'i ; i 




• J’j ! 





Another Interpretation of “Lycidas.” 
Wicket-keeper. “ Bowled him ! ” 

230. “Nouronnlhar,"" What ’s in a name ? 
“ She ’s ah my fancy painted her 1 ” 

“ She ’s lovely, she ’s divine I ” 

“But, alas ! she’s William Wontner’s,” 
And (though I’m Willing, Want’n her) 

“ She never can be mine 1 ” 

(Old song adapted by Silas Wegg, 
“dropping into poetry "") 

235 “The Middle Marches"" by the Hon 
Walter James. NePdrg to do with Middle- 
march. Will T.’.-Lrd :i -I follow it up with 
“ The Firsts of Apiils” “ Mid Avgusts,"" and so 
forth ? 

250. La Dame Blanche, par J. E. Blanche. 
After the ball, or too tired for anything, even 
to pick up that orange which they say is so 
refreshing before going to bed at 4 a.m. No 
matter, let the cat and dog have it. Bon soir ! 


Mr. Punch is obliged to a correspondent 
who directs Lis attention to an article in 
the Bazaar Leaded, “TLe Effects of Tra- 
velLng on Eggs.” Pressure of business 
prevents him fiom reading the article, but 
he can easily picture the results for him- 
self. 


ON CHOOSING A HOUSE. 

(With acknowledgments to the “Daily Mail."") 
An i^.CHITECT TALKS ABOUT CrACKS, ETC. 

I In choosing a house, as in most mat- 
i ters, it is always well to be suspicious. 

How many commencing householders, 
Ave wonder, have been forced to confess 
themselves bitterly disappointed after a 
few weeks’ enjoyment of what they had 
described, in the first pride of possession, 
as the “sweetest teeney weeney little 
house.” 

A liadly built house wfill sooner or 
later develop cracks, and for these you 
must constantly be on the look-out. 
The importance of a crack cannot be 
estimated by its apparent size; a small 
crack' may in time be transformed into a 

Yawning Cilvsm tn your Dining-roo^^i, 

big enough to post a letter in. Should 
this occur after you have signed the 
agreement, it is as well to face the thing 
boldly, call in a local builder, and 
actually make a letter-box of it, or if the 
size of the crack warrants it convert 
what would be an eyesore into a pic- 
turesque garden-entrance. 

Always beware of pretty little rough- 
cast villas. Hemember that rough-cast 
can bo made to cover a multitude of sins, 
and insist on having it completely 
stripped off, in order that yon may be 
assured that there are no cracks under- 
neath. Many builders will refuse to 
comply with your request, and yon will 
be able to draw yonr own conclusions. 

One more piece of advice. Never 
think of taking a house without 

Going carefully into the Drains. 

A simpler way of testing them, however, 
if you prefer it, is to put in at one end 
a rabbit (of the diameter of the pipe), 
then put in a ferret and go and wait 
at the other end of the drain. If the 
rabbit comes out you may safely assume 
that the pipe is free from obstruction. 


Complimentary to a Locality. — Mr. H. 
B. Irving, who has for some time past 
been an outlying Hamlet^ has derived 
so much benefit from his recent sojourn 
at Herne Bay as to have seriously con- 
templated identifyinghimself, oxxtof sheer 
gratitude, with that salubrious sea-side 
resort, by announcing that in future his 
initials “ H. B.” would stand for the name 
of the place, and that he would hence- 
forth be known as “Herne Bay Irving.” 
He has however been dissuaded fi-om 
carrying out this plan in consequence of | 
tlfe strong remonstrances made to him 
on the subject by all the other watering 
places along the Kent coast. [We have 
this on the undoubted authority of our 
old friend Ben Trovato.] 
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Tuesday, May 9. — Notable Night in 
Merry Musical Month of May. Salnta- 


One of the Hits of the Opera, 

Don Pasquale and isTorina. 

tions and heartiest welcome to Don 
Pasquale, back to the land of Light 
Opera in onr Garden. Old times and 
old tunes revived ! Fresh as ever they 
were when gay GAETiVNO Donizetti wrote 
them for Labuciie, Tamburini, Mario and 
Grisi in eighteen forty-three. Needless 
to say that at that date the present scribe 
and his cequales were, to quote the ever 
witty words of the worryingly wearisome 
Wagg, “ left by their Pa’s, squalling in 
the nursery,” while they, the Parents 
aforesaid, joyfuUy went to hear Pasquale 
at Her IVkijesty’s Theatre. How they 
made the tunes hum ! Again, in 1855 
(LiVBLACHE, the original Don, died in ’58), 
and once more — with what cast this 
deponent has not been able to ascertain 
— ^in 1882, From that time forth till 
now the Don has been resting. Now, 
in 1905, he comes out as sparkling 
as ever, most refreshing to all who 
have been somewhat over-dosed with 
Wagner and Ehine-water. Even to 
those who had never seen it played in 
London Donizetti’s charming music is 
thoroughly familiar — “familiar, but by 
no means vulgar.” A fortunate few, in 
the course of their travels, having made 
the Don’s personal acquaintance in Italy, 
longed to meet him again and “as a 
stranger to give him welcome.” Though 

unfettered 
to-night by 
Wagnerian 
convention- 
a 1 i t i e s , 
which punc- 
tiliously re- 
press any 
outward ex- 
pression of 
delight, the 
house only 
gradually 


OPERATIC NOTES- 

recovered its power of gmng vent to its 
bottled-up and corked-down sensations 
of pleasure. But enthusiasm 
will out; the Wagnerian wires 
were cut, corks flew, and by 
the time we had reached the 
delightful chorus, admirably 
rendered and acted by the 
“ Butlers and Maids, in the 
second tableau of the Third 
Act, all hands were applauding. 
But for a misty cloud ot decorous 
dulness that had not as yet 
been entirely dispersed, this 
chorus, tuneful and dramatic, 
would have elicited a genuine 
encore as truly hearty as it was 
thoroughly well-deserved. 

All in to begin. Mancinelli’s 
tap turns on Overture. House 
hushed. Eapt attention given 
to the solo in orchestra, “ Com'' e 
gentll,'' not to be heard again until 
opera nearly over. It is kept as a great 



Valuable Reminisoences. 

First Anchnt Habitue. “ This brings to mind 
old times.” 

Second A. H. “ Yes, and old tunes.” 

First A, E, “ Ever see the Don before ? ” 

Second A. H. “ Never I ” 

treat in reserve, and let me here say 
that, when it did arrive, Signor Bravi, as 
Ernesto, sang it so well nigh to perfec- 
tion that but for the still lingering 
formality of stiffish Wagnerian etiquette, 
coupled with the lateness of the sere- 
nade’s arrival at about 11.15, the modest 
tenor would have been compelled to 
come out of his ambush behind the 
scenes, and might have been induced to 
give us just one verse of it over again, 
as a specially sweet souvenir to take away 
with us. 

The melodious overture finished, the 
curtain rises, and we are face to face with 
Don Pasquale himseK, represented, and 
be it at once said, most humorously 


and musically represented, by that ster- 
ling operatic comedian, M. Gilibert. 



Duet Con Amore. 

Frnesio-Bravi. Norma-Bosetti. 

To him Doctor Malatesta (family name 
associated with tragic deeds in a sombre 
opera), who at once feels the pulse of 
the House, and well knows, as he com- 
mences his Bella siccome un angelo'' 
(words that, substituting for 

"'Bella,'' recall the first line of a well- 
known air in Traviata) that from now, 
up to the end of the evening, the entire 
audience have become the confiding 
patients of Dottore Malatesta, whose prac- 
tice, on the stage, is carried on by M. 
Maurel. What fun — that is the word — 
it all is ! How droll is the Don, that dear 
old stout party, when he sings of hearts 
and darts, and anticipates with senile 
rapture the prospect of being a husband 
and a family man ! To frivolous old age 
enters maidy youth in the person of 
Ernesto, the Don's nephew, brightly 
played and perfectly sung by Signor 
Bravi, to whom all are ready to cry out 
“ Bravo I ” Then follow aria, duet, trio, 
carrying us along on a stream of sweetly 
flowing melody until the curtain de- 
scends on the First Act. It is raised 



JSr ^ 

Doctor Maurel-Malateata. 

A Night Call — before the Curtain. 




Catting out the Matinee Hat. 
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again to tlii? plaudits wliioli grow in iioartinoss as, bidding 
Wagnerianism for a "ivliile farpwell, tYP return to our old 
very natural Anglo-Italian metliods of giA'ing Aent to oui ^ 

feelings. , i v i i.' 

Impatiently vre wait — and tliese AA’aitb are not to be ligiitn i 

borne — until tlie electiic bell is answered, and we are ushered j 
into the prmite apartiueiit of \orin(i, ‘‘a young widow ! 
(surname unknown), w'ho niii^t lia\e been left by her late 
iamented husband uncominonly well otf, j udging, that is, by the 
palatial appearance of the flat in the palazzoAAdierewefind her 
reading a book. She is quite ready to sing to us ; and this 
Mademoiselle Bosun i does sweetly, and Avith rare artistic 
finish. The part suits her better, dramatically, than does 
that of old Doctor B'lrtolu.s Awird Tiji^lna. M. Maurel and 
Mil e. Bosetti haA*e a line comedy scene to themselA^es, 
throughout which Aoaa'^ a sparkling undercurrent of delicious 
orchestral melody that Avould inspire even Wauners pon- 
derous * dwarfs, “dull ileiiu-gods, hlundering giants, and 
heavily armed matrons, to attempt tunefulness. What a 
relief for the merry musicians Bonizettying aAvay for all 
their AV’orth under the Jidfcm of Masterly Manctnellt ! 

Listen to the orchestral accompaniment. It illustrates the 
emotions and actions (>£ the parlies to the signing of the 
contract of marriage lAct IT , Sc. 3). And then the humour 
of the situation AAdien, after KorUui has become nominally 
Madame Pasqiiale, the Dun discovers the truth of the old 


adage : 


“ Xeedles and pins, needles and pins, 
When a man ’s nianied 
His trouble begins 1 ” 


How brilliantly does the fifth scene of the Third Act finish 
with the great duet admirably sung by Don and Doctor, 
Immense ! . . 

But this enthusiastic scribe is outrunning the limits. When 
Don Pasquale is repeated, let not a single lover of melo- 
dious light comic opera fail to aAuil liiniself, or herself, of so 
exceptional an opportunity. 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

A Vagrant Englislncoman (Smith, Elder) takes for her 
motto the shorter catechism from Love’ 8 Labour’s Lost: “How 
hast tlxou purchased this experience ? ” “ By my penny of 

observation.” Miss Catherine Dodd’s observation is keen 
and sympathetic. She notes the salient points alike of men 
and women, town, ru^er and country, and has a pretty way 
of presenting them. Acquaintance opens in a German 
Pension kept by “a short dumpling of a Avoinan with a wide 
mouth, thin grey hair, a smart cap, and a purple bow, and 
eyes that looked into you and felt for you, and somehow 
divined your Avoes.” The Frau is, in a few other lines 
dropped here and there, admirably portrayed, as is her small 
but varied circle of paying guests. The Englishwoman is at 
her best in a trip doA\m the Danube, bound for Belgrade. 
Her nan*ative is fidl of light and colour, flashing on the 
canAUS moAung pictures of lustrous life. Xot the least 
efectiA'e detail in a cleA-er book is its plan of narration. 
Instead of the inevitably obtmsiA^e appearance on the scene 
of the story-teller with his or her recurrent fii*st person 
singular, we have “the Englishwoman,” demure, generally 
in the background, but eA^er keenly observant, round whom 
the narratiA^e centres. My Baronite finds her character, 
unconsciously delineated, the most interesting in the little 
I picture galleiy. 

The unhappy fate of the writer of a successful book is 
akin to that of Franlxenstein, His creation remains anony- 
mous, but to the end of his hfe he was unable to rid himseh 
of its influence. Mrs. PIegan Rice’s child of fancy is uni- 


versally knoAvn as Mrs, Wiggs of the Cabbage Patch, When 
she tries her hand again and giA^es us Sujidy (Hodder and 
Stoughton), the unreasoning mind straightway institutes com- 
parison between the iavo. On that score my Baronite is content 
to say that Sandy should haA-e been published first. Standing 
alone, without deterrent influence of comparison, the book 
would liaA'e made its mark. It is the story of a bright, 
dauntless Irish lioy avIio crosses the Atlantic as a stowaway, 
falls in loA'e with a girl of A\diom lie catches a glimpse on the 
saloon deck, fulluAvs lief to her home in Kentucky, wins his 
way to equality of estate, marries her and IWes happily 
eA^er after The difference between the two books is that 
whilst Mrs Wiggs was unconA^entional, Sandy is not. The 
chasm is wide ; * but of its class the tale is pleasant reading. 

Strained Allegiance (John Long), by R. H. Forster, will 
strain attention and patience pretty considerably. It shoiiLd 
liaA^e been bound in a cover of bright orange, as the story is 
distinctly of that political tone. Some of the old materials, 
not unskilfully worked up, will probably please a certain 
class of readers not particular as to facts Avhere they can get 
plenty of romance. 

The Wise Woods is the title of a noA^el by Mrs. Henry 
Dudent:y (HEiNTiALVNN). Wily the authoress selected this title 
for her work is somewhat of a puzzle : perhaps she may be 
contemplating a sequel to be called The Other Wise Woods. 
The heroine of the tale is the daughter of an ultra-ritualistic 
Anglican clergyman, who falls in love with a regular Romany, 
a udld gipsy girl, and, being himself of Romany-ising ten- 
dencies, he marries her. ^ The Remany-ising clergyman dies 
Avhen on an African mission, and his gipsy better half, who 
has stayed at home, also dies, leaving the baby, hebraically 
named Vashti, to the care of the parson’s good sister EUzabetli. 
Thenceforth Vashti is the heroine of the story, which in 
certain portions descriptWe of squalid Bohemian life suggests 
that Mrs. Dudeney’s method has not been uninfluenced by 
Zola. As, for instance, where the gipsy-blooded girl throws 
off decorum, and imperoora+mc: mida veritas scampers about 
“the woods,” whicii i.re “wi^e ' enough to be silent. There 
seems to be some sort of moral underlying the story, of 
which not a few excellent persons might avail themselves 
should they wish to illustrate the possible dangers of what may 
be termed the amateur confessional in certain given cases ; as, 
for example, when there is an enthusiastic, impressionable 
parson playing the confessor, with a beautiful, ingenuous and 
irresistibly fascinating dark daughter of Egypt as his 
heathen penitent, whom the aforesaid confessor, not being 
bound to celibacy, converts at one and the same time 
into a daughter of his church and liis wife. Apart from 
thesepeculiar people— who, as the authoress herself says of 
the imitation nuns in her story, “were all a little childish; 
they loved to play at make-beiieve ” — the other characters in 
the story are well-draAvn, carefully individualised possibilities. 
The axithoress’s style would he on occasion strikingly powerful, 
were it not so frequently marred by evident Zolaisms. 
Mrs. Dudentsy makes an odd , 

mistake in spelling, which THE JMBB BABOH 
cannot possibly be a “prin- 
ter’s error,” when she Avriles, 

“There was a beggar on the 
curb; always beggars at the 
jeurb.” Had the beggar also ‘ 

a snaffle in his mouth? Of 
course Mrs. Dudeney meant ■. J 
“ the kerb,” the abbreviation of 
“ kerb-stone.” There can be 
no doubt about it, as the 

context is, “ On the pavements, 'rr 

flower-like women.” , DE B.-w. 
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j Nan Patterson, tlie American cliorus 
I girl, has been released, and she will,*^ 
after all, be able to play Hamlet, i 

I 

King Peter of Servu, it is said, will ! 
abdicate at an early date in favour of | 
his son the Crown Prince George. It ' 
is not known in what way the youth 
has offended his father. 

The EAiser has despatched one of his 
officers to Mukden to confer on General 
Nogi the Order “ Pour le Merite,” and 
General Nogi wiU shortly have the right 
to head his note-paper, “Under the 
distinguished patronage of H.I.M. the 
German Emperor and King of Prussia.” 

We live in revolutionary’- times. The 
representative of the War Office in the 
House of Lords has declared that a letter 
written by the Duke of Wellington on 
the subject of national defence cannot 
now be considered up-to-date. 

The Army Council, too, is awake to 
the danger arising from our shortage of 
officers. King Alfonso of Spain has 
been appointed a British General. 

The provincial journal which, the 
other day, published the following 
paragi’aph : — “ Private letters from 
Madagascar state that two cyclists have 
visited the island, causing the loss of 200 
lives and immense damage to property,” 
and followed it up with a leader 
virulently attacking motor-cyclists, now 
informs us that the word should have 
been “ cyclones.” The printer has been 
warned. 

Some members of the House of Com- 
mons are of the opinion that that institu- 
tion is greatly under-assessed for rates. 
On the other hand there are outsiders 
who think it is very much over-rated. = 



AT THE ACADEMY. 

Miaa Jones “How came you to think of the subject, Mr. be Brush?” 
Eccentric Artist, “ Oh, I have had it in my he.ad for years.” 

Miss Jones, “How wonderful! What did the papers say?” 

Eccentric Artist “Said it was full of ‘Atmosphere,’ and suggested ‘Space.’ 


Pubhcans are complaining of great 
depression in their trade. It is not, 
however, a fact that universal sympathy 
is felt for them, and the proposal that 
several keavy drinkers at present in 
gaol shall be released until the arrival 
of better times is only receiving luke- 
warm support. 

Those who like to be up-to-date in 
what is the fashion and what is not 
will be interested to bear that Lady 
Warwick proposes to give up wearing 
white kid -gloves when shaking hands 
with other Social Democrats. 

Mr. Balfour has declared the invasion 
of England to be impossible; but, to 
make assurance doubly sure, the Aliens 
Bill wiU be persisted in. - 


Personally, we think it would have 
been much better fun if Mr. Balfour 
had not let it be known that a successful 
invasion is impossible, but had allowed 
the invaders to come, and then defeated 
them. 

Another boot strike has happily been 
averted. A woman fined for drunken- 
ness at Hull made the attempt, but the 
magistrate just ducked in time, and the 
boot missed his head by an inch. 

The latest rumour about The Cheat 
is that it is just a portrait group, and 
that the happy title (a picture ought 
always to have some sort of title) was 
only thought of at the last moment. 

In reference to the theft of miniatures 
from the Eoyal Institute, some pain has 


been caused to the artistes concerned by 
the assertion that the pictures were 
obviously stolen for the sake of their 
valuable frames and settings. 

Answer to a correspondent : — Yes, 
formerly the House of Lords was our 
final Court of Appeal, but now there 
is the Daily Mail, 

It is intimated that Mr. J. D. Rocke- 
feller is aljout to establish a fund of 
£2,000,000 for the benefit of super- 
annuated ministers, and the hopes enter- 
tained by Liberals- that the present 
Ministry will shortly resign have once 
more been revived. 

“The Russian Army has worked like 
a machine,” remarked a Russophil, the 
other day. A flying machine ? 


voi. oxxvin 
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THE PSYCHOLOGICAL MOMENT. ' IN BERLIN. 


[As Mr, PuTich goes to press, signs are not wanting tliat Admiral 
Rozhdestvensky is alive to the journalistic situation exposed in the 
following lines.] 

This to your new address, I can’t say wtat, 

Somewhere oS Cochin-China {avis rara) 

Either Honkohe or another spot 
Along that Oriental Riviera, 

(Not knowing more precisely where you lodge 
Under the chatty nom de guerre of “ Roj.’’) — 

This friendly note I forward — verbum sap . : — ^ 

While thus you dally up and down the tropics, 
There is a danger lest you overlap 
The limit set to journalistic topics ; 

Except you go at once to face your doom 
You will, I warn you, cease to be a Boom ! 

You had your chance a few brief weeks ago 
During the precious Eastertide vacation ; 

Our founts of crystal fact were running low, 

We had to live on mere imagination ; 

The House was up, the football season done, 

And cricket (blessed theme !) not yet begun. 

The Press could then have spared you ample space ; 

Her columns gaped to get a nine days’ wonder ; 

But you from watering-place to watering-place 
Pottered about — a most amazing blunder ! 

The vital hour that seldom comes again 
Y"ou spent in filling up with sweet champagne. 

For now the Tests are on us ; in a week 

Their opening round will claim our purplest patches ; 
From dawn to dewy eve the air will reek 

Of Cotter’s lightning hops, and Jessop’s catches, 

Of Fry’s intrepid nerve, of Thumper’s charm, 

Of WhaFEed’s curlers “coming with his arm.” 

Thereafter, with the Ashes still at stake, 

Taxing the Pressman’s every mental sinew, 

No self-respecting Print would undertake 
To show a more than casual interest in you ; 

Until, hi fact, the rubber ’s won or lost, 

Even the fiery Roj must be a frost. 

Barely a week in which to take your knock ! ; 

Therefore, unless you much prefer the notion j 
Of being shelved among our Autumn stock 
Of monstrous snakes careering round the ocean, 

Now while the hour invites, good RoJ the Rover, 

In Heaven’s name go on, and get it over 1 0. S. 

Sympathy between Two Dumb Animals. 

** On Saturday morning ” (May 13) “ a fire broke out in a mule at 

and spread rapidly. The Corporation Tire Brigade turned out 

I under Superintendent G-ee, and extingmsbed tke flames after about 
an hour's work The damage is not stated, but it is estimated at some 
hundreds of pounds.” — ManGheder Guardian, 

The high fiigure at which the damage is placed makes us 
fear that the mule may have been permanently disabled, or 
even utterly consumed. At the same time we sincerely con-i 
gratulate the Gee on his efforts (of which we can only roughly 
estimate the h.p.) to save his poor fellow-creature. 

The Archdeacon of Londok was announced to preach at 
Milford Church last Saturday to brethren of tbp Beauroper 
Lodge of Freemasons. We axe very glad to learn from the 
Derby Express that “a dispensation to wearing clothing 
was granted by Grand Lodge.” The weather has certainly 
been very warm. 


Ls the T/iicrparten there is^a broad avenue known a^ 'the 
I Sieges Alice, the Avenue of Victory. At the end of it rises 
the huge column, topped by a gigantic figure of Germania, 
gilded and winged, which commemorates the triumphs of 
I the Prussian soldiers in the wars of 1864, 1866 and 1870. 
As you approach this avenue you are surprised by flashes of 
brilliant white which dart out, as it were, from the young 
green of the trees that flank the paths on either side, and 
when you investigate the cause of these glittering appearances 
you find that they proceed from the thirty-two statues which 
line the avenue like so many marble sentinels. There in 
battle array, fronting one another, sixteen to each side, stand 
for ever the Margraves, Electors, Kings and Emperors of 
the great house of Brandenburg, from Margrave Albert the 
Bear, who died in 1170, down to the Emperor William the 
First, whom many men still young can remember to have 
seen. The conception of this marble embodiment of all his 
princely ancestry was that of the present Emperor The 
execution of it was entrusted to many eminent German 
sculptors. The work began in 1898 and was finished in 
1901, and from that moment to the present the people of 
Berlin, who are a light-hearted and — it must be admitted 
— au irreverent race, have spent no small part of their 
energies in showering epigrams, witticisms and sarcasms on 
the sculptured effigies of those who formerly held rule in 
Berlin. They have been represented as duelling in pairs, 
as playing a football match against one another, as rowing 
races, or as avenging themselves by tortures (to which their 
swords and battle-axes and chain armour lent a considerable 
truculence) upon those who by carving them had condemned 
them to pose before the ridicule of later generations. At a 
certain caharetj in which I was among the audience, the 
most highly-appreciated item of the programme was the 
solemn recitation to appropriate music of a parody of the 
Erlkonig, which represented the father and his child 
riding home late through the night and wind, and also, as 
it chanced, through the Sieges ALUe. The child goes from 
terror to terror at the sight of the various statues, and finally, 
on coming to Roland of Berlin, he dies in convulsions. 

Now to anyone coming fresh from the ideal glory of our 
George the Third in Cockspur Street or our George the Fourth 
in Trafalgar Square, there is something almost graceless and 
wanton in the scorn devoted by the Berliners to their sovereign 
statues. Roland of Berlin, terrific and prodigious as he is, 
has not the solemn ineptitude that is inseparable from John 
S' ruART Mill and Isambard Kingdom Brunel on the Embank- 
ment or from Sir Robert Peel by the Palace at Westminster. 
As a self-respecting child I could meet Roland ou any dark 
night with composure, but I should prefer not to come within 
the scope of the Duke of Wellin'gton on Constitution Hill. 
At the same time it must be admitted that among many finely 
conceived and nobly executed statues in the Sieges Alice there 
are some that do not err, let us say, either through excess of 
beauty or by a studied avoidance of the grotesque. 

The Elector Joaohim tboe First Nestor appears to have 
ruled from 1499 to 1535, It is to the credit of his subjects 
that for thirty-six years they should have been able to endure 
the authority of a gentleman who, if his statue may be trusted, 
was the most supercilious and contemptuous monarch that 
ever drew a sword. His successor, Joachim the Second, has 
bags under his eyes in v^hich he could have carried a week- 
end kit with ease; and John Sigismund, in profuse knicker- 
bockers, is a Dutch delight of fatness. Another of these 
gentlemen, whose name 1 forget, is represented with a pair 
of well-curved legs crossed in au attitude of repose which is 
not mmalural, seeing that his heavily-moustached face is at 
least two sizes too big for him. 

On the opposite side of the Avenue is the Margrave Otho 
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“Father, it’s raining.” 


“ Oh, well, let it rain.” 


“I WAS GOING TO, FATHER.” 


THE Lazy. ^ He lias evidently been to bed in bis steel cap and 
suit of mail, and having been roused much against his will 
he has been forced to stand for his portrait. There is a 
heavy air of sleep in his eyes, his lips droop as though he 
was just about to yawn before ordering his sculptor off to 
execution for waking him. He was deposed in 1365, and since 
then has doubtless beaten the Emperor Baubahossa’s record for 
sleep. I can think of no better cure for insomnia than an in- 
spection of this yawn-provoking statue. It is a public opiate. 
Ti! . ^ farewell to Berlin, the pleasant city where 

life IS easy and cheerful ; where the beer is good, and the 
parade-step of the soldiery is prodigious. In future years 
my meniory will turn to the Spree with all the more fondness 
for having heard it reviled by those who knew not its 
charms and were ignorant of the hospitable welcome that the 
dwellers on its iDanks are accustomed to extend to a stranger 
who visits them. T om the Tourist. 

DRAMATIC NOTES OF THE FUTURE. 

[A little cheild is the hero of Eve7*yhody's Secret ; the curtain rises 
upon four little cheildren in Her Own Way ; there are eheildren of 
various ages in AllcerSitA>y-tlie-jire^ 

Mr, Barrie s new play, ihe Admirahle Oreclie^ will be pre- 
sented. to-morrow. We understand that there is a pretty 
scene in the Third Act in which several grown-ups are dis- 
covered smoking cigars. It may confidently be predicted that 
all the world will rush to the “Duke of York’s ” to see this 
novelty. The Admirable Grhehe will be preceded at 8*30 by 
B^sinette—A Plea for a numerom family, a one-act play by 
Theodore Roosevelt and Louis N. Parker. 


wonderful rendering of Perdita in the Haymarket version of A 
Wznter s Tale. As soon as Actor-Manager Wilkins realised 
the necessity of cutting the last two Acts (in which Perdita is 
gi-own up) the play was bound to succeed. By the way Mr. E. 
H. Cooper s new book, Perditas I have hnovm, is announced. 

Frankly we are disappointed in Mr. Pinero’s new play LittZe 
AHliur, produced at Wyndham’s last week. It treated of the 
old old theme —the love of the hero for his nurse. To be quite 
plcdn, this stale triangle, Mother — Son — ^Nurse, is beginning 
^ »OTe us. Are there no other themes in every-day hfe which 
Mr. Pinero might take ? Could he not, for instance, give us 
an analysis of the mind of a young genius torn between the 
necessity for teething and the desire to edit a great daily? 
Duty calls him both ways : his duty to himself and his duty 
to the public. Imagine a Wilkins in such a scene ! 

The popular editor of the Nursery, whose unrivalled know- 
ledge of children causes him to be referred to everywhere as 
^r peatest playvpright, is a little at sea in his latest play, 
Eattles. In the First Act he rashly introduces (though by this 
tune he should know his own limitations) two grown-ups at 
l^ch— -Mr. Jones the father, and Dr. Brown, who discuss 
JOHNNY s cough. ^ Now we would point out to Mr. Crouper 
that men of their age would be unlikely to have mifk for 
lunch; and that they would not say “ Yeth, pleath ’’—un- 
less of Hebraic origin, and Mr. Grouper does not say so any- 
where. Mr. Cromer must try and see something of grovm- 
ups before he writes a play of this kind again. 


Litflft Ba-htr WTTirT^™ -x . , , regTot to aonounce that Cecil Tomkins, doven of 

aby Wilkins is making quite a name with her actor-managers, is down again with mumps. 
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MARCH OF MUSICIANS ON LONDON. 

Str^incie Scenes in East Anglia. 

{Exduslre Bepoii) | 

Musicians being proverbially bigblyj 
strung and sensitive people, it is not to i 
be wondered at that the example of the | 
Army Boot Strike should have met with , 
speedy emulation. It will be remembered | 
that an exceedingly successful meeting | 
of village choirs was recently held at. 
King's Lynn, at which hundreds of^ 
vocalists took part. Unfortunately a , 
prematiu’e and inadequate account of the i 
Festival appeared in the columns of a| 
well-known London weekly, and this: 
aroused such indignation amongst the 
choralists that it was unanimously 
resolved to march on London and demand 
an explanation from the editor. Arrange- 
ments for the journey were speedily made, 
knapsacks were packed containing sand- 
wiches, sponges, tuning-forks, pitch- 
pipes and other necessaries, and at 6 a.m. 
on Tliursday morning a start was effected | 
from the Corn Hall. King’s Lynn. 

Before this, however, Mr. W. H. Leslie, 
the popular chairman of the A^illage 
Choirs Committee, addressed the demon- 
strators in a rousing speech, appealing to 
the tenors to maintain their pitch, what- 
ever happened, and recommending them, 
if all other means of obtaining redress 
should fail, to serenade kfr. Akers 
Douglas with the “ Mai^cli of the Men of 
Harlech arranged for double mixed 
chorus and drums. The children’s i 
choirs had begged earnestly to be 
allowed to take part in the march, but 
the County Inspector of Police, himself 
a hasso cantante of no mean powers, 
was reluctantly obliged to intervene, 
and eventually no one under eighteen 
years of age was permitted to join in the 
march. 

Telegrams received on Friday an- 
nounced that the demonstrators had; 
reached Cambridge on Thursday night. 
Their original intention had been to! 
walk all the way, but on arriving at; 
Ely ill the afternoon, and finding a, 
train in the station, the chorahsts ! 
decided on a coiup de main and, over- 
powering the station-master and porter, 
boarded the carriages and forced the 
engine-driver to start. The authorities 
at Cambridge, however, were advised 
by wdre of what had liappened, and on 
the arrival of the train a posse of police , 
arrested the entire body. ; 

Fortiuiately, however, Dr. Alan Giliy, ‘ 
the colossal organist of Trinity College, 
and other leading Cambridge musicians, 
got wind of what had occurred, a hasty 
appeal to the generosity of under- 
graduates was made, and the episode 
was closed by the payment of a lump 
sum of £20. The night being fine, the 
singers decidedAo camp out on Parker’s 


Piece, having previously given an open- 
air concert in the market place, at which 
the Brancaster Caddies’ Junior Choir 
greatly distinguished themselves^ by 
their touching rendering of “ The Tl ear- 
ing of the Gj'eenT 

An early start was negotiated next 
morning, and excellent progress was 
made for about ten miles, when an 
unfortunate incident occurred. The 
Korfolk Minstrels were walking ten 
abreast in a serried mass singing 
Stevens’s noble glee ^^The Gloud-capt 
Towersf' when they encountered some 
thirty athletic stockbroker who were 
engaged in a walking race to Cam- 
bridge, and on their failing to realise 
the need of at once making way for 
the plutocratic pedestrians the two 
forces became inextricably entangled, 
blows were exchanged, and the leading 
tenor of the Heacham Senior Choir sus- 
tained a contused nose. Numbers, how- 
ever, prevailed in the long run, the 
Dersingham basses in particular distin- 
guishing themselves by the vigour of 
their attack, and after administering 
first-aid to the financiers, already some- 
what exhausted by their exertions, the 
singers marched on with renewed 
comage to the strains of “0 who will 
o'er the Downs so free." 

Little doubt was entertained that the 
demonstrators would have reached their 
goal on Saturday night, had it not been 
for the extraordinary event which oc- 
curred in the neighbourhood of Stratford. 
This was nothing less than their en- 
countering another and larger body of 
vocalists who were also engaged on a 
marching demonstration. 

These turned out to be a majority of 
those who had taken part in the recent 
competition at Aylesbury, and who, being 
dissatisfied at the verdict of the adjudi- 
cators, had determined to march to Strat- 
ford-on-Avon to appeal to Miss Marie 
Corelli to espouse their cause. Unfor- 
tunately Mr. Henry Bird, who had kindly 
consented to accompany them on their 
march, confused Stratford-atte-Bovre with 
Stratford-on-Avon, and thus precipitated 
the collision which brought the march 
of the Norfolk demonstrators to a dis- 
astrous close. They cannot, however, be 
fairly charged with pusillanimity, for the 
Buckinghamshire forces undoubtedly 
presented a most formidable front. First 
of aU came 100 sopranos singing “ With 
Verdure Glad;" 78 altos followed ren- 
dering “T oi che sapete” in an impres- 
sive unison; then came 84 tenors 
chanting '^Deeper and Deeper Still” 
and, lastly, 67 basses, all sonorously 
inteipreting “ The Wanderer” IVfr. 
Henry Bird with masterly ubiquitous- 
ness accompanying all four detachments 
on a portable pianino. 

After a brief parley — which made it 
clear that the Buckinghamshire vocalists 


had now also determined to march on 
London — the leaders of the Norfolk 
forces decided that it would be hopeless 
to gain the ear of the London pubhc in 
the face of such overwhelming rivalry, 
and regretfully resolved to retrace their 
steps to East Anglia. ^ This determina- 
tion, we learn, has since been carried 
! out without any further casualties, the 
I Borough Council of King’s Lynn having 
' contributed liberally to the repatriation 
of their heroic fellow Norfolkians. 


I ADVANTAGES. 

By L/iike Tapley. 

A Wooden Leg. 

There is a curiously wrong-headed idea 
prevalent that a wooden leg is an incon- 
venience, an obstacle, a blemish, an eye- 
sore, a Ihnitation, a sign of incapacity, a 
confession of failure. Quite sensible 
men have been betrayed into this view ; 
but how shallow and superficial it is a 
moment’s careful thought will show. 
So far from a wooden leg being any 
deterrent, one might ahnost say that only 
the wooden-legged really know what 
living is. The profound student of life 
can see a thousand merits in a sound 
leg of good honest timber impossible to 
the fragile, transitory limb of flesh and 
bone upon which so many unenterprising 
mortals are content to shuffle to the 
grave. 

The mere fact that one has a wooden 
■ leg at all is in itself a proof that the 
original limb, the clumsy flesh and bone 
affair, was a disappointment. Where is 
it, anyway ? Gone, cut off, buried. 
Why, how was that ? one asks. Wasn’t 
it strong enough ? Couldn’t it resist the 
machinery, or the bnUet, or whatever it 
was? No? What a poor, made-in-Ger- 
many concern ! And you couldn’t grow 
another, and so had to fall back on a poor 
old tree 1 It speaks well for trees anyway. 
Trees are best. You can count on a tree. 
If anything goes wrong with a wooden 
leg you can have another one on in a 
minute; but the supply of the real 
article gives out at once. 

The usefulness of a wooden leg ! Its 
resources ! You can’t take off a real 
leg and knock down a man with it. 
Long John Silver when in difficulties 
had his wooden leg off in a twinkling. 
You can’t mend a real leg with glue. 
In a truly sensible world all male babies 
; would be horn with wooden legs, and 
so save half our trouble; especially 
babies who were going to be soldiers. 
You can’t catch cold in it ; it is subject 
,to no rheumatic twinges; it reduces the 
number of blisters by fuUy fifty per 
cent. It halves one’s hoot biU. The 
wooden-legged man need never do such a 
boring thing as dance any more. He 
will be excused from being best man. 
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He is not likely to he asked to play I 
la\ni tennis. Some one will he allowed I 
to field and run for liim at cric*ket. ' 
When there is a good arm-chair it is | 
odds but it will be offered to him. He ! 
can enjoy at once the pleasures of youtli ! 
and the privileges of eld. i 

There was once a wooden-legged man : 
who was lost in the snow. He fought , 
his way to a hut where a woodman had | 
lived ; but the woodman was dead and the 
hut was deserted. He had some matches 
and he found some twigs on the hearth, 
but no other firing. He lit the twigs 
and broke up a chair and burned it, and 
so got warmth into him. Then he broke 
up the only other chair. Then he 
burned the table. StiU no one came. 
He ate nothing for hours and hours, 
hoping for relief. Then he ate his hoot. 
At last all the furniture was burnt, 
but if he let the fire out he would die. 
So he took off his leg and burned that, 
and went on eating his boot. Just as 
he was swallowing the last piece of the 
upper, and the last fragment of the leg 
was smouldering in tJie fire, the search 
party arrived and saved him. 

A critic who heard this story said that 
it proved little, because if the man had 
had two hoots he could have held out 
longer ; but then he would not have | 
had a wooden leg at all, and would 
therefore have frozen to death in the 
midst of his plenty. One wooden leg is 
better than many boots. 

There were once two men who met 
after each had returned from a solitary 
expedition far from civilisation. One 
was a wooden-legged man. When they 
came to compare notes they found that 
each had broken an arm. But whereas 
the wooden-legged man still had the use of 
his, the other’s was gone. The circum- 
stances were the same in each case. 
Each had shot a tiger, who had then 
sprung on him from behind and 
shattered an arm before he died. The 
man with two ordinary ineffectual legs had 
had to stagger to a native village many 
miles distant before he could be assisted, 
and then it was too late. The other 
man had quickly taken off his wooden 
leg, held it between his teeth while he 
cut splints from it, bound up his arm, 
and was now as well as ever. How 
beautiful this is, this instant altruistic | 
readiness of one limb to come to the ^ 
service of the other ! But possible only 
where the limb is of wood. 

A wooden leg can play a thousand 
parts. It is a hammer, as well as a 
clubj ^ a cricket bat on occasions ; a hod 
for bricks ; a camp stool ; a support for 
the drowning ; a jury mast for the ship- 
wrecked ; a flagstaff for a retired sailor ; 
a soup ladle; a conductor’s baton. It 
may be made hoUow and filled with 
useful^ commodities, such as gold, ink, 
pemmican, testimonials, whiskey. No 





TO KEEP HIS MEMORY GREEN. 


Be “I WAS AN INTIMATE FRIEND OP YOUR LATE HuSBAND. 
REMEMBER HIM BY?” 

She (shyly). ‘‘How would I do?” 


Can’t you owe me something to 


man with a wooden leg is ever wholly 
destitute : he has his leg. L. T. 


A FEANK APPEAL. 

_ [The Petitioner is not sure of the pronuncia- 
tion of the Great Name.] 

Please, wealthy Mr. Oaenegie, 

Give fifty thousand pounds to me. 

But fifty thousand pounds to me gie, 
And I will praise your name, Carneg[E. 

Dear charitable, |kind Oaknegie, 

Do give me fifty thou., I beg ’ee. 

Just fifty thou., for duns are plaguy, 
And I “ will ever pray,” Carnegie. 


The Petershurgski Listok announces 
that General Kueopatkin is about to 
retire to his country seat. This craving 
for a final and uninterrupted retreat 
is, perhaps, not unnatural. 


The Advertisement Literary. 

The high example set by Printing 
House Square in the matter of the ad- 
vertisement^ literary (as Miss Corelli 
would call it) is finding imitators in the 
Provinces. A Sunderland tailor issues 
the following prose fancy : — 

” Progressiyeness is the realization of success 
and from the inception of our Men’s department 
a year ago, healthy expansion has been our 
forward movement. Up-to-date goods of supe- 
rior quality at the keenest prices was its life 
^erm which needed but the nurturing condi- 
tions to spring forth into withstanding strength. 
These have been employed : visibly by succes- 
sively increasing space and service accommo- 
dation; diametrically by intelligent and con- 
tinued supervision.” 

“Brevet-Major W. L. Foster, D.S.O., 
one of the well-known Worcestershire 
cricketing family, has been posted to the 
100th Battery, R.F.A., at Deepeut.” 
Seldom have our military authorities 
shown a finer sense of the fitness of 
things. 
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WHY I HAVE GIVEN UP WRITING NOVELS. 

(A Personal Explanation in Tlco Pniis) j 

Part I. 1 

I HA\'E presented tlie vrorld witli but one work of Fiction j 
and yet I have already come to the irrevocable resolution j 
that my first novel shall be also my last ! Such a decision is 
so unusual that I feel the Public is entitled to some explana- j 
tion of the circumstances which liave left me no other 

alternative. , 

First let me say that my reason was not that roisonecl 
Porridge (Bellows and BoHiiER, ds.) was a failure in any sense 
of the term. Far from it. It was referred to as ‘'the JSovel 
of the Week” by so high an authority on literary matters as 
“Toney Tosh”; both the Clacton Courier and the Peebles 
Post gave it notices so flattering as to be almost fulsome, 
while the Gigglesicich Gazette pronounced the opinion that 
it “ would serve to while away an idle haK-hour which could 
not be better employed.” I have preserved these and many 
similar press-cuttings, in case I should be called upon to 
prove my assertions. Moreover, I know of sever^ friends 
who inq[uired for the work at more than one Circulating 
Library and were informed that it was “ out.” This being 
so, I have every reason for anticipating that my Publisher s 
statement of accounts, when furnished, will be found a highly 
satisfactory document. , 

But indeed I had never a doubt from the first that Poisoned 
Porridge would thrill the Public as intensely to read as it 
thrilled me to write it. Each successive Chapter, as it flowed 
like lava frcan my pen, came as a further revelation of the 
wondrous creative force that had till then been latent ^d 
unsuspected within me. Athene is recorded in the Classical 
Dictionary to have sprung in complete armour from the head 
of Zeus, but one character after another came out of my 
brain, and all endued with such super-abundant vitality that 
I was quite incapable of controlling their sayings and doings, 
which I could only record with breathless admiration. 

This, I am aware, is quite a common experience with all 
novelists who possess the priceless gift of imagination, but 
the sequel in my own case was, I venture to think, rather 
more exceptional. 

I should explain that I am a person of studious and literary 
habits, with a fixed income, and that I occupy a semi-detached 
villa-residence in a quarter that has acquired a considerable 
reputation for social exclusiveness — allude to Upper Balham. 
It was here that Poisoned Porridge was composed (though 
the proofs, or at least the major portion of them, were revised 
in temporary lodgings fronting the Marine Parade at Bognor, 
Sussex). 

Well, on a certain evening shortly after the work was 
published, I was seated in my study at Helicon Lodge, 
Upper Balham, when I heard the front -door bell ring 
violently, and presently my housekeeper announced that a 
young gentleman, who declined to give his name hut declared 
that he was well-known to me, requested an interview. 

I decided to receive him — ^not without misgivings that he 
had already absconded with the coats and umbrellas ; but, 
when he was shown in, my first glance at his countenance 
told me the injustice of my suspicions. I could not be 
mistaken in that open brow, over which the chestnut hair fell 
in a crisp wave, that smooth-shaven face with the firmly 
chiselled lips and the square resolute chin — ^it was Cedric, 
the hero of Poisoned Porridge / 

He was far too strong a character, as I realised at once, to 
be long confined within the covers of any book; he had 
burst his bindings, and naturally he felt that his first visit 
was due to the author of his being. 

I gave him a cordial welcome (for I could not help feeling 
proud of the boy), and soon he was in a chair opposite mine, 

enthusiastically pouring out all his youthful ambitions, 
dreams, and speculations into my sympathetic ear. ^ 

He continued to do so for several hours— until in fact the 
suspicion that he was a bit of an egotist (he never once 
mentioned Poisoned Porridge!) had crystallised into the 
conviction that he was no end of a bore. At last I had to 
hint that it was long past my usual hour for retiring, and 
that I must not keep him any longer from his own home. 

It then appeared that he had no home of his own, and no 
resources, which was why he had come to me. 

I wished then that I had provided him in the novel with 
some regular occupation, or at least a competence (which 
would have cost me practically nothing), but I had avoided 
such prosaic details with an artistic reticence which T now 
recognise was overstrained. The result was that I had to 
put bim up in the spare bedroom and finance him till he 
could find employment of some sort — ^which he never did. 

The very next day a dear old lady, with snowy side-curls 
and cheeks like a winter-apple, drove up in a four-wheeler, 
which she left me to pay. She was Cedric's mother — and I 
might have known that she never could endure her son to 
be out of her sight for long, because I had made rather a 
point of this maternal devotion in the book. Obviously the 
only thing to be done was to resign my own sleeping- 
apartment, and put up with a folding - bedstead in the 
dressing-room. Even this, thqpgh, I never actually occupied 
— ^for that afternoon there was a fresh arrival : an attached 
old family domestic named MaHha, who would not hear of 
parting from her mistress, wages or no wages. And, as the 
old lady liked her to be within call, Martha had to have the 
dressing-room, and I slept, fitfully, in the bath. In the 
novel, Martha had been one of my favourite characters, 
rough and uncouth, but with a heart of gold. She spoke a 
racy dialect which I had vaguely described as “ Olodshire,” 
a sort of blend of Dorset and Lincolnshire, with just a dash 
of Suffolk. I cannot say I always understood her meaning 
myself. She had a characteristic exclamation — “ My tender 
kitties!” — ^which had struck me as quaintly humorous, in 
print. In actual life it soon grew slightly tiresome — but 
then I do think she overdid it. 

Cedric's mother, too, was addicted to smoothing his 
rebellious locks as he sat at her knee, with a hand that 
Time had left as smooth and dimpled as ever. It was pretty 
and touching at first, but the mannerism ended by getting 
on my nerves. So did Cedric's liabit of addressing her as 
“Mother mine 1 ” — ^which was quite the correct expression, I 
know, and one I had (I believe) Invented for him myself, but 

I didn’t like the way he said it. 

However, I was getting fairly accustomed to them — ^when 
Yolande turned up, quite unexpectedly. Yolande, it will be 
remembered, was the heroine in Poisoned Porridge. The 
poor child was homeless ; I was responsible for her existence, 
so I could not well refuse to take her in — especially when 
Cedric's mother generously offered to share my bed-room with 
her. So there we all were — quite a happy family, so to 
speak. That is, we might have been, if Yolande had only 
shown a particle of common-sense. She was aU that was 
adorable and enchanting, or she would have been no heroine 
of mine — she had a trick of raising a slim forefinger in arch 
rebuke which (for a while) was extremely engaging. But, 
with aU her sweetness and amiability, she was a trifle trying 
at times. She had a positive genius for misunderstanding 
Ae simplest statements, and acting in consequence with an 
impulsiveness that was little less than idiotic. 

For instance, she loved Cedric fondly, and he was passion- 
ately devoted to her. Yet, as often as he sought to declare 

1 himself, she would perversely conclude that he was announcing 
his engagement to another, and that it was her bounden duty 
: to suppress her feelings under a mask of indifference or 
disdain. In the book this was all right, because otherwise I 
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UNCLE JOLLIBOY’S TOWN NIECES. 

Keeper says place overrun with rabbits. Suggest to Nieces that we might thin them out a bit. Above picture represents 
EFFECT ON Nieces of first rabbit killed! Suggest picking flowers instead' 


could not have kept the lovers estranged and apart through ! 
the necessary number ol chapters, but in real life I had 
never expected that she would write a blotted note of formal 
farev'ell and leave the house for ever about every other day ! 
It cost me a small fortune simply in rewards to the Police 
for her recovery. 

Though, mind you, I blame Cedric almost as much. He 
invariably expressed himself with such ambiguity as absolutely 
to court misunderstanding, and his excessive modesty 
rendered it impossible for him to believe that Yolande could 
ever regard him with any sentiment but loathing. He would 
lament the fact to me, night after lught, till I vras nearly 
dead for want of sleep — but nothing I could say would con- 
vince him that his despair was wholly umiecessary. As if, 
forsooth, I didn’t know the state of my own heroine’s feelings ! 

But I am sorry to say that Cedric— in spite of his lofty 
brow and his strong jaw, and of the fact that in the novel I 
had invested him with an intellect far above the average — 
was, not to mince matters, a most particularly exasperating 
young ass. And this, although. I had expressly stated in the 
book that he had received a liberal Public School and 
University education- -blessings I myself had never enjoyed ! 
Then he was so totally wanting in backbone, too, as to be 
utterly incapable of supporting himself in any walk of life. 

I thought our little party was about complete, but it was 
soon reinforced by yet another addition in the person of old 
Mr, Deedes, the highly respectable family solicitor of Poisoned 
Porridge^ with a peculiarity of wiping his spectacles and 


blowing his nose vigorously to conceal his emotion ])efore 
pronouncing any legal opinion. He did not know much Law 
— which was hardly surprising, as I knew none myself — and 
I had, again from a mistaken regard for artistic reticence, 
purposely refrained from assigning him an office in any 
specified quarter. 

Consequently he came to me, and I could hardly object to 
allow liim to use the breakfast-room for professional purposes, 
though the japanned tin boxes full of musty precedents and 
parchments that formed Iris stock-in-trade, so to speak, 
seemed a little incongruous in such surroundings. Have I 
mentioned that the heroine always called him Daddy 
Deedes ? She did. 

Still, I confess that I could not repress a certain elation. 
So unique an experience as mine could not he other than 
gratifying to the self-esteem of any author. Por— without 
intending, without even being conscious of it at the time — I 
had created a set of fictitious characters who were so real and 
actual that they were literally living ! 

The one drawback I could see to such phenomenal mental 
fecundity was that they should all be literally living on me I 

The hour wns at hand when this would seem hut a trivial 
worry indeed, in comparison with what I was next called 
upon to undergo. But let me not anticipate ! F. A. 


Cannibalism in Scotland. — “Lady in Sandyford district 
would like 2 gentlemen for dinner daily .” — Olasaow Herald, 
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BRIDGE PROBLENIS.-NO. 2. 

Will Dummt go Spades? 


ODE TO SPRING. 

By a GrOuiaiET. 

Bail, HeaYenly Spring, 

To wliom tlie poets sing, 

Chanting thy praises each returning year ! 

I, too, 

That have more cause than they to hold thee dear, 
Am moved to raise 
My voice in praise 
Now that I see thee here. 

It is not merely that thy skies are hlue, 

Thy fields aglow 

With cowslips and the flaming marigold, 
Though that is so. 

But other joys are thine 
(And mine) 

Still more deserving to be told. 

For oh, Sweet Spring, ihon meanest unto me 
Far more 

Than poets (a lean tribe at best) 

Bfeive ever properly expressed 
Before. 

Thou bring’ St to ns 
The succulent asparagus, 


The new potato and the early pea. 

Thy gooseberry, 

Lurking, divinely green, within a tart, 

Makes glad the heart, 

The swelling heart of me. 

Thy lark that soaring high 
Her liquid strain 
Again and yet again 

Pours forth in ecstasy ^ ^ ' 

Maketh an even more ecstatic pie. 

Thy little lambs 
That frisk and bleat 
Beside their dams 
Are excellent to eat. 

While in thy limpid streamlets lurks the trout 
(I like him even better out !) 

Therefore, Sweet Spring, thy name 
Ever will I acclaim. 

And while thy food 
Remaineth good 
I will exalt the same. 

The Trail of the Motor. , 

“ OOLLECTOE. Youig Man wants ooDsotiiig.”— Ato. in Provincial 
Paper. ' _ 






FISCAL JIU-JITSU 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Extracted from the Diart of Toby, M.P. 

House of Commons i Monday, May 15. — 
Apparently there are few Sabbath after- 
noon exercises that give the Irish Con- 
stabulary piu-er joy, greater comfort, than 
rolling in the roadway one of the Eepre- 
sentatives of the People. To set upon 
an ordinary shop-keeper or farmer may 
serve to fill up time; ’tis poor sport 
compared with the handling of one of 
the hon. gentlemen who go to West- 
minster and, in the sanctuary of the 
House of Commons, speak disrespectfully 
of their fellow-countrymen who answer 
for law and order in Ireland. 

There are few Irish Members, even of 
the Party as at present constituted, who 
have not from time to time told a sym- 
pathetic House how on such occasions 
they, fared. Under George Wyndham’s 
rule there was surcease of this kind 
of diversion. Disposed to kill Home 
Rule by kindness, he discouraged Sun- 
day afternoon athletics by the constabu- 
lary. A new era, or rather revival of an 
old one, appears coincidentally with the 
succession of Walter Long to the Chief 
Secretaryship. 

Anyhow Mr. Roche this afternoon up 
and told how, paying a Sunday afternoon 
visit to his constituents in the musically 
named hamlet of Cappatagle, co. Galway, 
he was swooped do'wn upon by the 
constabulary, who lifted him bodily out 
of the cart, dragging him along the road 
for fifty yards. “ Me askin’ thim to lave 
go,” M:. Roche added by way of making 
it clear that he was not a consenting 
party to the performance. 

Owing to natural excitement, rapid 
utterance, and something quite novel in 
the way of brogue, it was difiBcult to 
follow Mr. Roche through the full details 
of the Sabbath afternoon scene. The 
conversation opened in dry, formal 
manner by a question on the paper. It 
invited the Chief Secretary to state 
whether he was aware that at the place 
on the date named “ the Member for the 


€} 



“Me askin’ thim to lave go.” 

(Mr, Roche and his electoral anxieties.) 


Division, while addressing his con- 
stituents, was dragged and pulled about 
by the police ? ” 

This fashion of framing the question 
endowed it with a certain peaceful, prim 
formality. It appeared that Mr. Roche 
had no personal interest in the matter, 
was merely making inquiry on hehalf of 
another Member. Tliat was, however, a 
matter of style. Just as wdieii Royal 
Proclamation is made the Sovereign is 
alluded to in the third person as “His 
Majesty,” or as under the ancient French 
monarchy announcements were made de 
par le roi, so Mr. Roche, still smarting 
from his pummelling in the highway of 
Cappatagle, alluded to the victim of the 
outrage as “the Member for the Divi- 
sion.” Later, when he supplemented 
the question by a speech, he disdained 
this courtly circumlocution and, fiercely 
facing the blushing Chief Secretary, 
challenged him to deny that “I was 
dragged about, me askin’ thim to lave 
go.” 

That was ever Mr. Roche’s strong 
point. An ordinary naan, say a Unionist 
Member, thus dealt with by the police, 
might have quietly reconciled himself to 
participation in their Sunday afternoon 
service, might even have affected to have 
enjoyed his share in it. Not so Mr. 
Roche. He was not going to leave the 
criminal constabulary any loophole of 
escape on the ground that ‘‘the Member 
for the Division” was a consenting party. 
Several times during his fifty yards 
excursion dowm the main street of 
Cappatagle he “asked thim to lave go.” 
Was the right hon. gentleman aware of 
that ? 

Walter Long, his blushes more than 
ever completing his resemblance to a 
maiden of seventeen, showed a disposi- 
tion to rise and state the extent of his 
knowledge on this particular. But the 
Deputy Speaker was on his feet by way 
of indication that the incident had 
closed. By indulgence of House, Mr. 
Roche had been permitted to make a 
personal statement. No debate could 
follow. 

Thereupon the unrelenting advocates 
of law and order in Cappatagle burst all 
bounds, turning House of Commons 
into den of wild beasts. Tlie Deputy 
Speaker stood with copy of the Orders 
of the Day in hand waiting to name the 
first. Below the gangway on his left 
the Irish Members, tossing like the salt 
estranging Channel in a westerly gale, 
incessantly bellowed “ Long ! Long ! ” 
For fully two minutes the tumult lasted, 
the Deputy Speaker standing mutely 
waiting for an opening. At times the 
turbulent throng surged^ towards the 
Treasury Bench as if with intent to seize 
the Chief Secretary and afford practical 
illustration of the way things are 
managed at Cappatagle on Sabbath 



PopuTj^R Song— New Version. 

'Warder “ Bad-Elia ^ I ’m goin’ to steal ycr,” 
“Bad-Elia, Bad-Elia deai ’ ” 

(Sir Henry Fowler asked what authority was 
re^-poTisihle for the refusal to allow the Rev 
Charles Jennings, Passive Rcsister, to retain 
Lamb’s Essays of Elia for private reading m 
Worcester Gaol) 

afternoons. Short of that, it seemed 
that the scene must have violent end. 

It was Winston Churchill who came 
to the rescue, adroitly suggesting that if 
the Chief Secretary desired to make a 
personal statement surely the House 
would hear him. The Deputy Speaker 
promptly followed this friendly lead. 
He had ruled, in accordance with un- 
broken precedent, that there could be 
no debate on a personal question. If 
the Chief Secretary had a statement to 
make on his own account he should be 
heard. 

It was delightfully in keeping with 
the scene that Walter Long prefaced 
his remarks by emphatic declaration 
that he had no personal statement to 
make. Of course he accepted the hon. 
Member’s narrative of what took place. 
His own was based upon the reports of 
the police. 

‘'Then someone’s a liar,” cried Mr. 
Kilbride. With which incontestable 
summing up of the situation the storm 
cleared away and the mere business of 
the Budget BiU was taken in hand. 

Business done . — ^Not much. 

Tuesday —Prince Arthur really 
annoyed. Haven’t for some time beard 
anything about that plaguy Fiscal 
Question. To this desirable condition 
of affairs he has per^oDally contributed 
a prodigious interval o: sileiice. Before 
the Easter recess, as all the world 
knows, Don Jose approached him with 
proposal of fresh terms, involving con- 
tinuance of friendly relations on the 
basis of doing nothing just now. Prince 
Arthur politely received his right hon. 
friend and his comrades of the deputa- 
tion, promising an answer “byme by.” 

That indefinite term not arrived. 
People beginning to forget the matter, 
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HISTORY, ) 


when lip gets Soares and abruptly intro “You must have overdone it at one; -D-rn?T-^T a 

duces the sore subjec*t. Worst thing tiuie,’' sai<l John Brunner, who pays! l-ti-Cj KiIJaUMAIIC. 

about it is that St. John Brodrick is 1 1 is shareholders only thirty-five per cent. [ [*‘ Tlie diet must be light . . . no wine should 

used as the instrument of attack. Been Ch.vplin's lieart loo heavy to retort , lie taken, except, perliaps, a little diy- cham- 
making a speech down in Surrey and, On the jihe. Rents his private affair ; j pagne. Rubbing or bhampooing the affected 
Army Corps and New Regulation Caps! the condition of tlie Tariff Refonn ^ painful.”] 

being now out of his line, must needs 1 crusade lay close by the nation’s heart. When ’gainst the pains of rheumatiz 
talk about Colonial Conference meeting I Withdraw it, shattered by relentless You undertake a campaign, 
next year, whereas Prince Arthur has foes, undermined by faithless friends, Be sure that light your diet is, 
repeatedly stated — one of the few definite and the great heart, if it did not actually And very dry your champagne, 
declarations made by him on the matter — stop beating, would suffer grievous j 

that during the existence of the present shock. Incidentally came this amend- And when the joints that ache and swell 
Parliament no steps shall be taken in ment to the Agricultural Rating Bill. | The nurse proceeds to shampoo, 
direction of ghing effect to Don Jose’s LAikiBERT having from the Opposition Be temperate in words as well, 

Tariff Scheme. benches moved an amendment continu- 1 And say (instead of “ D ”) “ Pooh ! ” 

How can the two things be reconciled ? — ^ 

Liberals instantly on the alert ; want to 
move the adjournment in order to have 
field night. This amiable effort Low- 

ther (J. W*) frustrates. But there is . 

angry talk, embarrassing questions, re- HVSTUH* 1 y/, ' 

newed necessity for saying nothing in ^ ^ \ \ 

rotund phrases that sound as if some- ^ ^ » \ 

thing were meant. J I . ^ \ 

Worst of this kind of thing is that \ 

Leader of House, publicly questioned, ^ \ 

cannot, as in ease of loyal, lo\ing friends, ^ ‘ * \ 

promise reply “bpneby.” Must say 

something right off, the something ” to * W 

be as far removed as possible from 'v ^ ‘ l/ 

So Prince Arthur airily said he ‘‘ saw' y \ : - 

no inherent improbability in the hypo- “ — - \ \ ^ 

thesis that before the last day of 1906 \ i 1 \ ’ 

the Party now in power will be again m ^ M 1 / al \ 

returned at the head of a large majority.” “ r Mti‘ 

That had calculated desired effect. ^ j - 

The Liberals went off on fresh scent .... | t \ * 

cunningly laid. Whilst they roared J ^ 

derision, PRiNCEARTHURsat down and next ^ C ' 

question came on. As usual in kindred 

circumstances, he had been equal to the Ml “ . ^ ^ , 

occasion. But why was the task forced Jbu v-r * i 

upon him by a peripatetic colleague ? ^ " ! 

Business done . — Drear dull day in " PM 'i "" ’ 

debate on Budget Bill. j jjl - * 

Wednesday night — A. big day this ‘ 1/ , i, 1 

I for Herbert Gladstone. Bobby Spencer 

has resolved to add a cubit to the ^ ^ ° Diplodoots Carkegii. 

stature of his shirt coUar. After long Brof . B-y L-nk-st-r. “Dear me’ Most remarkable animal ! You are very welcome.” 

laboxuriug in a fruitless wilderness, « Wal ’ If he ain’t a daisy ! ’ Quite ’n interesting specimen 
coaling up to the Table time after time, rr:-rc-?5:r . C, ’ll just have to send a cast o’ him over to the States right 

taking place to the left of the Ministerial 

Whips in token of fresh defeat in the ing^ in permanency the Act that will 

Division Lobby, this afternoon Herbert expire next year, had run away, leaving Adding Insult to Injury, 

receives W the Qerk the paper in his bantling on the floor of the House From the Official “Rules for Sub- 
token that his side have won the day. by Brother Gerald’s feet. Chapldt Postmasters’’- “Free medical attend 

Gulping down his emotion, leaning picked it up, pressed it gentiLv to his ® medical attend- 

slightly on the stalwart form of Bobby ^mcions bn«™. “ respect of injuries 




Quite Unique; or, Welcoming the Diplodoous Carnegii, 

Prof. B-y L-rik-st-r. “ Dear me ’ Most remarkable animal ! You are very welcome.” 

t ^ “ Wal ’ If he ain’t a daisy ! ’ Quite ’n interesting specimen 

or tne rr:-rc-?5:r. C. .•■ii'^g.e’ll just have to send a cast o’ him over to the States right 


Adding Insult to Injury, 

Prom the OflSicial “ Rules for Sub- 


slighdy ou ffie stdwort fom of BobbI ^pacious bosom, .ca^ed ir&gh ^LiLiTrdutrarSe 
proudly ^rect on bis kft, he reads the Division Lobby with the result recorded. Denartment’s Medical OflFiofir ” 
figmes Ayes to the Right, 266. Noes Pkince Arthur, who last week dallied ® Medical Officer, 

to ffie Lef^ 80.’’ A majority of 186 ! with the infant, encouraging expectation ====== 

CHAPtm, who l^_d gently led that Brother Gerau. would officially From a notice at the Cambridge 

the forlorn hope, tellmg for the adopt it, now discarded it. Led the Union Society “ A debate was bcTd 

minority, beat hasty retreat. Things hnlk of his forces to swell the numbers on May 16 Mr.' J. K Mozlet President 

not going weU with him ji^t now from of the Opposition, and so gave the long- in the chair At 9 54 the President 

filtering Liberal Whips one wifd ^-acated the chair, tafere /or the 
m(^t of tnumph. _ reinaindero/ the debate^ the Secretary.” 

SSm Eating Another most unfortunate case of Ss- 

leading up to ordown to—TOper cent. Bill read second time. taken Identity. 





HAD A SIDE ON HIM LIKE A fitflOP SHUTTER * 
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THE NEW RECRUIT TRAINING-SYSTEM FOR THE CAVALRY 

*‘The Recruit will be introduced to his Horse under comfortable conditions mhich 

INSPIRE CONFIDENCE.” 


A QUEER PIECE OF BUSINESS, 


for favours received. When the sudden 
_ — — , death of this objectionable young man is 

announced, the only sentiment felt is 
one of curiosity as to the effect this 
shock will have on his father. 

The millionaire has our S3unpatliies 
when he turns tlieaiithnietical and com- 
:rrr pound - inteiest tables on the two 

swindlers who have combined to cheat 
him : wo quite appreciate the niillion- 
aire’s gutter-snipe double-shuffle, ex- 
press! ve of triumph, so reminiscent of 
^ his eaihest dav-s in Bermondsey; so 

^ r\ ^ natuial too in such a man are liis 

' exuberant spirits exliibitcd in whackings 

cm shoulders, and horse-play with a 
i huge paper-knife, which he digs point 

^ blank into his companions’ ample waist- 

coats, thus indicating the friendliness of 
his liuniour, much after the manner of 
Mr. Quilp when playfully encouraging 
, .X his miserable slave Saynpson Brass, 

attornej^-at-law of Bevis Marks. His 
admiration of his owil portrait : his con- 
FHE CAVALRY, fidential winks at it: in fact, all his 

,E cosBiiioss which' utterly bad and disgusting manners 
caddish in the extreme, are ] ust part and 

parcel of such a man as the dramatist has 

wished to describe, and the actor has determined to depict. His 
utter fury, when thwarted hy the secret marriage of his deceitful 


entitled Business is Business, recently produced at sage, played with great distinction of manner by Mr. Dawson 
His MaiUtv’s is a marvellous tour cle force. There is but Milwabh, and the extra-vulgar, caddish, nouveau riche, as 
one way of rightly representing this odious character, and portrayed by Mr. Tree. The strong scene between these two 
that way is Mr. Tree’s. ArtisticaUy true in every detail to is admirably played ; and equal praise is due to the rendering 
the tvpe he has chosen as the original of the portrait, Mr. of all the great scenes in the piece, ihroughout, Mr. Iree s 
TW spares no pains to make this highly charged picture of by-play is very striking, never out of the picture : in fact ni 
a coarse vulgar millionaire repulsively attractive. There are dramatic parlance “ his ‘business u business, and such 
bright o-leams of natural affection for his spoiled son, as also exceptionally “good business,” that if the front of the House 
for his^nsjmipathetic daughter, nor does he appear to he does the same, the financial results ought to he exceptionally 
anything but ordinarily kind to his attached and timorous satisfactory. 
wife, a part played by Mrs. E. H. Brooke with such domestic 


pathos as toudies the heart and ehcits the most sincere A LITTLE WONDER, 

applause. Except for this role of Mrs. Imrd the play is a one- Master Mischa Elman is a wonderful boy. Only thirteen, 
part piece of a somewhat sombre tone, reheved by a few excel- and doesn’t look a day older than that ; if anything a httle 
lent hits of such character-acting as fall to the lot of Mr, Robb younger. A bit too old for toys, he plays with the violin, and 
Harwood impersonating the artfully silent Geicimn Professor his performance on this instrument is absolutely marvellous. 
Oniggli. to Mr. Cookson as the cunning solicitor Mr. Devenisli, We are not, as a rule, favourably inclined towards infantine 
and to Mr. Fisher White as Jennmgs, the head gardener. phenomena, hut Master Mischa is the exception. All that he 
Mr, Basil Gill, representing Hubert Forsyth, “a chemist in does is just perfect, without effort, quietly, no posturing, no 
Izard's employ,” has a difficult task to render the^ character | sham exhaustion. Master Mischa just takes his performance 
either interesting or s^unpathetic. Forsijth owes his position | as part of his day’s work, or play, then hows his thanks for 
to Izard, who, of course for his own ends and purposes, has j plaudits, and retires, probably to a good and well-deserved 
rescued him from starvation, and not only does he faU ini “tuck in.” i a t ^A 

lo» with to maiiomir,'. taghto (t. v.rj trying p«i 


So Orpheus played of old, or poets lie, 
And as the beasts were charmed ” 


ft ‘C JX* XlOiU. M0 llJAD UC/aO bO W CA C VAiaA AJIAVU. 

SerieSeZa^diss Vroh S) 'buHrmarries But I wffl aot continue the quototion. Oert^^ 
her secretly, and these two, by remaining under the same u^otto will never be_ adopted by [^ster Misoha, ^ 
roof with L parents and hh Lployer, thus living a life of ^ MusicaUy armed he will go out couqu^mg 

duplicity, court the punishment that discovery of the fact must and to conquer, bringing m captives, even among the Philis- 

sooner or later entad upon them. ^ An audience can have no Allies, to his bow and his Strad. 

sympathy with! snch underhandedness, especially where there 

is an excellent old mother in whom the girl ought to have We are sorry to see that the Westminster Gazette is becom- 
confided, tainted by the bloodthirsty instinct which characterises 

As Gyril, the spoilt son of Izard, spendthrift and snob, some of its evening contemporaries. What else can be the I 
Mr. George Trollope gives us a first-rate bit of character- meaning of th ese he adlines ? — 

' acting, representing the gilded youth as a common hearfless THE MOTOR-BOAT FIASCO, 

little beast, deficient even in ordinary gratitude to his father Not a single life lost. 
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OPERATIC NOTES. 

May 17. --Memorable for Melba. Grand reception hy' femmes, les femmes, ilny a qiie fa !" — but in tMs instance “ tlie 

I donation of 

^ ' ” li0p 3)tj iioxiis'* ~ 

Alfredo collared. Papa Germont expostulates witli his son on his y. -nn+ i-n I { 

reckless extravagance m boots and linen i not in \ 

I tlieir very best ^ 

crowded lioiise ; and onr ever welcome soprano quite atiform, but \ 

home to any number of callers. La Traviata is the opera, I Signor Man- 1 

and Melba as Violetta is in fine voice, singing like the ' cinelli and lus f ^ 

sweetest warbler of wood-notes wild, and trilling us through merry men in 

with pleasure. 1 propo.s of triUing, why is not Triliy tuW the orchestra Hat. 

into an opera? it has ail the humour and pathos oi La made up ior 

Boheme, while to a dramatic artist and vocalist the character 1 most deficiencies. The ancient tradition of the opera as to 
I of Svengali offers ^ ^ costume is still ad- 


Melba in her new Umbrella Hat. 


chances not to be 
despised. Could 
Madame Melba be 
Trilby f If she can 
play and sing Mimi, 
why not Du Mau- 
rier’s Trilby 9 No 
extra charge for the 
suggestion (copy- 
righted), and 
libretto undertaken 
and supplied 
“while you wait,” 
at the shortest pos- 
sible notice. 

V Signor Sootti 
comes 1 out strong 
as old Oeorgey 
Germont, the father 
“ with a past,” but 
Alfredo his son, as 
represented by 
Signor Constantino, 
does not act like 
his father; had he 
done so he wouldn’t 
be in his present 
difficulty — “0 les 





N 

i, ^ < 


Alfredo makes the money fly. 

Melha-Violetta (aside). “He can do what he likes with the property coins. I Ve always 
got my own notes, and no one can touch them.” 


The ancient tradition of the opera as to 
costume is still ad- 

f hered to, the charac- 
ters all appearing 
in suck cavalier- 
like attire as is 
popularly asso- 
ciated with the 
play of Don Cesar 
de Bazan; the only 
exception being the 
principal, Violetta, 
who is in advance 

some centuries. 
She is distinctly 
modem, attired in 
wonderful gowns, 
Worth providing, 
well Worth seeing. 
Worthy of the 

Our record 
of the singings 
^ A and doings of 
^ Madame Melba 
in this and other 
operas must he 
y coins. I Ve always “continued in our 
” next.” 


DRURY LANE DRAMA. 

In no character is Sir Henry Irvinq seen to greater advan- 
tage tha u as Thomas Bechet, Chancellor of England and 
Archbishop of Canterbury, in Tennyson’s play of Bechet, as 
arranged for the stage (of which the poet knew very little) 
by the actor for whom it was written. It is indeed a fine, a 
masterful performance, and from beginning to end Sir Henry 
grips his audience. No wonder that Act after Act the 
curtain is raised at least five times in answer to the enthu- 
siastic plaudits of a crowded and intensely interested 
audience. Mrs. Cecil Raleigh as the injured Qiieen Eleanor 


commands our sympathy, and it is difficult for us, even in 
most charitable mood, to make any excuse for the lax conduct 
of the Second Henry, well represented by Mr. Gerald Lawrence, 
who neglects the handsome divorcee of Louis of France, now 
Queen of England, for Rosamund de Cli-fford, however prettily 
played the part may he by Miss Maud Fealy. But we 
quarrel not with history: chacun a son gout, and as the 
incident has helped to furnish Sir Henry with one of the 
finest parts in his repertoire it is not for us to he captious 
critics of established facts. ’ The Merchant of Venice is now 
on the biU, and between the Merchant and the Martyr the 
. honours, for Sir Henry, are equally divided. 
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NEW FRIENDS AND OLD FARCES. 

It would not be an easy task to find a better company lor 
a smart, givs-and-take. rattling, knockalDout Tlir 06 ~Act fare© 
of a type made familiar to us during the time of tke two 
Chaeles’s, ■\Vyndham and Rvwtret, than that now being 
‘‘presented’’ to the public by Mr. Charles Frohm-vnt at the 
Comedy Theatre, where 2he Dictator is being played, with 
the agile, neat-handed and mirth-provoking artist, Mr. William 
CViLLiER, in the leading part of Broohe Travers. His effects 
are made without apparent effort, yet he works hard, and is 
ably seconded by Mr. Edward Abeles representing his valet 
Simpson, and he is strongly supported ])y the talented mem- 
bers of the company, individually and collectively; by John 
Barra'MORE as Charleij Hijyie, by jMlte M.uhe Doro as Lucy 
Sheridan, by lively. ‘Grace RIdsall as Mrs. Bowie, whose 
husband, Colonel Boicie, is strongly individualised by kir. 
George Nash in the shape of a most truculent and designing 
personage, and by I/irisE Allen, whose Senora Juamta 
ArguiUa is a line specimen of genuine burlesque acting. 

Mr. McGrath as fhiffy the detective, and Henry West as the 
Fev. Arthur Bostich, assist in “keeping the tambourine a- 
rollin’,” as does Francis Sedgwick who, as “the Health Officer 
at Porto Banos,” is not less amusing than is Louis Eagan as 
Senor Jose Dravo, “Proprietor of the Hotel del Prado.” This 
piece, described as “a Comedy in Three Acts,” is simply a 
rattling farce of the ultra-farcical order, reminiscent of many 
previous plots and characters which have all done good 
service in their time since the early days of Bonsoir Signor 
Pantalon, and Tivice Killed. We know that Senora Juanita 
and her dagger ; we know her and that blade wEich “ conies 
from Sheffield ; ” in fact, we have the happiness to reckon 
pretty well ‘‘all the persons in the play” among our ‘'auld 
acquaintance ” that “ should not be forgot ; ” and while admiring 
the audacious cleverness of the author, Mr. ue 

heartily congratulate him on his great good fortune in having 
placed his cards with such skilled players that they 
appear to be all trumps. The jeu de scene never flags, the 
steam is kept up to highest pressure, and the dialogue is 
given so weU. and so clearly that not only is no single point 
lost, but many are made which might otherwise have been 
entirely missed. 

Tmly tliis author’s “lines have fallen in pleasant places,” 
and the popularity of the piece, as played by William Collier 
and present company, is assured beyond all question. 

The “ curtain raiser” must come in for more than a mere 
word of praise. It is a duologue entitled The Philosopher 
in the Apple Orchard, by E. Harcodrt Willlams, from a 
story by Anthony Hope, and it is perfectly played by Miss 
Lilias Waldegra\t: and kir. Norman McKinnel. It does not 
commence until 8.30, and plays for just half an hour, and to 
this slight piece the term “ Comedy,” misused as descriptive 
of The Dictator, can he honestly applied. The two characters 
are in capital dramatic contrast, and amateurs in search of 
a duologue requiring little scenery and no expensive costumes 
might do worse than turn their attention to this story of a 
pair among the apples. 

A Parti-coloured Minister. 

The Magpie Madrigal Society will give a concert this 
(Wednesday) evening at the Royal Horticultural Society’s 
Hall, Vincent Square, in aid of the Westminster Hospital. 
Among other attractions will be a i'qyj piquant costume worn 
by the Colonial Secretary. The Daily Mail is our authority 
for the statement that “ the lady members of the Society, who 
include ... Mr. and kdrs. Alfred Lyttelton, are all attired 
in white dresses with a black zouave jacket to give a magpie 
‘ effect.’ ” Did Mr. Lyttelton ever play for the famous Clown 
Cricketers ? 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Eighteen months ago Sir ^ Horace Plunkett published, 
! through Mr Murray, a disquisition on Ireland in the New 
I Century. It evoked an outburst of resentment whicb 
'incidentally sent it tlmough three editions in as many 
'months. "Amongst its earliest and most influential con- 
demners was a Father of the Church, who, whilst placing the 
hook in the Index Expurgatorius, confessed more Eibernico 
that he had not read it. My Baronite lias, and admits that 
he is not surprised at the outcry. In temperate, and tliere- 
1 fore effective, manner. Sir Horace frankly discusses his fellow 
countrjTnen, extenuati’^g nothing but setting down naught in 
malice" It is the talk oi a wise, loving, but honestly implacable 
parent with a favourite child. 

He took him hy the collar, I And to his exceeding dolour 

Cruel only to he kind, | G-ave him several whacks behind. 

Of course the child does not like it, but be would do well 
to consider the counsel, take to heart the friendly warning. 
To this end a cheap edition of the book is issued, with 
addition of an epilogue in which Sir Horace shrewdly 
replies to his critics. 

There is insuperable difficulty in the way of writing a 
sufficient and satisfactory biography of a man whilst the 
subject of the work is still alive. At best it cannot, save in 
length, differ greatly from the style and character of an 
entry in TV7?o ’s Who or an interview on behalf of a news- 
paper. In Mr. Asquith (Methuen), Mr. Alderson has done 
the best possible, producing an admirable account of a suc- 
cessful life. It principally takes the form of record of the 
ex-Home Secretary’s political and Parliamentary career, with 
summaries of his principal speeches. The most interesting 
chapters in the book are the first four, which deal with his 
boyhood and college life. To these his old tutor and head- 
master Dr. Abbott, and Mr. Herbert Warren, President of 
kiagdalen College, Oxford, contribute personal reminiscences. 
Ouota+’'^r.? going back nearly twenty years testify that our 
T'"riY, kl P. from the first recognised the genius and foretold 
the pre-eminence of the brilliant klember for East Fife. 
When a man’s name is in all the churches, appreciation 
becomes commonplace, and applause a matter of course. It 
is at the outset of a career that such encouragement is 
valuable, and is most gratefully remembered by the recipient. 

Boger Treioinion, by Joseph Hocking (Ward, Lock & Co.), 
is a well-mitten but somewhat old-fashioned style of romance, 
dealing with strange family legends, weird scenes of witch- 
craft, phantoms, fights, and fantasies. The familiar story of 
the strife between younger and elder brother, the mother’s pet 
versus the father’s pride, is here used to some purpose, and a 
rather colourless heroine is treated in such a manner as, in the 
mistaken opinion of the author, to require a foot-note that 
guarantees the startling incident as a fact not to be gainsaid 
by the most incredulous. This foot-note would have come 
in with far more authority had it been placed, as Sir Walter 
Scott used to give his authority for anything peculiarly 
strange, at the end of the novel, 

or at the close of the chapter, THE BARON 

on a page apart. The earlier 

portion of this story is so excel- 

lent that the reader is encour- 

aged in expectations which axe 

never thoroughly realised. 

There is repetition of incident (gl « 

which abates the i interest. [@,1 ,te| 

Yet those who love legendary 


lore, who know the ropes and WtV 

the art nf ski-n-nincr ata an-ro ^ 


the art of skipping, are sure to 

find themselves interested in )X 

i this ronxantic tale. DE B.-W. 
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A REMONSTRANCE. 

{By an Indignant Liberal,) 

[“Ibsen’s political plays probably suggested the subject of OTro 
Ernst’s drama, Bannermann, the politician whom a career of unintei- 
rupted success has converted from a statesman of genuine and Liberal 
principles to a merely tyrannical and corrupt party leader. The piece 
has some merit, but is marred by a conventionally happy ending ” - 
The Time‘s, Lit Sup] 

Sir ’ iVr. Punch ^ Can wliat I read be true ? 

And has some Teuton dramatist indited 
Af shameless play (inspired hy Ibsen, too !) 

In which our Liberal Leader’s fame is slighted, 

His character and principles aspersed ? 

Of all base outrages this is the worst ! 

Is it a slip of the Reviewer’s pen, 

Too much engrossed in one great Politician 
To realise there may be other men 

With other names holding the same position ? 

No, if the printed title-page you scan. 

The name undoubtedly is Bannermann, 

Who is this Ernst, this monster that has dared 
To take the name we venerate in vain ? 

Had it been B \lfour I should not have cared. 

I should liave laughed had it been Chawuerlatn. 

But Bannerman.” To choose that sacred head ! 

No wonder that I doubted when I read. 

Teuton, a score of damning facts disclose 
Your ignorance of him wliom you defame. 

Three “n’s” in all (not four as you suppose) 

Go to the making of his honoured name ; 

While other obvious errors make it clear 
You liaven’t really studied his career. 

Tyrannical? The epithet ’s absurd. 

No Party chief ever deserved it less. 

Nor is ‘‘ uninterrupted ” quite the word 
Best fitted for describing his success. 

While, if it wa- =nvca-tically meant. 

That I should aim -t ••qually resent. 

There liave been times when even liiberals deemed 
The Party’s leadership might well be altered, 

There have been moments when it almost seemed 
As if his followers’ allegiance faltered. 

The dramatist who fails to note this fact, 

And set it down, is worse than inexact. 

Teuton, one fact alone can save your play. 

Which otherwise were whoUy past defending : 

It has one merit nought can take away — 

It has, I understand, a happy ending. 

In the last act— this half redeems your sin — 

A Liberal Government is really in ! 


"if 

SHOULD MOTORISTS BE SHOT? 

(Or, The New Queensberry Rules.) 

As the result of two narrow escapes within ten days, an 
inquiry was made last week by the Marquis of Queensberry 
of the West London Police Magistrate, as to whether he 
was at liberty to carry a revolver or rifle, in order to defend 
himself and his family from being run over by the motorists of 
the Hammersmith Road. We sincerely trust that matters will 
not reach sucli a pitch as to necessitate the frequent produc- 
tion of lethal weapons from the hip-pockets of the Far West. 
The inhabitants of West Kensington are not all adept shots 
at the “running deer,” which in this instance takes the 
form of a scorching road-hog. If the thoroughfares of that 


VOL. oxxviir. 2 



A JU-JITSUOUS HINT. 

Fah' Victim. “Pardon, Mr. Snobbartr, this is a Waltz, I beiieve, 

NOT A BOUT OF Ju-JITSU ! ” 


I neighbourhood are to be transformed into local Bisleys, we 
fear that there will l^e a speedy shortage of ratepayers and 
other occupants of the side-walk. The butchers and grocers 
of the North End Road will have to wear bullet-proof 
cuirasses, and the other tradesmen will need their sub- 
terranean shelters when the quarry runs amok and the fur 
begins to fly. We must at any rate entreat the paterfamilias 
and the nurse-maid, great though the provocation may be, 
not to whip out six-shooters or level fowling-piece.s until 
they have had some practice at clay pigeons or hard-driven 
partridges. It would also be unsportsmanlike to take pot- 
shots at motorists sitting, in the case of a break-down, unless 
recognised as dangerous specimens of fence na^turce—niid 
even then a game licence should be taken out. 

On the whole, we do not recommend this method of dealing 
with rogue chauffeurs who have turned Turk, and cannot 
be corraled in a blind alley. A Texan lasso or Patagonian 
bolas might be introduced with advantage, and possibly 
harpoons or knobkerries would do at short range, but the 
present crowded state of the London streets wiU not permit 
of firearms, for anyone but Buffalo Bill to shoot foUy as it 
flies at double the legal rate. 


Hrs 29th “Timeon Earth?” — “The tall Australian (Kermode) 
was in rare form on the opening day, which happened to be 
the anniversary of his 29th birthday.” — Mr, L. 0, S, Poidevin 
in the '^'Manchester Evening GhronicleP 
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CICERO DE ORATORE. 

[Lord Eosebert’s Derby candidate is liere supposed, on tlic eve of tlie 
race, to indulge in meditation upon his ownei’s career] 

To-]^[orro^v is the 31st of May, 

And they 'tvill caU me early for a spin, 

To stretch my legs against the coining fniy, 

WTiich with a hit of luck I ought to win ; 

And hy preoccupations much distraught 
I shall have little space for quiet thought ; 

Therefore to-night before I turn to rest 
Let me awhile consider calmly how 
That Orator who owns me feels just now — 

What sentiments inspire his nohle breast 
When he compares his Public Form with mine. 

Does lost occasion make his heart repine ? 

Do my prospective chances — far from small — 

On these memorial Downs (adjacent to 
His own suburban residence) recall 
The twin events of Ladas' record year, 

When Man and Beast secured the Eiband Blue 
Each in his own peculiar kind of sphere — 

Politics and the Turf? Xo doubt they do. 

No doubt he wishes now, a touch too late, 

That he had kept in training, done his share 
Of morning gallops, whittling doivn his weight, 

Gone through his trials like a Horse of Blood, 

And scored a triumph for the Liberal stud, 

Largely composed of platers. What a pair 
two had made for history’s delislit 
That loves repeating tales she be a ic 

0 why, I ask, did he himself ignore 
The rules of action he prescribed for me ? 

For, had he let my labours he confined 

To solitary walking exercise 

In arable country somewhere out of sight, 

And taking, now and then, when so inclined, 

An exhibition canter in the Row — 

Does anyone suppose that I should he 
The horse I am to-day in people’s eyes, 

And backed to bear their bullion ? Bless you, no ! 

Not that I’d have him entertain remorse 
On my account. ’Tis true I cannot get 
Reflected glory such as Ladas got, 

He being what he was — a Premier’s horse, 

That had a Liberal Caliinet in trust 
And carried aU their hopes, while I am not 
A Nonconformist Party’s colt, hut just 
A simple unassiuning Peer’s. And yet 
For worlds I would not stand in Ladas' shoes 
And feel as he felt ere he went to bed 
Upon the night before his classic race, 

With such responsibilities to face, 

Equal, in extra weight, to two stone dead. 

For, if I win, why then I bring renown 
On self and Earl ; whereas, if I should lose, 

At least I drag no Liberal Premier down 

And set profanity a-gaping at 

Our common rain. I am glad of that. 0. S. 


The Simple Life. 

Er a paragraph headed ‘‘The Simple Life,” tlie Yorkshire 
Evening Post quotes a witness who said that defendant 
walked along the public streets with his arm round liis 
young lady’s waist and neck.” But surely this serpentine 
feat is not so “simple” a thing as our contemporary supposes. 


A DEADLY PRODUCT OF AUSTRALIAN SOIL.— The Terror Cotter. 


TO THE QUEEN. 

l^LvDA^r, — It is announced that the Hurlmgham Club have 
decided to abandon pigeon-shooting as an item in the pro- 
gramme of their sports. While it is the duty of those who 
are the subjects of King Edward at all times t(3 lay before 
your feet the expression of their homage and affection, it is 
their privilege at this moment to approach you with a feeling 
in which gratitude and devotion bear even more than their 
ordinary share. The shooting of trapped pigeons is a hateful 
and a cowardly form of amusement, but it has been disguised 
under the name of sport, and men and women who would 
otherwise have turned from it in horror ha\^e allowed them- 
selves to he deceived hy the pretence, and have sanctioned it 
by their presence. Your woman’s heart was moved by the 
tortures so wantonly inflicted on these bright and beautiful 
birds, the gentlest and most innocent of God’s feathered 
creatures, and you made known your disapproval. It is for 
this that we thank you both in the name of humanity, which 
was outraged, and of sport, which was turned to base uses. 
Men and women of fashion are strange beings. Thej?- will 
endure for long a spectacle at which their l:)etter nature 
revolts, if only they can bring themselves to believe that the 
dictates of society sanction it, and that true sportsmanship 
requires its perpetuation. After your disapproval was made 
known they could believe this no longer, and thus it has 
come about that at Hurliiigham there is to be no more shooting 
of pigeons. 

In other places in the world, I may be told, this so-called 
sport will continue. That is true, but the example thus set 
under your gracious inspiration by an institution so dis- 
tinguished as the Hurlingham Club cannot be without force 
or remain for long without foUoAvers. When it is known 
that the sportsmen of England, moved by their Queen, have 
frowned upon a pursuit and abandoned it, that pursuit 
cannot long remain in the category of acknowledged sports 
in any other country. But, be this as it may, our thanks to 
you are none the less fervent and sincere. Henceforth the 
brightness and cahn of a summer’s day — and where is it 
brighter or calmer than on the lianks of the Thames ?— will 
not be marred at Hurlingham by the wanton death or the 
miserable agony of birds. Here at any rale the mercy which 
it is the privilege of Royalty to exercise has not been without 
effect. 1 am, with all loyal devotion, Your Majesty’s humble 
and obedient, servant, I>TK1Raib. 


CHURCH AND STAGE. 

P. F. Warner, the well-known cricketer, has consented to read 
the lessons at St. Mury-at-TTiLl, City, to-morrow evening .” — Daily Mail, 
May 20.] 

There is much in this novel announcement that commends 
itself to us ; for we see in it the germ of a new system of 
chnrch finance capable of great and profitable development, 
and one that seems especially likely to supply a want in these 
days when bazaars are becoming antiquated and overdone, 
and appear to be getting a little “ blown on ” in ecclesiastical 
circles. We anticipate in the near future a series of 
announcements something like the following : — 

The Australian Cricket Team have kindly promised to 

hand round the offertory bags at St. ’s Church next 

Sunday morning. 

Messrs. Roberts and Stevenson have graciously consented 

to act as pew-openers at the morning service at St. ’s 

next Sunday, and in the evening the Amateur Golf 
Champion will assist the management in this department. 

The corps de hallet and lady-supers of the Aphrodite 
Theatre have promised to sit well forward in the front row 

of the gallery at St. ’s on Sunday evening next. The 

church is lighted by electricity. 
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A NATURAL INFERENCE. 

Oh, Mamm^, I Know toai yoh mean by Boxmt > asleep now. Just listen to Papa ! ” 


WHY I HAVE GIVEN UP WRITING NOVELS 

{A Personal Explanation in Two Parts.) 

Pajbt II. 

I HAVE already liinted at a period prior to vvliicli tlie troubles 
pusecl by my too fertile imagination can scarcely be said to 
have commenced. Personally, I sliould date this period from 
tne ill-omened liour in wliicli Desmond EkAvdhj first crossed 
my tliresliold. AieAvelly, it is perliaps unnecessary to remind 
tne reader, was the vHlaiu in Poisoned Porridge, and even the 
modesty of an audior cannot blind me to the fact that he was 
a (^vilish good villain, as villains go. 

. He an-ived in the powerful automobile with which for the 
pu^oses of the plot I had provided him in the novel, and, when 
he threw off his goggled-mask and fur overcoat, be revealed 
himaeb m irreproachable evening-dress, which seemed to 
indicate the drawing-room as the most appropriate place for 
him. It was accordingly placed at his disposal, and there he 
sat ah ctoy, eonsannng innnmeralile cigarettes, as be thought 
out Ins intri^te and infernal schemes. 

^ At meal-times, however, he joined tbe other- residents at 
my band— for I was practically running a boarding-house, 
ept that, as they none of them possessed any visible means 
or support, I made no profits wortb mentioning. 

I was pained to observe tlmt he completely got round the 


hero s molder, who persisted in beliewng that MeAuelZ)/ was 
a cruelly misunderstood person, with excellent moral principles 
—indeed, the only time the dear old lady and I ever differed 
at aU seriously was once when I ventured to warn her that 
he nnght possibly be other than he seemed. Considering that 
I coiud not give her my grounds for distrusting him, it 
woiilcl perhaps liave been wiser to have held my peace. As 
lor the hero (who really was more of a noodle ‘than I* ever 
could liaye anticipated), he fell at once under the spell of 
UcAmlly s baleful glamour, and was ahsurdlv flatteied by 
his slightest notice. 

Not so Yolande, who, I am proud to record, was true lo my 
conception of her as the embodiment of guileless British 
^ilhood, imd shrank instinctively from his insidious advances. 
He took liis revenge by poisoning her lover’s mind against 
her, as of course such a villain would. How he managed it 
exactly I do not know, as I was not present, but the conse- 
quence was that Cedric soon began to treat her with marked 
coldness, if not actual aversion. She quitted our roof, 
determined to end her despair by suicide, rather frequently 
about this time. 

Honest MaHha could not, as she frankly stated, “thole” 
MaAyelly, who invariably adopted towards her a politely 
ironical tone that no respectable elderly domestic coidd be 
expected to stand. I should have felt easier in my mind if I 
could have known precisely what he was plotting during the 
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long liOTirs lie spent alone in my drawing-room, because, in 
the novel, I had thrown cait a vagne suggestion (merely for 
effect, as the plot did not torn upon it) that, when not other- 
wise engaged, he was rather by way of being an anarchist of 
sorts. It was ] 3 y no means pleasant to think that, in his 
spare moments, he might be busy compounding bombs on 
the chiffonier ! 

So that, wlien a middle-aged stranger in blue spectacles 
presented himself, and, after explaining that he was a chronic 
invalid with a pet coin a (quite liarmless) and a passion for 
playing the concertina and eating hashish, begged me to 
receive him into my household as a paying guest, I consented 
with unspeakable relief. 

For of conise I knew at once that he could be no other 
than my great but eccentric amateur detective, Bnmsey Prole. 
Some critics have professed to see certain resemblances 
between this character of mine and one of Sir Conax Dovle’s. 
I can only say that, if any similarity exists at all, it is purely 
accidental. Rumh-cy Prole is an entirely original creation 
evolved from my o-wn unassisted imngmrti^n Besides, his 
methods are so absolutely different iicm li. of the rival 
specialist. But I can afford to ignore these pettifogging 
criticisms. 

W ith Prole on the spot I felt safer. I fitted up a box-room 
in the attics for him as a sort of snuggery, where he could 
play with the cobra, or on the concertina, and chew hashish 
to his heart’s content. I frequently went up to consult him, 
and generally found him absorbed in reading Euclid^ which 
he maintained was more amusing and better illustrated than 
most of the popular magazines. I i egret to say, however, 
that he seemed to attach but little importance to my 
suspicions of Me Airily, and in short behaved with a 
hni^qiierie which — had I known him less well — I might have 
mistaken for offensive rudeness. But it was a great comfort 
to have him about. That massive mind of his was, I knew, 
working all— or most of — the time, and the ease with 
which he had um-avelled the rather complicated mystery of 
Poisoned Poiridge seemed a guarantee that he would be fuUy 
equal to checlmiating any fresh devilries McAvelly might 
attempt. 

How it happened I can’t explain — perhaps Prole took a 
little too much hashish— but McAvelly contrived to pull off 
his crime — ^whatever it was, for 1 never ascertained its precise 
character. gathered, however, from Inspector CJiiigg 
(another creation of mine whom, for reasons of my own, I 
had not thought fit to invest with any excessive brilliancy) 
that it was something in the nature of Common Barratry— 
and a hanging matter. With truly diabolical cunning 
McAvelly had contrived to throw suspicion on the innocent 
and unfortunate Cedric, who, beheving, though on insuffi- 
cient grounds, that Yolande was the cidprit, nobly took the 
blame on himself— wdricli was only what I should have 
expected of him. He had^ done much the same thing before 
in the book. Naturally Yolande misunderstood his motive, 
and, being a thorouglily nice-minded girl, recoiled from a 
Jover who had openly confessed himself a Common Barrator. 
But I %cas rather surprised when Inspector Chigg arrested 
them both, and, after subjecting them to a searching cross- 
examination, warned them tliat whatever they had said would 
be taken down and used in evidence against them at their 
trial. 

In fact I was about to make an indignant protest, when 
to my unfeigned debght, Rwnsey Prole, having emptied his 
box of liiLishtMi the first book of Euclid, and charmed 

the cobra into a state of coma by playing all the tunes he 
knew on the concertina, came down to the rescue. 

This marvellous man, by a series of ingenious deductions 
from cigarette ashes, tea-leaves, a disused tram-car ticket, a 
marked farthing, and samples of fluff, all of which his trained 
j eye had detected on the carpet, demonstrated beyond all 


possibility of doubt that the actual culprit was no other than 
myseh ! 

I was positively thumd erst ruck; for, up to that juncture, I 
could have sworn that I was innocent, and it was a bitter 
moment when my own Cedric and Yolande, their faitii in 
one another now completely restored, avowed their conviction 
of my guilt, adjuring me in moving terms not to suffer this 
dark stain to blight their young lives, hut to confess all, and 
hope for the mercy of heaven! I adjured them not to he a 
couple of young idiots. Still I could not help recognising 
that, unless the world at large were more amenable to reasoii^ 
I was in rather a tight place. In fact I saw the Gallows 
plainly looming before me I 

Fortunately, at the eleventh hour, a deliverer came forward 
in the homely person, of good old MaHha, who remembered 
by the merest chance that tlieie were certain documents in a 
brass-bound desk belonging to her mistress which might 
possibly throw some light on the subject. These were 
produced and submitted to Mr. Deedes, the family solicitor, 
who perused them anxiously, spectacles on nose, during a 
prolonged and most dramatic silence. At last he wiped his 
spectacles, blew his nose with moie than usual resonance, 
and, ill accents husky with emotion, pronounced that, so far 
as he had been able to interpret the papers, they not only 
proved my entire innocence and incriminated McAvelly (whom 
1 had suspected from the fiist) but also established Cedric's 
claim to a dormant peerage, and identified Yolande as the 
long-sought heiress of a South African millionaire, who had 
lately died intestate after bequeathing her ten thousand a 
year and a palatial mansion in Park Lane ! 

Altogether dear old JDeedcs trumpeted to some purpose 
on that occasion 1 Even I should never have thought of such 
a way out of the labyrinth in which we were all so inextricably 
entangled. But it only shows how marvellously an author’s 
characters may be capable of developing if they are only 
started with a strong enough individuality ! 

There is little more to relate. McAvelly, huimning a 
careless snatch and muttering horrible imprecations under 
his breath, had aheady evaded the strong arm of the Law 
by sauntering out of the house— and out of our lives, for 
ever! Rumsey Prole wmiig my hand warmly, with the 
remark that the lesxilt was in exact accordance with all Ins 
calculations — after which lie packed up his cobra and con- 
certina, and left to lay in a fresh supply of hashish before 
proceeding to investigate another case that demanded his 
assistance. 

Cedric and his mother, with Yolande and the faithful 
Martha, departed to claim tlie dormant peerage and occupy 
the palace in Park Lane. I made no attempt to detain them. 
Only good old Nr. Deedes was left on my hands, and, as I 
could not stand his practising as a solicitor any longer in 
my breakfast-room, 1 took an office for liim in Bedford 
Row, where he can wipe his spectacles and blow his nose 
unseen and unheard — for I can hardly believe that any sane 
client will ever consult him professionally. I know I shan’t. 

I think I have now said enough to enable the Gentle 
Reader to understand how and why it is that, in spite, or 
j perhaps I should say because of the unprecedented success 
that has attended my first humble effort in fiction, 1 am 
resolved that it must never be repeated. 

Indeed, what I have gone through already lias upset me so 
severely that my doctor has ordered me to take a complete 
rest, and I am just now staying (though only temporarily) at 
a Sanatorium. 

The Medical Superintendent here is inclined— as I can see 
plainly, however lie may endeavour to disguise it — to regard 
my strange experiences as more or less imaginary. 

However, when he sees them in print, and in such a 
periodical as Punch, lie will, I fancy, be compelled to take 
them seriously. F. A. 
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CHARIVARIA. 

Sir Henry CAiiPBEix-BANNERMAN lias 
prepared a list of nine reforms ivliich 
his party will deal with when they come 
into office, and intends to add others 
when they occur to him. This is really 
Liberal. 

At the moment when the Deputy- 
Speaker closed the sitting of the House 
on account of “ grave disorder,” several 
Irishmen were seriously considering the 
question put to us by a certain adver- 
tising firm, “ With what shall we cover 
the floor ? ” 


It is rumoured that, as an act of grace, 
on June 17, to celebrate the inauguration 
of the L.C.C. Penny Steamboat service, 
Nelson and his Captains is to be re- 
admitted to the list of school - prizes 
authorised by that body. 


Scotland, meanwhile, is indignant at 
the exclusion of Burns from the list, and 
it has even been suggested that such 
exclusion is due to the insensate jealousy 
of a Member of the Council of the same 
name. 

The cold snap ended last week after a 
short duration, and it is feared that, after 
all, it may be impossible to hold the 
Skating Championship of England this 
summer. 

— 

The approaching marriage of the 
German Crown Prince promises to be an 
imposing affair. Nor has the amuse- 
ment of the populace been forgotten. 
When the bride makes her state entry into 
the capital, her bodyguard will consist 
of the Guild of Berlin Butchers, who 
wiU be in evening dress, with white ties, 
white gloves, and silk hats, and mounted 
on real horses. 

The want of facilities for the repairing 
of ships at "Vladivostock is being com- 
mented on even in St. Petersburg. This 
acknowledgment that the heroes of the 
Dogger Bank ought to have accommoda- 
tion in the dock is welcome though 
tardy. 

The Russian bomb-throwers, as the 
result of constant practice, are unproving 
even in their accidents. A premature 
explosion at Warsaw last week victimised 
two detectives as well as the owner of 
the bomb. 

The Daily Chronicle is usually so care- 
ful in its spelling that we were smprised 
to come across the following paragraph, 
last week, in its cricket notes : — “It wiU 
be seen that,^ while Hill reappears, Aem- 
STRONO goes into retirement, with Gehrs, 
Newland, and Hopkins. The man who 
made 243 not out is suffering with a 
badly bruised Joe, the result of his great 


feat.” If, on the other hand, a jeu 
d'esprit was intended, it is an old one. 


What is the difference between an 
Actress and a Chorus Girl ? is a question 
which has been claiming the attention of 
the Courts. We should have thought 
that an Actress is one who speaks, and a 
Chorus Girl one who squeaks. 

A picture by Vandyck has been sold 
for fourpence. We are pleased to hear 
this, for we cannot help thinking that 
this is the way to put a stop to the 
growing trade in forgeries. If it were 
to become customary to sell old masters at 
such prices it would no longer be worth 
anyone’s while to produce counterfeits. 


Answer to a Correspondent: — ^It is 
considered pretentious to wear motor- 
goggles when riding on a motor ’bus. 


riogging in our Schools. 

That at least one trainer of the young 
has no idea of sparing the rod in defer- 
ence to popular clamour may be proved 
by the following excerpt from a pro- 
spectus (forwarded by a correspondent) 
in which the Head Mistress announces 
her intention to fortify (probably by 
splicing it) the weapon of correction : 
“By thej Material Strengthening of her 
Staff Mrs. hopes to be able to con- 

tinue her system of individual attention 
in spite of increasing numbers of Pupils.” 
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OUR CRICKETING SYBARITES. 

Dear Mr. Pcxai , — The fact that tlie 
Australians have petitioned for sliorter 
hours of play, and the action ot‘ one of 
our own fir^t-class howlers, who won a 
recent match for his side hy going off 
the field for a bath, resting in the pavilion 
for an hrnir, and finally emerging much 
refreslied to despatch the tail-end of the 
opp(^sing team, are sure to estalilish a 
prec*edeiit Cricheters are nc)t the haidy 
race they used to he. We may look for 
some such items of cricket as the 

fidlowing during the remainder of the 
seasmi : — 

The sensational strike which led to 
the defeat of England by 3SG runs in the 
last test match has, we are glad to say, 
at length heen settled. A compromise 
has been arranged. Instead of iced 
drinks at the end of every third over, 
for wliich the professionals agitated, 
there will be- — in addition to the luncheon 
and tea intervals— a cucumber-sandwich 
interval at 12.30, a cold snack at 3.15, 
a doze at 5.20, and a champagne-cup 
break at 6.30. These reforms having 
met with the approval of the strikers, it 
is expected that England will he strongly 
represented in the next match. 

Messrs. C.^bbage axd Sons, Athletic 
Outfitters, announce a new Short Slip 
Deck Chair. Invaluable to first-class 
cricketers w’hen the wicket is dry. 
Hustle is the curse of the present age. 
Take it easy. 10s. Gel (or, with shandi- 
gaff fountain, 12s. 8d,). A Leicestershire 
professional writes : — “ I used your Short 
Slip Deck Chair when we played Derby- 
shire, and managed to get through a 
whole innings without my usual forty 
winks in the pavilion.” 

Sport or Foolhardiness? Although 
the weather was extreme^ waini last 
Monday, Mi\ C. MoCtAHEY successfully 
accomplished liis feat of fielding all 
through the morning until the luncheon 
interval without lying down. Inter- 
viewed hy oirr representative, he said 
that he was certainly fatigued, hut was 
glad that he had gone through with it, 
as it showed that the thing could be 
done. As a proof of the dangerous 
spirit of emulation which this iear 
endurance has aroused in cricketing 
circles, we may state that Mr. P. Perrin 
has announced his intention of fielding 
through a whole afternoon without a rest. 
Where will this stop ? 

Little ‘‘Sid” Gregory was quite in 
his old form at the Oval yesterday. 
His 9 Avas marred by no chance, and 
lie had had luck in not reaching double 
figures. Exhausted nature, however, 
gave out, and the gallant little batsman 
was carried to the pavilion on a stretcher 


! after having been at the AA'icket for 
i nearly a quarter of an hour 

! I hear they want more Bowim.— A 
I famous batsman wiites: "I take nothing 
I else between the OA'ers ” — {Advt,) 

I 

Considerable amusement was caused 
on the last day of the Lancashire r 
Yorkshire match hy the appearance of 
Haigh -wrapped in a long bath-towel. 
He howled two overs, dismissing the last 
batsman and Avinning the match, and 
then retired again. It seems that he 
had ])een in the act of taking the shower 
liatli which is now looked on as a neces- 
sity hy all fast boAvlers, Avlien he AA^as 
informed that the last man was leaving 
the piiAulion. As Lord Hawke had asked 
him particularly to try and get back in 
time for the finish, he hastily slipped on 
a pair of hoots and a towel, and resumed 
his place in the ranks of the Tykes. His 
good sportsmanship was loudly cheered 
hj the crowd. Yours, &c., 

Henry William-Jones. 


SETTLED CONVICTIONS. 

[In an aiticle in the Daily Chronicle^ entitled 
“Tea Diunkenness,” Di. John H. Ci.akke says, 
“ Persons addicted to tea do not always drink 
it ; cases occur in which the tea-liahitue eats it 
111 one case of this kind the A’lctim actually 
developed delirium tremens . . . It is a moot 
point whether tea does not do more harm in 
this country than alcohol.”] 

Je*vn, Avumman, frae my earliest day 
I aye misdooted tea. 

In A^ain ye socht 
To change my tliocht — 

The tea was no for me : 

X kind o’ instinct seemed to say 
Whene’er I saw your Avee pot, 

“ Man, Tam, beware 
An’ liae a care ! 

There’s Deith within yon tea-pot ! ” 

A’ body swore I was an ass ; 

Blit things are changin’ noo : 

In Lnnnon toun 
They ’re cornin’ roun’ 

To tak’ my A^-erra vieAv 
I canna hut reflec’, my la>ss, 

Hoo wondrous wise is Natur’ 

That said, “ Gie oop 
The pisoned coop 
An’ dinna spare the craytur ! ” 

’Tis gey an’ ill the tannin sairA^es 
Its foolish devotees. 

I ’ll teU ye Avhat 
Is ill the pot 

Ye coddle on yonr knees : 

There ’s indigestion, temper, nairves 
All’ drunkenness an’ greetin’ s — 
Ye little think 
What sins ye drink, 

My Jean, at mithers’ meetin’s. 

Ye ’U soon he seein’ rats, nae doot ; 
But dinna wauken me 


In unco fricht 
At deid o’ nicht 
To catch the beasts ye see. 

An’ dinna preach to me aboot 
The dangers o’ the bottle ’ 

Na, Jean ; I ’ve heard 
The Doctor’s word — 
Henceforth I ’m tea-teetottle. 

MORE GASTRONOMIC DIVAGATIONS. 

(\Yitli ac^nmuledymc'il^ to the 
“ Cunilidl Magazine ”) 

Nothing stimulates memory so potently 
as the sense of smell. I’he fragrance of 
a Salonica cigarette will transport you 
to the silken East, the land of Turkish 
delight, of kahobs and kavasses, of 
lichees and Dhin, of paprika, papontsia 
and goulash : the scent of a muskrose 
carries you aAvay to the shores of the 
Muskrat Lake or possibly (if you have 
carefuUy studied the gazetteer) to the 
banks of the Muskingum river, formed 
by the junction of the Licking and the 
TuscaraAvas, Avhich floAvs R.E. to the 
Ohio, which it joins at Marietta in about 
81° 28' W. : Avliile the A^oluptuous odour 
of a Finnan haddie shall waft you as on 
a magician’s cloak to the summit of 
the Finsteraarliorn, to the sumptuous 
parterres of Finsbury Park, or perhaps 
to the bailiwick of Fimnark in the 
province and diocese of Tromso, AAdiicli 
is situated hetAveen the Arctic Ocean 
and Russian Lapland. With advancing 
years and concomitant loss of appetite 
these flights of gastronomic fancy 
are strangely compounded of pain and 
pleasure. But away Avitli melancholy, 
to quote Milton and Mr. Weller. The 
broad fact remains that uhi tres homines, 
duo gastronomici. Dean Stanley’s failure 
to reach the episcopal bench was, I haA^e 
little doubt, due to his never caring 
hoAv he dined or whether he had dined 
at aU, and the inferiority of the weaker 
sex is amply accounted for by R. L. 
Stevenson’s luminous generalisation that 
women, when left to themselves, almost 
always subsist on tea and cake. As 
Rossini wittily put it, Avoman is a crea- 
ture of l)igh 0 and high Tea. 

But a truce to these preliminary 
meanderings. In gastronomy more than 
anything else it is necessary to cut the 
cackle and come to the dishes. Earliest 
recollections take me }}ack to tlie Scots 
cuisine, Avhich owes much of its refine- 
ment to the French alliance. To quote 
the admirable Orichton-Browne, “Scots 
Avha’ hae wi’ Froissart fed ; ” and ob- 
viously, as Ruskin once remarked in one 
of his rare but engaging flashes of 
merriment, in the important sphere of 
bakery (A7’6* pisLorla) the Land of Oakes 
has always appropriated the Abernethy. 
“We tAva hae paidled in the burn,” 
Burns sweetly sings of his murmuring 
, namesake ; and 1 might echo him Avith 
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THE EYE AS AN AID TO THE EAR. 


Y ouv^ Lady {repealing conversation to deaf old Oentleman), “ Miss Feills says it gave hee 
SUCH A FRIGHT,” 

Deaf Old Gent, “Eh? I didn’t quite ” 

Young Lady. Sues— A — fjrioet!” 

Deaf Old Gent. “ Ah, yes— I agree with you — so she is ! ” 


“ We twa hae guzzled i’ tlie bum.' 
well recall a schoolboy lark when with a 
truant comrade — one of the McGrubers 
of Strath Tuck— we gave our sorrowing 
families leg-bail and camped out for a 
couple of nights in the corries of Quinaig, 
bivouacking in a friendly shepherd’s 
bothy. Our host contributed mushrooms 
and samphire pickle, and the plat of 
the evening — the howplatl as dear old 
MacEootle, my faithful giUie, used to 
call it — was a dish of small brown 
fresh-water halibut, which we caught by 
tickling under banks and stones. (The 
halibut, I need hardly remind votaries 
of Walton, is one of the most ticklish 
fish under the canopy.) They were 
sprinkled with sal volatile from a bottle 
which we had brought along with us, 
they were done slowly over a gas-stove 
with shreds of Bombay Duck which 
McGeuber, whose father was an old 
Indian merchant, had thoughtfully 
stored in his Gladstone bag, and they 
had the inestimable advantage of never 
satiating. My record was just over 700, 
but McGruber, whose equatorial mea- 
surement was greater than mine, more 
than once got into four figures. From 
halibut to BaUyhooley, and thence to 
BaUinahinch and CastleconneU, the transi- 
tion is inevitable, but the salmon of the 
Shannon are inferior to those of the Tay, 
and indeed, for the matter of that, to 
those of the Irwell, which are notorious 
for their iron constitution, and have a 
flavour and colour like nothing else in 
the whole repertory of mundane com- 
estibles. The genuine recipe for making 
the best of an Irwell salmon is as follows : 
You crimp him, on the bank, you plunge 
him into a powerful solution of carbolic 
acid, Condy, ammoniated quinine, men- 
tholpastillesandoldbrandy,and then send 
him by swift messenger, wearing a respi- 
rator, to the nearest Officer of Health. 

Viewed merely as viands, the Irwell 
salmon must yield pride of place to 
those of the Tweed, the Tay and the 
Spey. Of the trout of the Harris Tweed 
I am not in a position to speak, but I 
understand that they have a subdued 
richness which is all their own. Rhine 
salmon is overrated, probably owing to 
the romantic associations of the Lorelei, 
though it is the best of continental fishes, 
the Bosnian pilchard and the Lusitanian 
catamaran alone excepted. But none of 
the foreign trout surpasses in vivacity 
those of the Dolomites, and in particular 
of the Titian country, which are remark- 
able also for their sumptuous colouring. 
I agree with Benvenuto Cellini that 
there is no sauce like a light flavouring 
of salsify and salicylic acid, which is 
also an unrivalled accompaniment to 
second-day sole. But you should never 
tamper with a sole fresh from the sea. 
For six months on end I breakfasted 
daily at Boulogne on a sole — ^not, of 


course, the same sole — sent up straight 
from the brown-sailed fishing-boat, with 
a simple squeeze of the lemon. But this 
is not to be confounded with a lemon sole, 
which is quite another pair of shoes. 

The lemon suggests Lake Leman, the 
trout of Geneva, Swiss watchmakers, 
Waterbury watches, cuckoo-clocks, Dent’s 
chronometers, the Temple classics, and 
other engrossing subjects; but, as the 
great Napoleon said, il faut se homer. 
It is a far cry from Ohillon to Tweed- 
mouth or Alnwick, but a good gastro- 
nomer is capable de tout. Alnwick always 
reminds me of Sir Mountstuart Geaot 
Duff, with whom I once foregathered at 


the Castle over grilled steaks of grilse and 
coUops of venison. Needless to say, he 
was as prodigal of anecdotes — ^may I say 
AJnwickdotes ? — as usual. I remember 
his describing the bathing machines of 
our noble host at AInmouth as Persicos 
apparatus^ which I thought rather neat. 

Much might be said of the woodcock 
of the sea — ^the red mullet — ^with trails 
as luscious as those of the landbirds, of 
the eel pots of Hedsor, of the impropriety 
of dressed crab, of haggis as a mode of 
hardkiri, of the hams of Andalusia, 
and of spatchcocked mongoose 

[Thanks. That will do nicely for the present. 
— Ed.J 
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“ UNFORTUNATELY POSSIBLE.” 


Fhyatcian Friend, “H’m,oakdle both ends again, I suppose! Ah well, we’ll soon get 

OTEE THAT. A MAN IS ETESEE A FOOL OE A PHTSIOIAN AT FOETT, YOU KNOW.” 

Impitient Patient {not at all friendly). “Can’t he be bots9” 


THE HORSE. 

pProm the article on. ihis animal in the 30th 
edition of the Bnoyelopoedia BritanniGa, 2105.] 

It is amusing to think — ^and not xin- 
instructiYe too as a lesson in tke steady 
patience and endurance of man — ^that 
for years, even centuries, before the 
motor-car was invented the horse was 
the principal agent of transit on English 
roads, not only for people but for goods. 
There are still standing numerous old 
houses in England, every stick and 
stone of which were brought thither by 
horse haulage. Perhaps we are apt not 
sufficiently to remember this; but at 
this time, so soon after the occasion of 
the unveiling of the skeleton of the Equus 
dcnnesticus at the Natural History Mu- 


seum, it is well to consider the claims 
which this almost obsolete animal once 
had on the human species. 

A few living horses were still to 
be seen in England until within the 
last year or so. There was one in the 
Zoo and three or four on the estate of 
an eccentric nobleman in the north ; but 
when he died they were allowed to die 
too. A very old man living in Wiltshire, 
who was a blacksmith in his prime, 
can remember as a youth the visit of a 
travelling circus to his village and his 
being cahed in to assist in making shoes 
for the performing horses ; but his 
memory is very indistinct. His impres- 
sion is that these shoes were made in 
the form of crescents and were nailed on 
the creatures’ hoofs ; but the story sounds 
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improbable. There was also living 
until quite recently a centenarian at 
Bridgewater, who recollected hearing 
his hither describe the last race by 
horses for the Derby Stakes. The curious 
thing is that according to this ancient 
man’s testimony the horses at the Derby 
were ridden by little boys in bright 
colours who were tied to their necks. 

Old prints and photographs show the 
horse as a beast not only of draught but 
of burden. Both men and women in 
the barbarous times clung to its mane on 
occasion, but the usual thing was to sit 
in a cart or carriage and be pulled. 
There is, however, a record of some of 
the more hardy of both sexes riding, as 
it was called, for pleasure ; but it is not 
easy for us, who are accustomed to the 
comfortable padded seats of the motor- 
car, to see where the pleasure was to be 
found. When used for draught purposes 
the horse was guided by leathern straps, 
which the driver, or chauffeur as we 
should say, held in his hands and pulled 
to the right or left as the case might be. 
For heavy loads as many as four horses 
might be driven at once. 

As one may suppose, very little safety 
was insured with such a rudimentary 
mode of locomotion, and the records of 
accidents are numerous. In those days, 
a certain remnant of the old retro- 
gressive courtesy stiU existing, it was 
customary for a driver who had knocked 
down a foot-passenger to stop and 
render assistance. With the advent of 
the motor-car and the reorganisation of 
the rights of pedestrians came the 
saving of all time that hitherto had been 
spent in such idle forms of politeness, 
and little accidents to walkers soon 
settled down as a recognised part of the 
day’s routine, of no more account than 
changes in the weather. 

History records that at first some 
resentment was shown by pedestrians 
at the loss of the old thoroughfares 
which for too long they had come to 
look upon as their property, to be shared 
with horses and horse-drawn vehicles; 
but these revolts soon settle themselves, 
and in course of a few years it was 
as natural for the roads to be empty of 
foot-passengers as before it had been for 
them to cluster there. The roads are of 
course for wheels. A man who is so 
eccentric or impecunious as to use his 
feet must find Ins way as he can. 


An Invidious Distinction. 

“To be had of all respectable tobac- 
conists, also from & Co. I/rn., 

Strand.” — Advt. in the ^^Sketoh^ 


Every Little Helps 

“Nurse wanted, good needlewoman, 
to take charge of infant, who wUl help 
in housework.” — Ghureh Times, 
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A BIT BELOW HIMSELF. 

rATOTmm, nr lord . this reminds me. of the glorious 

DOLBLE EVENT OP ’94, LADAS AND THE PEESOERSHIP.” 

Lorn E-b-b-ex. “DON’T MENTION IT!” (Aside) “HOW TACTLESS!” 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Extracted frdm the Diary of Toby, II P. 
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“ORDER, ORDER!”— OUT OE CHAOS 
Tie PEon Alfr-d L-tt-lt-n, in an innings of fifty minutes, makes “ 0, not out.” 


House of Commons, Monday, May 22. 
—Alfred Lyttelton, Secretaiy of ’State 
for tlie Colonies, lias lieat tlie Parlia- 
mentary record. In tlie longest time lie 
lias made the briefest speech ever 
delivered by a Minister of tlie Crown 
standing at the Table of House of 
Commons. It consisted of three words : 

“ The Prime Minister ” 

He followed in due course Leader of 
Opposition, xvlio moved the adjournment 
with intent to extract from Prince Arthur 
definition of liis latest attitude on Fiscal 
Question. C.dh, rising promptly at 
9 0 clock, spoke for twenty-live minutes. 
His address, reasonable in spirit, moderate 
m tone, was in no wise responsible for 
what followed. “ All we want,” he said, 
regarding Prince Arthur with persuasive 
inieii, '‘is a plain simple answer to a 
plain simple question.” 

There was a pause whilst Deputy- 
fePEAKER read terras of motion submitted. I 


All eyes in now crowded House were 
turned upon Prince Arthur, lolling with 
studied negligence on Treasury Bench. 
Naturally expected he would promptly 
rise to reply. It was his affair solely and 
personally He made no move, and 
Lyttelton, appearing at the Table, laid 
on brass-bound box notes of speech to 
preparation of which he had sacrificed his 
dinner. 

A moment of dumb amazement fol- 
lowed. House accustomed by this time 
to Prince Artiiur’s caxuilier ways, his 
airy disregard of precedent and conven- 
tionalities. This too much. Before 
Lyttelton could open his mouth an 
angry roar burst from crowded ranks 
of Opposition. “Balfour! Balfour!” 
they cried. Lyttelton looked round with 
appealing look. Began and ended his 
speech, 

“ The Prime Minister ” he said. 

The roar of “ Bale our rising with 


toniadic force silenced him. He stood 
for full five minutes facing the music. 
liiLLis, custodian of Parliamentary pri- 
vilege, _ rose from hack bench behind 
Oppo^iitioii Leaders. It was the turn 
of tliL- country gentlemen, and they 
sustained their ancient reputation. - 

“ Order, Order ! ” they bellowed, 
“ Ly'itklton I Lyttelton 1 ” 

After vain effort Ellis resumed his 
seat, hoarse and baffled. Might as well 
have shrieked remonstrance to Niagara 
tumbling over its cliff. IjYttelton again 
ajDpeared at the wicket, I^he Opposition, 
having had useful couple of minutes’ 
rest whilst Ministerialists took up the 
shouting, res Limed with fresh vigour. 

- “ Balfour ! Balfour ! ” they shouted. 
Lyttelton stood mute at the Table, with 
elbow resting on brass-bound box, that 
in days gone by Gladstone used to 
thump. 

“ Speak up ! ” shouted Mr. Flavin. 
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“ We can’t hear a won! you are ssaying.” I tins is tlie Motlier of raibainaits . 
Wliich was true. i “ Police ! Police ' respoiulecl ily- P^-^' ^ 

Winston Churchill proposing to offer ! vitli freshened eiiei'gy, as it tne iclea in 

oiilv just occm-reil to limn 
In turn Cousin Cecil and 

- - C"B attempted to mediate. 

The latter added fuel to the 
. > ' ■ ' ^ flame. This incident,” 

^ \ i \ he said, has made quite 

I* - plain—” “Your d 

’ ’ ■ . had manners,” shouted a 

J . ^ . ITiionist, obligingly filling 

r * the sentence. This 

‘ " — X hve^ich of Parliamentary 

' ^ ^ decorum suggested to Mr 

I ^ FniviN an appropriate 









moment for again crying 

. Moud for the police. 

V ^ / ___ y It was ten minutes past 

1 xLi^ rpt^g scene and the 

' ■ ’ shouting had been inccp- 

Shriekiug remonstrance to Niagara. ®aut for fuU thirty minutes. 

Prince Arthur, responding 
(Mr. J-lm Ell-s.) to appeal made by Leader 

of Opposition, rose. His 

a few remarks, the Ministerialists again appearance at the Table was hailed 
took their innings, the Opposition grate- with triumphant shout from the Oppu- 
fully resting. After battling for a while sition. Comparative silence reigned 
with the storm Winston invented a new whilst he deprecated as absurd, unwork- 
procedure in debate. Stepping down to able, the demand tliat he should imine- 
Chair, he bent over the Deputy-Speaker diately follow C.-B. 
and shouted his remarks in his ear. “It is,” he said, “ not consistent with 
This done, he returned to his seat, amid usage or ideas of justice that the criminal 
wild howls from Unionists. in the dock — and that is the situation I 

With the automatic precision of the am supposed to occupy— should offer 
figures alternately issuing from either his defence before he - has heard the 
box to forecast sunshine or storm, whole of the accusation.” 


Lyttelton once more appeared at the 
Table. It turned out to be storm. 


and with fi^ed sickly smile Lyttelton 
surveyed the turbulent scene. Plainly 
no hope of cessation on other terms 
than surrender by Prince Arthur. He, 
with gallant attempt to lighten with 
familiar smile a countenance flushed 
with anger, stretched his slim form with 
affected ease on the Treasury Bench. 

Evidently there was no yielding there. 
Equally plain that the Opposition were 
good for another hour and a half’s 
shouting. x\t midnight relief would 
come by automatic adjournment of tlie 
debate. Meanwhile, in present temper 
o£ House, worse things might happen. 
DEPU^rY-SPEAKER accordingly, citing the 
new rule, declared the sitting suspended 
With a mighty shout the crowded 
assembly leaped up and surged forth 
through the yhainecl glass doors 

“This wiR be a lesson for Arthur,” 
said a jubilant Liberal. 

“ Possibly,” replied a meditative 
Ministerialist. “ But, you see, after all 
he got his own way. You moved the 
adjournment in the lu-ipe of extracting 
from linn a damaging statement. You 
insisted on his making it at a particular 
moment. He declined. Then we had 
a scene that finds parallel only in the 
riot we kicked up when in 1 893 Mr. G. 
proposed to closure the Home Rule Bill. 
And now we are going homo without 
Autpiur’s having saicl a word explanatory 
of his present attitude on the Fiscal 
Question. It’s been a lively game. 
But honours, such as they are, are easy.” 

Bushiesb* (lone.- T^he Mother of Parlia- 
ments goes on the spree. The police 
are called for. 

Wedneffdatj nUjlii.— The other day 
Colonel Wkt.ry, with amiable desire to 
recapture for the Commons its old 


This said, he sat down, and Colonial 
Secretary, with the now familiar auto- 


The Irish Members, taking lead of matic movement, emerged on the scene, 
the performance, gave a new turn to Stood at the box as before. With 
the shouting. A long time since Mr. renewed vehemence a hearing was 
Flavin spent such a happy evening, refused him. 

With recollection of a memorable occa- At end of first half-hour John Burns 
sion when he was carried forth on the suggested, in interest of the dignity 
shoulders of four policemen, his com- of House, that Deputy -Speaker, in 
patriots escorting him singing “God obedience to vStanding Order added 
save Ireland,” the interference of the after the free fight on the Home Rule 
police seemed most appropriate to the BiU, should close the scene by forthwith 
occasion. Accordingly, at the top of a adjourning the House. Lowther (J. W.) 
voice that rose above the whirlwind, admitted his mind had turned in that 
he yelled “Police! Police!.” Another direction, but he was loth precipitately 
Irish Member of military tendency in- to take unprecedented action, 
sisted on sending for the Horse Guards. Another twenty minutes sped ; the 
Charming idea. Nothing so appropriate fingers of the clock pointed to half-past 
for clearing the Chamber as horses ten. The Colonial Secretary once more at 
prancing up and down the gangways, the Table, dumb amid the uproar. For the 
taking the table in their stride. Still fifth time he made his succinct speech. 

another, in mournful voice indicating “ The Prime Minister- ” lie said. 

a sorely. stricken soul, moaned, “And The angry roar burst forth again, 
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1 thk the firdt deliberative Assembly m 
the wurlld?!!” 

(Mr. M-eh-1 Fl-v-n.) 
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‘ The Mother of Farliaments ” as seen on the evenino of May 22, ] 905 ; 
Or, Wanted a “ Dncking-chair for Scolds.” 


difficulty of manipulating the operation. 
Full of resources Welby, as alternative, 
suggested placing in Palace Yard a 
gong, perad venture a trumpet. Or per- 
haps Howaed V'lNTCENT would olDlige. 
His ‘‘Hear! hear!” murmured at the 
psychological moment would, in the 
matter of range, serve all useful purposes 

Balcaeres lingered over the idea of 
the trumpet. So many lion. Members 
would he ready to blow their own. 
That would, of course, meet the objection 
as to cost. On the whole he was not 
encouraging, and Welby, retiring to the 
library, and finding a chair conveniently 
turned up, appropriated it and thought 
of something else. 

Bus'inef>s r/ouc.— Still harping on the 
Budget. 

SOLECISMS. 

SoLiSTRY, or character-reading by the 
lines of the foot, is quite the vogue in 
America, and l)ids fair to outiival the 
attrad ions of Palmistry in this couiitiy. 
Not only by the lines on the sole but by the 
size and shape of the foot can the most 
imexpeded ]iropcnsities lie discovered. 

TIius, according to expert solists, the 
sliort, plump, rosy -toed specimen is 
indicative of an iincout.roliable gaiety 
of disposition alternating with lapid 
gusts of temper, and is gimerally found 
among ladies of the lower-upper and 
upper-middle edasses, though also evident 
in steam laiindiy circles. 

The nervous, sensitive and highly- 
strung foot indicaites indiiTercnco for the 
feelings of others, absence of mental 
calibre, and an insatiable appetite for 
unmerited admiration. This type is 
most frequently found among pubhc 
^-h'lcl-br.y- inspectors of nuisances, and 
A. B. 0. cashiers. 

The square, spreading, flat-footed type 
shows a predisposition for decorum and 


position" as the most ennfortahle Club As the question was put, an animated The square, spreading, flat-footed type 
in London, met with a rebuff. In Com- scene was presented to the mind’s eye. shows a predisposition for decorum and 
mittee of vSnpply he told a moving story A Member of comely proportions — say a tendency to leisure, not to say lethargy, 
of the habit of certain, liappily unnamed, Mabon or Mr. Ceooks — is strolling down This class is confined almost exclusively 
Members who resort to the Library at from his West-End Club. Approaching to diplomatic circles and the police force, 
an early hour, turn up a chair at the the crossing at bottom of Parliament The long, slim, vanishing-pointed foot 
table in*i token ol appropriation of tlie Street he observes the bright fiame that denotes an envious, liystcrical and lepel- 
place, and then go out for a drive in the crowns the Clock Tower, in sign that tlie lent temperament, and tliougli met with 
Park. Without exactly formulating the House is sitting, suddenly suffer a sea in exclusive is generally identi- 

request, he, in his more mellifiuons change, becoming a sickly green, a fied with better-class burglars and R. A. 

tones, suggested it would be a nice raucous red, or a blazing blue. A Bridge-players. 

thing if Lord Baixaeres, as representing division has been called There are The gnarled, rugged, corrugated 
the First Conmiissioner of Woiks, would still three minutes before the doors are description ivvcals tliat ils owner is 
take an occasional stroh round the locked. Can he manage it ? the dupe of his party and easily pre- 

Library, removing these fraudulent evi- He will at least try. Bdiold M vbon, judiced in his own favour, and is usually 
deuces of pegged-oiit claims. ^ ^ with Mr. Crooks a good second, bolting limited to rural deans, motor-bus drivers. 

The noble Lord rather curtly dismissed across the roadway to the danger of his and toy-dog fanciers, 
the suggestion. To-day ^yELBY comes life, taking Palace Yard with a hop, skip The" pugnacious, excital fie and expk)- 
up smiling, with another bright idea. and jump,, rushing upstairs, bounding sive foot shows an undeveloped tendency 
“Why not,” he asks, “arrange to across the central Lobby and just finding to colour blindness, and a weakness for 
change the colour of the light on the the door closed in his face. oysters and flash, jewellery, and though 

Clock Tower as soon as a division is The prospect is alluring. But Bal- widely distril)uted among materfami- 

declared, so as to inform Members carres has no imagination. Business of liases of all classes is Ireqxiently evident 

approaching the House that a division the Board of Works could not be carried in boot-strikers and umpires of the 
is about to take place? ” on if he had. Talked about cost and national game. 
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OPERATIC NOTES. 

Monday, May 22. — The very biggest and most brilliant sugge.sting comparison betvreen cocotte and rjrUette, serves 
House of the season Tip to present date. Eich and rare were as a strong relief to the sympathetic, amiable, loving 

the gems that everybody but wanvard Mini), wlio, but for her complacency, might 
who possessed them, even have been a liappdy maiTied boinrjeohc. With Madame 
i ^ for this occasion only, wore, Melba in tliis paid \ill opera-goers* aie by now familiar, 

I contrast between but rarely, if ever, lias she been in more perfect voic?, or 

[i ^ misery and squalor of given a better impersonation of the character tlian to-night. 

JuKgt M the attic story of La Bohhne The calls after eveiy Act were overwhelming, but no 
lu^urji^aud mag- eneore-i were to some exacting persons, 

R^^IE the ^audience 

mencement tliere was not a box^emby, \ 

hiiiiiseli, in most ' flonrishing condition.' Tlie nien 
and the result was all that coaid bo desired by the 

Signor C.uidso was at his very hest to-night, and hU 

his rendering of “C/ii son? Sono vn foeta," was ^ ^ ^ 

magnificent, the great effect with which he startled 

the house and evoked ananimous enthusiasm being ' , q , .. 

obtained without the slightest appearance ol effoi-t. Aleludoio-Dufiidie, Marcello-Kootti, Musetta-Parkina, Sdmunanl-Gililieit.. 

And what a costume, wJiat a make-up, what a seedy 

ont-at-elbows •mi'^piciou-'-lmiking Leicester vSqnare refugee is no doubt: but very wise action on the part of the artistes, 
this Bohemian poet, this unkempt rhapsodist, in whose awm?u* By the way, the repetition in the Third Act of the effect 
with the accommodating grlsetle, Minii, Murger lias so created in the First, liy the pair of lovers Mnni and Rodolfo 
interested us that we weep when they weep, laugh when they walking off the stage and finishing their duet outside, seems 
laugh, and ^villingly condone their lack of principle, tlieir to suggest a 
laziness, and happy-go-lucky conduct, as representing the lack of inven- 
tricks and inanners of a set of amusing “ irresponsibles ” lion in stage 
characteristic of the Qn artier Latin in the early part of last 

Are not M. Giuhert as the musician Bcliannard, Signor with Eoyalties 
Sco™ as Mcurdlo the painter, and M. Journ-rt as Oolline andamostdis- ^ 

the philosophic and literary gent, all perfect in their separate t i n g ii i s h e d £jj | 

pictures of these jovial impecunious “good fellows,” to whom company, was 

/ ingly sung by Miss same night, 

/ \ Parkina, with in “Another 

temper, Place” that 

her slyness, lier would have / 

^ — » avarice, her caprice, disgraced even Carmen’s Voice of Destinn-y. 

^ coquetry, and good the traditions “No cards (worth, mentioning). ‘‘Friends at a 

Mr.WhitehmasEseamillo,aTorrey-adoressmg natme, constituting of.'anjorgie iu -iistonos will kindly accept this mtouation ” 
an enthusiastic>eetmg. a character whicli, the jeai^v te de^Boh erne. 




“Nous voici encore ' 0 inoii p’dt cliou ' ” 

Alcindoio-Dufiiclie, Marcello-Soottl, Musetta-Parkina, Scliaunai*d-Gilibeit. 


His Majesty, 




Carmen’s Voice of Destinn-y. 

“No cards” (worth, mentioning). “Friends at a 
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Taeuliuj . — Good Louse, not equal to Moiida\'’s. Richter 
conducting Wagnerian Tannhdubev grandly ; orchestra 
perfect as ever. Quite a queenly Bess is Frau Wittich as 
Elisabeth^ singing perfectly and well meriting enthusiastic 
call at the end of the Second Act. Frau Reintl as Venus 
would not on this occasion have received the golden pippin 
from Paris, or from London, as a reward of the iii*st class. 
Herr BruRi^vY as tlie knightly, or one night ordy, Tannhduserj 
is not all our fancy would have painted linn. On the 
other hand, as Wolfmitt, Herr V.tN ItooY acts and sings mag- 
niticently ; a right Rooyal performance. Fraulein Altehst as 
the shepherd, Khi Hivt, is heard to greatest advantage ; it is a 
small part, hut she would he Hirt indeed Avere no mention 
made of her. As to Herr Hinckley, his Bermami is digni- 
fied, and his singing leaves nothing to he desired, except that 
he shouhl repeat his success on another occasion. 

Wednesdaif. --Ciinnen Mile Hestinn is not destined to 
make us forget Calve. Sings AA’ell, hut lacks the “go’’ and 
deA'ilry essent ial to tlie reckless Spanish gipsy. M. Dalaiores 
IS a hrst-rate Don Jom\ his singing splendid, his acting good. 
The better this part is played the worse it is for this weak 
iiitatuated character of the drama. Mile. Donalda as the com- 
paratively colourless Micaela makes the hit of the evening. 
In Act III. her charming voice seems to liaA^e gained fresh 
vigour from the bracing climate of the heights, and the audience 
is braced up to eiitluisiasin by the mountain air which she 
sings so delightfully. M. Gilibert & Cie. are all as lively and 
as dramatical] \' amusing as ever, and the perfonnance of the 
orchestra under Mess.vger — some way under him — is of course 
hrst-rate. We do not as yet notice any further announcement 
of Don Pasquafe. Wouldn’t the King of Spain like to see 
this gem? 


AN ENGLISH NAME FOR CHAUFFEURS. 

Monsieur le RfDAOTEiTi, — On dit que vous avez riiabitude, 
vous autres Anglais, toutes les fois qn’il a^ous arrive d’ein- 
prunter aux etraiigers quelque chose cTutile, d’y approprier 
un 110m national et paiticidier. Ainsi notre Pas\le Calais se 
A"oit-il anglicise — de nion plein gre —sons la forme cle Straits 
of Dover. De meine, la cloture, nom beni, se transforme, 
sumant votre idiotisme, en closure, et Vautomohlle, iiiA^'ention 
franvaise, se traduit assez coiwenableinent en inoior-car. 
Pourquoi clone, Monsieur, ne pas clonner aux chauffeurs, une 
fois pour toutes, le titre honorable de scorchers, que 
aATz, dll reste, d^ja sous la main^ 

Agreez, Monsieur le Redacteur, &c., 

Auguste Franckiis. 


Hore Cases of Commercial Candour. 

(Ij At the East Barnet Valley Urban Council a letter was 
received from a Farm Dairy to the effect that “they had 
understood that a constant water supply would be proAuded 
in the district. They had been anxiously waiting, and would 
be glad to knoAv wRen they could expect it.”— Ra 7 *nefc Times. 

( 2 ) From a Bon Marche Catalogue : — 

‘‘22 Pairs of Superior Tan G-lace Bar Shoes. 

Sale price, IO 5 . 9d. ; were 6s. lid.” 


‘‘A Little Learning,’^ &c. 

It seems that a gentleman at the Parliamentary Bar recently 
twittid a brothp barrister with having “roared as gently as 
a sncking-doA^e,” and was reported as having said “suckincy- 
pig. ^The learned comments of the Eolkestone Express upon 
this mischance are Avorth preserAung. “I think,” says that 
journal, “it served him right for using such a metaphor 
Doves are not mammalia, nor do they ‘ roar.’ ” Poor poor 
Shakspeaee ! ’ ^ 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Encouraged by the welcome accorded to the Letters of a 
Diplomat's Wife, Saiith, Elder issue a new- A^olume, beino- 
Italian Letters of a Diplomat's Wife. They make pleasaiit 
reading, but lack the personal and historic interest pertaining 
to the first series when, as the wife of the French Ambassador 
Mine. Waddington Ausited Russia and Avas j)resent during the 
stirring times that followed the assassination of the CVvr and 
the enthronement of his successor. Wlioii, in 1880, she 
Ausited Italy, her hushand had ahead}' gone into retirement 
from Ministerial life. On her later tour she Avas a AvidoAv, 
and when she A\^ent to St. Peter’s to Avitiioss the (‘eromoiiy of 
the AnniATrsary of the Pope she “took her cdianca^ in the 
Church Avith the ordinary sightseers,” and, Avorse than aU, 
“Avoreashort cloth skirt,” an untoAvard circumstance, con- 
sciousness of which for her marred the beauty of the spectacle. 
As in the former Avork, tlie reader is frecpiently taken into 
confidence on the subject of Madamo’s froc-ks, details doubt- 
less interesting to the family circle to Avliicli tlie letters were 
originally addressed. She records duiiiig one night in Rome 
to meet a Cardinal. “ When I came downstairs to dinner I 
found aU the ladies with lace fichus oi* boas 011 their shoulders, 
and I was told that I aatis quite incorrecfi., that, one couldn’t 
appear decoUetee in a Cardinal’s ])reseiictL” It is aatII to 
know that, and gratifying to mere humaiiily to learn that 
after dinner the Cardinal had his hand at Bridge. My 
Baronite gets a pretty glimpse of an old friend In another 
chance reference “The young MarCu'sa Rudini {nee 
L\BouonERR) looked charming as a Avliite and silvtn- butterfly, 
and danced beaiitifull^L” There is soiiit‘lhing ineonmuinicaldy 
alluring in the idea of our L.vbi>w becoming the father-in-law 
of an Italian Marquis. 


Few foreigners know Home Life in Franco l)(fiter than 
Miss BETiiAM-EDWAims. The result of her ohsiavaiion and 
study will be found in a colh^clioii of ])aj)i'rs published by 
Miotuen under that title. Soiiu' my Baroiiit(‘ has met before 
in magazines. The oircumslaiici', only adtls jdtusiire to 
renewal of acquaintance. Tlieiu is luu-dly a, subject, from 
the Baby to the Tngo de Piiix, from the vSl'ngle Lady to the 
Conscript, from Brides and Brid (‘grooms to Wives and 
Mothers, that is not dealt Avitli in a/chatty. In (' a-n-ing Avay. 
The chajiter on housekeeping is p('culiarly interesting just 
now, not only to heads of families hut to j){)litic*ians, as 
imdesignedly throwing light on tlie induonci^. of Protection 
upon so prosaic a matter as the cost of daily living. 


'Mid the Thick (IIodder and Rtougiiton) is a Iwely 

account of doings and sayings in London scutioty, touched 
with tragedy in Paris and inyslery in (laliforuia.' Mr. Max 
Pemberton’s skit on the (jrandes danios c)f London sociidy and 
the feeble folk, the conies, Avho diiilca* round some of them, 
is entertaining. The mystery that mulerlies Quentin Caird's 
first marriage and breaks up his home, is, pcrhaiis designedly, 
increased by the fact that it 
is not very clearly explained. 

My Baronite to this day cannot 
make out the story of the first 
wife, or understand Avhy, when 
he wanted to get home to his 
second wife, Quentui was kid- 
napped, drugged, and carried 
off in a convenient sailing ship 
Avith three masts and a melo- 
dramatic captain. But that 
only gives pause for thinking, 
and novel-readers like to think 
they are thinking. 
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CHARIVARIA. 

The Baltic Fleet, it is true, lias been 
annihilated. Still, as the Russians point 
out, it was a fine feat to have taken it all 
the way to the place of execution without 
mishap. 

Admiral Rozhdestvensky chose the 
anniversary of the Czar’s Coronation 
Day on which to engage the enemy, and 
he would probably have won had it not 
been for the fact that the same date was 
unfortunately also the birthday of the 
Empress of Japan. A faulty Intelligence 
Department again ? 

The Russians have their hands full 
enough without any additional worries. 
Much relief is therefore felt in St 
Petersburg that the report that, previous 
to the fight, the Baltic Fleet had sunk 
an American ship off Formosa should 
have turned out to 
be incorrect. It was 
only a British ship 

Meanwhile, the 
Czar, it is said, has 
pluckily resolved 
that his subjects 
shall continue the 
struggle. 

Does War serve a 
purpose ? is a ques- 
tion which is often 
asked. It has now 
been satisfactorily 
answered. “The 
struggle in the Far 
East,” we read, 

“has provided 
Messrs. C. T. Brook Co. with one or 
two ideas for the firework season.” 

In cx'icketing circles some surprise is 
expressed that not so much notice was 
taken in Tokio of the Test Match as was 
taken in London of a similar event which 
occurred about the same time near Japan. 

The 2ad Volunteer Battalion of the 
Notts and Derbyshire Regiment lias 
received a present of a Der})yshire ram, 
but this must not be taken as an indica- 
tion that the Regiment is not so good at 
the Butts as it should be. 

While the Tunbridge Wells volunteer 
fire-brigade was giving a demonstration 
last week, a spark from the steamer set 
fire to a hay-stack. IJie hay-stack was 
destroyed, but the fire-engine escaped 
without damage. _ 

Since ‘the announcement that Mr. 
George Alexander is to he paid £250 
a week for playing the Prodigal Son at 
vrnry Lane, the management, we hear, 


lias ])een inundated witli offer.s from 
actors who are willing to do it for less. 

With reference to an accident wliich 
occurred during the motor-car trials in 
the Isle of Man, when a car drove into 
a house, we are infonned that it was not 
the chauffeur s fault, as lie sounded lus 
horn three times 


Dr. OsLER has arrived, and all persons 
over a certain age are trying to look as 
young as possible. 


A Brixton publican is said to possess 
a complete set of the buttons of the 
British Army. There is a strong sugges- 
tion of many violent ejectments about this 
statement which we trust is unfounded 

It has been asserted once more, and 
this time by the Spectator^ that women 
have less sense of humour than men. 



THE REVIVAL OF THE FITTEST. 

TiiE Meunaid I-iepert(a'y Theatre liaf>. 
arranged to suffer a sea-duinge during 
the hot weather, and no more perlorm- 
ances wdll he given till early in Septem- 
ber The autumn season will include 
the production of the new play to be 
chosen by the Committee of the Play- 
goers’ Club; also Webster’s Duchebs of 
Malfi, Congreve’s Love for Lore, and a 
new verse play by Mr. Lawrence Binyon. 
These will he followed by a complete 
cycle of the English historical plavs of 
SlI IKSPEARE. 

Mr. Phiijp Carr has merited well of a 
rather torpid public with his reproduc- 
tions of Old English plavs. Mr. 
Gilbert’s Palace of Truth, wuth wdiich 
liis season closed on Saturday, wtis 
perhaps a little affected by association 
with a more venerable antiquity. Cer- 
tainly it had an old-fashioned air, which 
possibly accounted 
tor a somewhat 
amateiinsh tone in 
the acting of the 
very intelligent cast 
which interpreted 
its^ delightfully 
whimsical fancies. 

Mr. Punch wishes 
Mr. Carr, for his 
future enterprise, 
the full success 
wliich he has set 
himself s) honestly 
to deserve. 


WllAT FT MKIUT COME TO IP PEOPLE CARRY FiRE-ARMS FOR 1>E A0\1NST MOTORISTS. 


Our own impresbion is that they have 
more, the reason being that they know 
they look their best wlieii smiling. 

Turkey has ordered, in France, a 
torpedo-boat destroyer, three gunboats, 
two transports, and artillery fittings ; 
and it is rumoured that, as soon as these 
are delivered, the Slltan intends to put 
out his tongue at the Czar. 

Nervous playgoers are now venturing 
out again. The epidemic of Hamlet is 
almost over — thanks to isolation having 
recently been enforced. 

Cfiose upon the report of a plague 
of flies comes the announcement that 
London is shortly to be invaded by 
motor-cabs. 

Complaint has been made at a vestry 
meeting of a certain parish that the 
vicar’s sermons are too short. Cer- 
tainly the Day of Rest loses half its 
meaning if people are to have their 
sleep curtailed. 


EDITORS. 

[“Editors, behind 
their officialism, are 
human just like other 
folks, for they lldiik and they vork, they laugh 
and they play, they many-- just as* others 
do Tlie best of them are brimful of human 
nature, sympathetic and kindly, and full of 
the zest of life and its merry ways .” — Round 
A hovt.'] 

To look at, the ordinary editor is so 
like a human being that it takes an 
expert to tell the difference. 

When quite young they make excel- 
lent pets, hut for some strange reason 
people never confess that they have 
editors in the house. 

Marriage is not uncommon among 
editors, and monogamy is the rule rather 
than the exception. 

The chief hobby of an editor is the 
coUectioii of stamped addressed en- 
velopes, which are sent to liiin in large 
nmnbers. No one knows why he should 
want so many of these, hut we believe 
he is under the impre««ion that by col- 
lecting a million of T’.ieiii he will be abfe- 
to get a child into some liospital.l* [ ' 

Of course in these enlightened daj-S 
it is illegal to shoot editors, while- to 
destroy their young is tantamount 'td 
murder. 
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~ ~ ~ ~ contrast to tlie patient methods of the Surrey professor. He 

MULTUNI EX PARVO. remains for not more than six overs, but in that time, bv 

(T)cd,eate>l ,nfh eam,.Uments to the <■ Daihj Mail's" War yeicsErhtor.) ^ display of unparalleled temerity, he helps himself to a 
' m 1 -iv . 1 * f Tinlhj Mnil in pxtractinfi- century. Then the English tail comes in and curls up, 

maUm- fir thflS^S^^^^^ leaving to carry out his unbeaten hat for a round 

mSire cib^^ of the_ Russian do.en of runs. 


Xaw, and supplementing this in its next issue 


longer exegesis based on\\drairal Togo’s brief despatches, is 
not vrithout parallel. Limits of space preclude us from gii mg 


rdtli a still Desperate Tactics. 


The sun is stiU high in the sultry heavens, and much may 
eventuate before it sets. The Australians, after their brilliant 


more than a few miserly extracts from the connnents of an attacking movement, are in a position to assume the defensive 
\frican "contemporary on its Special Correspondent’s cabled ^nd compel their opponents to take the field. Thither the 
reports of the First Test Match. English repair with flashing eyes, set teeth and clenched 


reports ot the r irst iest iViatcii. 

From the ‘Tgvxda Weeklt Sportshan” of May 30. 

London, May 29. 6.0 p.i^r. 

First Test Match. Perfect weather. England all out 196. 
Australia, 125 for 1 wicket.— Our Special Coirespondent. \ 


fists (opened only to receive the ball). Desperate remedies are 
needed if they are to retrieve their opening errors ; and it 
would be no matter for surprise if MLvcl.vren should prove 
to have adopted the tactics of the famous old Hambledon 
Club in its match against All England in the year 1781, 


The news which we give to-day from a correspondent for ^^^hen the body-bruisers were put on to^ disorganise the 
whose trustworthiness wt can vouch will furnish a dramatic enemy’s nerves and prepare the way for the insidious 
surprise to those who imagined that the Australian team had lobster. The conditions would not be alisolutely parallel, 
not yet finished coaling at Port Said. The fight is still in since over-arm bowling had not been invented at tlie time of 
prooress —indeed the above exclusive dispatch was sent off that historic contest, but was first conceived about 1785, 
])efore close of play on the first day ; hut everything already and, after fierce opposition on the part of the old under-hand 
points to an overwhelming victory for the Cornstalks. school, was revived in 1805, the very year of Nelson’s 

Details are wanting, hut from’ the graphic, if terse, state- glorious triumph at Trafalgar. To Jessop, therefore, with 
inent of our correspondent on the subject of meteorological ^ig levin-bolts, and Hirst with his fish-like deviators, would 
conditions, and from the fact that England took first knock, assigned the task of reducing the Australians to pulp 
we derive 'strong, though not absolutely conclusive, evidence and so letting in Bosanquet and Ins googlies. 
that the English captain won the toss. “ Perfect weather,” in Historic Message. 

''a certain place” that shaU be nameless, spells perfection in Strategy, however, is met by strategy, courage by courage, 

the wicket, and a colossal score would therefore he naturahy each "batsman Darling, no doubt, would despatch a 
expected. That hope was doomed to be dashed from the waiter with an iced drink and this message, to he 

very outset ; so easy is it ior an initial disaster to shake the ]n the ringing tones of a Mynn or a Ltllywhite : 

confidence of an ill-compacted congeries, brought togethei u that (counting tlie enemy) ; though they out- 

for the first time, and totally lacking in that machme-hke ]^y eleven to one, let each man hit through 

unity of spirit which is bred of habitual cohesion them. A victory is very essential for Australia at this 

The Start is Disastrous. ^ ^ moment.” The magnetic appeal of this last sentence would 

Fry and Hayward would, no doubt, open the innings, and be irresistible , and by the time when our correspondent’s 
the former, before his eye was in, would probably succumb despatch wns sent off the Antipodeans had laid the founda- 
for the paltry total of 0 to one of Howell’s off-leg breaks tions of victory on a bed of adamant and concrete, 
coming, or else going, with one or other of his arms, jfot till details of the final result reach us shall wt. he in 
Maciaren, his nerves unstrung by this catastrophe and the a position to state the actual margin by wliieh victory will 
strain of his duties as captain, would almost certainly put have been won. And indeed, when one recalls the miraculous 
his leg in front of the first straight hall: while Tyldesley, recovery made by the Orleans Ulul) when playing against 
with a reflex spasm of Lancastrian loyalty, would follow suit. I Zingari in the thiideenth year of the Second Empire, one 
Jackson, still under the influence of his South African hesitates to claim prophetic infallibility even as to the broader 
expeidences, would return Cotter’s first cannon-ball ^ to the lines of the issue. It may end in a draw. It may end in a 
bombardier who delivered it : and Hirst, over-anxious to victory for England. In cricket all things are possible, 
avenge the honour of Yorks, would be immediately taken on " 

the Pavilion tiles and burst his great heart. ^ c, tt -xxt a >» t,. ^ a 

. ^ . From the “Uganda Weekly Sportsm.vn of June 6. 

A British Rot. ^ . . .... r on p 

Itis^'eutofewtopicturetheapaUingfeatures^^ First Test, Matc-l,. (Voat Victoy r,v by 213 runs. 


rot. The iterated crash of the blood-red sphere among the . -rirst lest iviatcii. Urcat victory lor irnguind ny ' 

brass-topped timbers ; the parabolic flight of the splintered by dACiKSON to make 40^ runs in hourSj 

bails; the sickening thud of the straight - flung leather pF’^-ys for a draw.— Our /S/iectaZ 
impinging on the interposed pad ; the heaven-high bounding (Here followfi full ftcore.) 

of the Marsupial as he pouches the driven missile ere it fn lls Th 


of the Marsupial as he pouches the driven missile ere it falls The picture of the First Test Match which was recon- 
to earth ; the abortive return of champion after champion structed in our last issue from the infonnation furnished by 
from the fatal crease; the shaken moral of the incoming such news as was then availalflc x:)roves to have been sub- 
batsman; the sullen m>Tiad roar of infuriated spectators; stantiaUy correct; and our prediction that a victory for 
the maddened questionings of those behind the bowlers’ England was possible has been verified to the letter. But 
screens who can see nothing of what is going on— these are with the full score l)eforc us (and our readers) w^e are enabled 
the incidents of every British rot on home soil, and they can to make good the few gaps in our previous narrative, 
only be imagined by those— like the present writer— who why 0. B. failed to Score. 

have n^ei witnessed them statement that Fry made no runs is shown to be 

T^ Croucher to^ the Rescue. accurate, but the fresh news cabled by our correspondent 

Hayward, alone maintaining his habitual sangfroid, would throws a new light upon the cause of his failure. Various 
now, after batting cor:^tly at the rate of one run per hour, theories may be advanced to explain the absence of both Fjby 
be joined by Jessop. The latter’s style affords a remarkable and Hirst : (1) That they were not invited to play ; (2) that, 




A WELCOME INYASION. 

Shade of Quef-n Elizabetii. “ ODDS MY LIFE ! A KING OF SPAIN IN ENGLAND ! AND EIGHT 

COUSINLY ENTREATED WITHAL!” 



Jlxk 7, 1005.] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CECARIVARL 


40] 



Former “Hullo, Jim, not cjot a job yet* How’s that?” 

J nn {lilio never iiuuld irorli, and liar^ heeii stiuhjnuf the Vneinploijed Qnefiiion tn an old neuspapn*). “ Well, Sir, how c.vn you EXiEcr he 
TO TAKE THE BREAD OUT OF THE MOUTHS OF SO MANY POOR STARVIN’ PEOPLE?” 


being iiivitecl, tliey declined ; (M) tliai, tlirougli inadvertence, 
they forgot to put in an appearance; (-1) that they Avere 
physically indisposed ; (5) that tlie omission of tlieir names is 
due to a clerical error on the pait of our cor resx)on dent. 
This last may be dismissed as unthinkalde. 

A Modern Codringfcon. 

The great victory at Nottingham (for there is no longer any 
obligation to keep secret the scene of operations) may be aptly 
described as Jai'KSon’s Navarino. Tdic exploits of other niein- 
beis of the eleven command our admiration : but to the C-ap- 
tain, to the controlling spirit that shaped their individual efforts 
into one cohesive whole (i^ery essential m a team in which, as 
was ixjinted out in our last issue, the inherent elements oJ* 
unity were sadly to seek) must be accorded the largest palm. 
Divided Counsels. 

The second innings of the Australians affords a crushing 
proof of the dangers of a bifurcate plan of action. Two courses 
were open to them, either to play for a draw, or to go for 
the runs. The mot eVordre, as our correspondent shows, was 
to play for a draw. Yet we find two of their batsmen stumped, 
evidently in an attempt to force the pace. The English, on 


the other hand, had hut one single object in view : to get 
tlieir oiJponents out. Concentration is of tlie A^ery essence 
of right strategy, wdietlier in leal or mimic AARirCare. 

Heart-rending Scenes. 

The feelings of the beaten team may be readily pictuied 
by tbe expert. Crestfallen and sick at liearl, some openly 
bite the dust, Avliich alAA^ays collects even on the best of 
pitches after a tliree-days’ match ; otheis erupt to the Bridge 
from which the ground lakes its title and fling tliemselves 
into the Trent, AAduch is not to bo confused Avith the irnuc of 
tbe famous Council of that name Hesciie parties put out from 
both shores, Avliile Darljno, himself preserving his aplonih in 
the general debacle^ addresses his dripping comrades Avilh 
these words of memorable irony : “ Dry rot is the best ! ” 
The Bubber a Moral Certainty for England. 

Practically the news which Ave publish to-day means the 
disappearance of the Australians as a factor to be reckoned 
with in this season’s Tests. England’s course is plain. She 
has only to draw the remaining four matches and slie wins 
the rubber. This she can easily achieve by consistently 
bowling wide of the leg-stump. 0. S. 


i 


I 
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Tlie Wood is rushing to my head, 
Taero Myake ; 


LONDONIANA. 

By Jack o’ London. 


THE BALLAD OF TARRO MYAKE. 

{After Te7mys^o}}''s '"Ballad of Oi-irtiia 
You challenged one and all to fight, 
Taero ]\Iyake ; 

I took your challenge np one night, 

T vERt' Myake ; 

They advertised it left and right, 
Thousands appeared to see the sight, 
Tarr<j Myake ; 

Mv prospects were considered bright, 
Taero Myake. 

A model I of manly grace, 

T.VEEO Myake ; 

Yours seemed a pretty hopeless case, 
Taero Myake, 

Awhile "we danced around the place. 
Then closed and struggled for a space, 
Taero Myake, 

And you were down upon your face, 
Tarro Myake. 

Oh, I Tvould make you give me best, 
Tarro Myake. 

A thrill of pride inspired my hreast, 
Tarro Myake. 

Then you were sitting on my chest. 

Your knee into my gullet pressed, 

Tarro Myake ; 

AVas this the way to treat a guest, 

Tarro Myake ? 

You ’ve got me by the neck, and oh, 
Tarro Myvke, 

There is no rest for me below, 

Tarro My^ake. 

You ’re right upon my wind, you know ; 
I ’ll! suffocating fast, and so, 

Tarro Myake, 

You ’ve beaten me ; now let me go, 
Tarro Myake. 

0 breaking neck that will not break ! 
Tarro Myake ! 

0 yellow face so calm and sleek, 

Tarro Myake ! 

Thou sinilest, but thou dost not speak ; 

1 seem to have waited here a week, 

Tarro Myake. 

What wantest thou? AVhat sign dost seek, 
T.VRRO Myake ? 

AYhat magic -word your victim frees, 
T.VRRO Myake ? 

What puts the captive at his ease, 

Tarro Myake ? 

‘ Touche f ' Enough,’ or ‘If you please,’ 

I keep on trying you with these, 

Tarro Myake ; 

Alas ! I have no Japanese, 

TAvrro Myake, 

I am not feeling very well, 

Tarro Myake. 

(They should have stopped it when you 
fell, 

Tarro Myake.) 

Oh, how is it you cannot tell 
I am not feeling very well, 

Tarro Myake ? 

What is the Japanese for “ H — ! ” 

Tarro Myake ? 


Tliink kindly of me when I ’m dead, 
Tarro Myake. 

What ivas it that your trainer said ? 
“Paf ticke upon the (jroiitid instead ! 
Taero Myake * 

There . . there . . now help me into bed, 
I T.y?Ro Myake. 

i Somewhere beside the Southern sea, 

I Taero Myake, 

I walk, I dare not think of thee, 

Tarro Myake. 

All other necks 1 leave to thee, 

My own ’s as stiff as stiff can be, 

T-Uiro Myake ; 

Mv collar ’s one by twenty-three, 

Tarro Myake 1 


‘‘THE WORLD’S APPEAL FOR 
PEACE.’’ 

Mr. Punch is anxious that it should not 
be thought that the remarks of eminent 
men, published by the Daily Chronicle 
under the above lieading, exhaust the 
opinions obtainable on the subject. By 
means of N-rays, wireless telegraphy, 
and other resources of science, he has 
put himself in a position— unknown to 
the contributors — to tickle the ears of 
the groundlings Avith similar communica- 
tions. 

Mr. J. Chamberlain. “As a missionary 
of peace I am ready at any time for a 
raging, tearing propaganda in its in- 
terests. I should he willing for the next 
election to be fought solely on this ques- 
tion and no other. The war should be 
stopped- and by force if necessary. Why 
not tax Russian recruits, and other raw 
material ? ” 

Mr. A. J. Balfour. “ Why blame the 
combatants? Retaliation is one of the 
strongest instincts of our nature. And 
observe — it is quite a different thing 
from Protection against consequences.” 

Mr. G. B. Fry. “ The war is a crime 
against Sport. The Great Powers should 
compel an armistice until after the final 
test match.” 

Sir Alfred Hamnsicorth. “I must de- 
cline to state my opinion I have no 
sympathy with the catch-halfpenny ways 
of new journalism.” 

Mr. W. T. Stead. “ J am not sure if 
the Theatre of War is on my list, but it 
doesn’t matter : even without visiting it 
I am sure I could go on condemning it 
for fifty years or so, as [ Iiave done 
before in similar cases.” 

Sir Oliver Ijodge. “If nothing else 
will stop the fighting I will lecture on 
it three times a day until further notice.” 

Admiral Togo (Jby cable). “Peace quite 
unnecessary. Can see nothing to fire 
at.” 


(With achioicledgments to “ T. P ’s Wee\ly ”j 

Many of my readers who are interested 
in London have written to ask me 
whether the rates were always as high 
as they are to-day. The answer is pro- 
bably “No,” for the question of rising 
rates in London is by no means so new 
as people suppose. I read in Mrs. 
CowDEN Clarke’s excellent work on 
Shakespeare that the poet used the 
■words “rate” and “rated” some fifty 
times ill his plays — a sure sign that he 
had the subject on his mind, and, 
according to Smith’s Booh for a Eainy 
'Week, Dr. Johnson grumbled at the 
parish charges levied against him for 
the repair of Fleet Street (where lie 
once took a walk), while BosweU;, his 
biographer, curiously enough, echoed 
his sentiments. vSmith says that he was 
at his barber’s one wet day when the 
younger Boswell related the facts as he 
was having liis hair cut. The story 
runs that Boswell the elder called upon 
the Great Sham of English Literature 
(as Johnson was nicknamed by his 
friends), and found him fuming with 
rage after an interview with the rate- 
collector. With his customary acumen 
Bosweix perceived the state of things at 
a glance. “ Do you not think, Sir,” he 
asked the Doctor, “that 8,s‘. Id. in the 
pound is a very high rate to pay?” 
“No, Sir,” replied Johnson, “I do not 
think so. I know it.” “I am glad, 
Sir,” replied Boswell, “ to have your 
corroborative testimony. I have thought 
so for a long time. Now I know it.” 

The suliject of rates suggests to me 
that of Kings way, the street which is to 
connect the Strand wdth Holborn liy a 
cutting through a district fragrant with 
interest for the perambulating Londoner, 
Kingsway is very happily named, for 
its northern extremity is only a few 
minutes by ’bus from King’s Cross, and 
within about four stones-throws of the 
King’s Lilirary, which was presented to 
the nation by one of the Georoes. Close 
to the middle of Kingsway stood No. 743, 
Great Queen vStrcct'--- probably the most 
historic spot in London. ''Fhe hearthstone 
of the sitting-room is the identical slab of 
granite used as an altar by the Arclidruid 
during the reigns of the Raxon monarolis 
Edwin and Anoelina (a.d 213-268). Dur- 
ing the thirteenth century a house was 
built to protect tlic stone, and this liouse 
was occupied at a later date by Charles 
Dickens, a well-known Victorian novelist, 
one of whose works, TZ/e Mystery of PJduiin 
Thni'id, was woven round its traditions. 
From anotlier house hard by, Huntley 
and Palmer, the joint authors of Eat to 
lAve and Ijcarn, published the first of 
their popular series of Reading Biscuits. 
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The main approach to Kingsway from 
the south is by Waterloo Bridge — origin- 
ally called Waterlow, from the fact that 
most of it was built when the Thames 
was at low tide. The main approach 
from the other direction is Oxford Street, 
which was named after Oxford, the 
whiner of the first inter-varsity boat-race, 
by way of consolation to Cambridge the 
loser. 


THE TRIUMPH OF YOUTH. 

Wiir should music enjoy the monopoly 
of precocious talent ^ This is a question 
which until recently occupied a good 
deal of attention in scientific circles, but 
it is satisfactory to learn that a series of 
experiments are now in progress which 
will, it is believed, conclusively vindicate 
the claims of youth in a variety of other 
callings. 

Amongst the names of tliose recently 
appointed to be King’s Counsel will be 
noticed that of Mr. Odo Chick. Mr. Chick, 
who is not yet twelve, has not been called 
to the Bar, and his promotion has caused 
a certain amount of surprise and even 
resentment amongst sticklers for the 
rigid observance of legal etiquette. 
Happily the Lord Ch\noellor is not one 
of those who takes a pedantic view of 
his obligations. The experience of recent 
years, moreover, is entirely in favour of 
the innovation ; for, if it is legitimate to 
elevate to the Bench a barrister who has 
no piactice worth speaking of, only a 
very modest extension of the principle is 
required to justify the appointment of a 
King’s Counsel who has not yet been 
called to the Bar. 

Although there is no foundation for 
the report that Mr. Alfred Austin has 
resigned the office of Laureateship, we 
have every reason to believe that the 
choice of his successor has already been 
decided by a plebiscite held by the 
subscribers of the Daily Perambulator. 
The favoured Parnassian is none other 
than Mr. Osrian B.antling, who recently 
celebrated liis sixth birthday, and has 
for several years been known as one of 
the most formidable exponents of the 
school of Inarticulate Symbolism. 

The vacancy in the Cabinet caused by 
Mr. Brodrick’s patriotic acceptance of 
the Governorship of the Falkland Islands, 
has, we understand, been filled by the 
appointment of Mr. Methuselah Jenkins, 
the wonderful Kindergarten statesman, 
whose unopposed election for the Guild- 
ford Division is confidently anticipated 
in Ministerial circles. As Mr. Jenkins 
is not seven, his colleagues have 
thoughtfully rigged xrp a small cot on 
the Treasury Bench, so that in the 
event of an all-night sitting the new 
Secretary of India will be able to secure 
some repose without leaving the House. 

Sir Alfred Harmsworth being about to 



Bald-headed Unde. “Youa hair is much too long, Tommy. You should go to the Barber.” 
Tommy. “Yes, Uncie. I suppose fou’ve just been!” 


retire, by the operation of the “ Too Old 
at Forty” rule, from the supreme control 
of the extensive business associated with 
his name, his place has been filled by 
the appointment of the Kubelik Twins, 
who will shortly take over the manage- 
ment of 71 daily, 34 evening, and 59 
weekly papers. 

The Baroness Clifton, who was born 
in January, 1900, has been unanimously 
elected President of the Society for the 
Promotion of Proportional Representa- 
tion, and will shortly deliver her in- 
augural address, the subject being 
“Should DoUs have a vote, and if so, 
how many ? ” 


A. View of the Invisible, 

“ ’s New Patent Invisible Iron Frame 

Piano, tlie most perfect made in London, If 
you doubt tbis, call and see it .” — South Wales 
Daily Keics. 

Robert Browning would seem uncon- 
sciously to have anticipated this rare 
musical instrument when he spoke of the 
ambition of the Old Masters in Florence 
to “bring the invisible full into play.” 

The heat in London was recently so 
intense that, according to the Daily 
Mail, “Straw-hats and Panamas could 
be seen on every hand.” This augui’s 
badly for the glove-trade. 
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ESSAYS IN THE OBSOLETE. 

CoLLErTFJ) FlJoM THE EXCYCl.o- 
P.EDIVS uE THE FlTEliE 

"JOL 

Rl\uuk\.i 5 ll It liiay aijpoai tht-re 
was once a time when the domestic 
supply oi* mu^ic, instead ot* bem^^ auto- 
matically produced, was ])aiiifully beaten 
out with the human huger on the key- 
board ol an instrument called the piano. 
The piaim was oi two shapes, the more 
common form resenildmg an upright 
chest ; the nmre expensive, or ' grand ” 
piano, as it was called, suggesting a 
rather lofty table of peculiar conformation, 
liroad at one end and tapering one- 
sidedly at the other. In either case the 
keyboard was placed horizontally, and 
occupied about four feet, the keys being 
made of ivory or one of its substitutes. 
The operator then took his or her seat 
on a stool, the “ height of which was 
regulated hy a screw, in front of the 
keyboard, and by striking the notes 
nith tlie hngers elicited more or less 
a(*curately the melodies and harmonies 
desired. The results produced were, to 
judge from contemporary i-ecords, often 
extremely cred itable. 

The ciiildren of our ancestors were 
trained to perform on these instriunents ; 
beginning with one finger at a time, and 
gradually acquiring dexterity with the 
whole hand. When proficiency was 
attained, it was the custom for relations 
and even friends to be asked to the 
house, nominally for refreshment and 
entertainment, Imt in reality that the 
performing child might l)e inspected 
and praised, a passion for praise and 
notice liaving always been a character- 
istic of pianists. 

8ome of tlie children grew up and 
forgot their early gifts ; others remained 
children for many years — in some 
cases even after they had acquired 
a deep bass voice. These were knoum 
as prodigies, and they obtained their 
livebhood hy playing the piano for 
money. Still others were willing to 
grow up, a few adult pianists, as they 
were caUecl, being always desirable, and 
they too played for money, having first 
however insured their liair against 
scissors. 

In these days of universal baldness — 
the inevitable result of the evolutionary 
process on the highest types of the 
human race —it will hardly be believed 
that pianists without exception were fur- 
nished wutli heads of long bushy hair, 
the shaking and tossing of which formed 
a regular part of their performance. The 
last man who ever played the piano with 
his luuids, Herr Esau Sasisonovitch, 
never wore a wig till the day of "'his 
death. 

The economic waste involved in the 


old svstouKif haud-macl(MUUsic is indeed 
almost incredible. Onr ancestors, it 
>eems, u'ere checked liy no folly. At the 
time of which we wiite, people of ordi- 
nary mean.s w*ould not hesitate to spend 
lbs Gd ( r even a l- ■ ‘ u"''' wdiich 

might have procured a qiiim passable 
luncheon at a good restaurant in order 
to hear and see one of these long-haired 
athletes, or musical chauffeurs, pounding 
the keyboard for a couple of hours, and 
it is e.stimated that the most popular 
performers tvould occasionally clear as 
much as £500 by a single performance. 

The effects of hand-made pianism 
were, however, not wdiolly restful ^ It is 
stated that certain professional pianists 
exercised such a pow'erfnl influence on 
the public that even educated ladies 
were w’rought up into a state hardly 
distinguishable from delirium. Painful 
scenes were often wutnessed in a build- 
ing — long since converted into a temple 
of the sister and perhaps worthier art 
of gastronomy — called vSt. J ames’s Hall, 
wdiere a Polish performer w'as once 
rescued liy the police from the attentions 
of a bevy of hysterical admirers. Need- 
less to say, this adiilauon of the pianists 
often exercised a most unsatisfactory and 
degrading influence on their character 
In some cases their affectation and eccen- 
tricities reached a most distressing pitch, 
and one Russian artist in particular was 
in the habit of making such terrible 
grimaces that lie was eventually con- 
demned by the County Council to play 
behind a screen, whereupon he immedi- 
ately went mad 

It was not long after that event that 
machinery stepped in, and the new and 
wiser era which we now enjoy was 
inauguiated. I 


CENTENNIAL ADDRESS TO A TOP HAT. 

[“It is just a hundred years ago since an 
Englishman of oiiginal fancy promenaded the 
streets of London in a cylindrical hat co'eied 
with beaver, and was hissed and hooted home 
by the crowd.”- Ptf77>f] 

No loud perpetuating bust, 

No tribute raised to native art 
Adorns the mute, dishonoured dust 
That built thine earliest counterpart ; 
But poised on man’s protesting crust 
Thyself immortal dost retain, 
Untarnished by Oblivion’s rust. 

The lame of that consummate brain. 

Thy lithe proportions were to him 
The paili thar led to fair renown ; 

Thy sensuous elegance of brim, 

The contours of thy speaking crown, 
Clung lightly round his peerless crest, 
prepossessing dream in brown, 
What time he bore thee forth, confessed 
The cynosure of all the Town. 

I w'^ould that I had been about 
That blessed morning long ago, 


When first the Hero saunhu-ed out. 

High liat ou liead, to take a blow ; 
Had heard the loud cleiisive shouts 
That hailed the latest thing in lids, 
The gibes ot tbo^e adjacent louts, 

"Jlie pleasantries of passing kids. 

1 see Inm inoMiig down the Mall, 
Perspiiing anxiously the while, 
Searched by tlie cat’s elusive call, 

The drayman’s hoarse unfettered smile ; 
I mark him modishly attired 
In trousers of the latest style, 

And deftly perched on his inspiied 
Apex that monumental tile. 

Yet whence he came or how he spelt, 

His name that first upon his pow 
Enthroned the heavei’s lustrous pelt 
No man that lives can tell us now , 
But roofed by bulbous things in felt, 
That sit more lightly ou the nape, 
Men disregard the hand that dealt 
A deathless beauty to Ihy shape. 

Distinguished cylinder! Thy sleek 
And prosperous bulk bath not a peer ; 
Men wear thee promlly all the week, 
Whose ancestors ]u*esiinied to jeer. ’ 
Thou dost acquire a, (‘omoher gra(*e 
As rolling year siK^ceeds to year, 
Pronounced hy all the human race 
The loftiest type of cranial gear 

( )r perched upon the topmost knot 
Of Piccadilly’s odorous dude, 

Or casting, for the Hottentot, 

A sa^’illg shadow o’er the nude ; 
Balanced above the hairy Scot, 

Or Eskimo or Ckiribee- 
In every hal)i table spot 
The sons of Fashion worship thee. 

Since man first placed thee ou his brow 
A hundred rolling years have sped; 

I wis the great inventor now 
Adorns an aureole instead. 

But thoii, hright star of matchless sheen, 
Roofing our universal head, 

Dost keep perennially green 
The memory of the iniglity dead ! 

Alool. 


THE ART OF EATING. 

[“ Wliy don’t wc luive elaKses which should 
iuhtruft people in the ait of polite eating?”— 
The Lady ] 

Mil. Punch, glad to find that he can 
he of real use to somebody, presents his 
pro-ipectus of 

EATIN’ CDLLEGE. 

Motto -Ah ovo w^fjue ad mala 
Head il/a&tiU'--Lt.-OoL N ewnham-Davis 
Assisted by a large and competent staff. 

The Upper ^tJiool (under the manage- 
ment of the Head Master) prepares 
pupils for 

(1) The Carlton. 

{"!) The Trocudero. 
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The courses are nine in number and 
include the usual subjects, Fish, Entree, 
Joint, &c. 

The Lower School prepares pupils for 

(1) The A. B. C. (under Mr. Bhvdshaw). 

(2) The Whelk and Winkle Barrow 

(under Mr. Albert CHEV.y.iER). 

In addition to these there is a S'pecml 
Side which enables pupils to hold their 
own at L5"ons’ Popular Cafe. They 
attend the daily instruction of Dr. 
CHAL^rERS Mitchell at the Zoo (Lions’ Den 
Department) . Th e method s of instruction 
are somewhat delicate ; an endeavour 
being made to impart the polish of the 
Carlton together with the diablerie of 
the Whelk and Winkle Barrow. 

Lectures for the ensuing Term include : 

The Upi^er School. — “How to manage 
Meringues gracefully with a fork ” By 
the Countess of Warwick. 

“ What to do with our Cherry-stones.” 
By the Editor of The Lady. 

“ Hints on translating the Menu. With 
pronunciations.” By Mr. A. B. Walklev. 

The Louer School. — “ The knife or the 
fingers for peas? Suggestions for a 
compromise.” By Victoria Elston (late 
of the Strand A. B. C.) 

Canon Lyttelton holds a Vegetarian 
Class daily. 

Special care is taken of delicate pupils, 
to whom the A. B. C. course is recom- 
mended. 

Each pupil has a separate table. 

There is no charge for attendance. 

The Governors are not responsible for 
accidental deaths. 

Among recent siicce.sses may be quoted 
the following : — 

Mr. William Bailey, after barely two 
months’ instruction in the Upper School, 
went through a fifteen-course dinner at 
the Carlton, making no mistake until 
the very end, when he inadvertently 
drank from his finger-bowl. 

At an A. B. C. the other day Lord 
Reginald Berklys-Qliair poured his tea 
into his saucer, and drank it like a 
man. Lord Reginald had only been in 
the Lower School three months. 

Mr. Nasalitrim G()udon-Gouik)n wont to 
Lyons’ Popular (1afe in evening dress 
the other night. His careful training at 
the Zoo showed so clearly in his manner 
that the chop which he ordered was, 
without express instructions on his part, 
served to him raw. 

The Duke of Ph\za-Toro, ;.n extracting 
a winkle at a Commercial Road barrow, 
bent and rendered useless four pins, but 
succeeded with his fifth ! He had only 
been under Mr. Chevalier’s care for a 
year. 

All these are well - known Old 
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Sympathetic Lady “ Very sad that your husband should have lost his leg ' How did it 

HAPPEN?” -r in 

Mr .^ Miicjglei . “AVnY, he got run over by one o’ these ’ere subtr motion engines, Misr! 

Eatiniaiis, and their performances speak Annum 

for themselves. Other less exceptional The Carlton ... .*• 500 guineas, 

cases are those of Mr. “Alf.” Griggs, The Trocadero ... ^ 300 ,, 

who entered at the WTnkle Barrow stage, Lyons’ Popular Cafe ... 50 ,, 

and in a fortnight took tea at the Mile A. B. C. ... 10 ,, 

End A. B. C, without attracting atten- Whelk and Winkle Bar- ^ 

tion ; and of Mr. Plumijsy, who pro- row 13^f. 6d. 

ceeded from the Trocadero to the Carlton p^pils with the A. B. C. manner who 

after barely a fortnight’s worl^ acquire that of the Carlton, or 

Send your son or daughter Now. accustomed to the Carlton who 

Let them join the Oyster and Aspara- learn the etiquette of the 

gus Cksses, or (if intended for the Banw, &c., &c., should consnlt 

Lower School) the Tripe and Black ,^ith the Head Master as to special terms. 
Pudding Courses. ===-=-=========^ 

Terms (payable in advance). ^ por England. — The best sliip 

For pupils with no manners at all — in the Japanese Navy: The Censor- 
intended for : I ship. 


13^f. 6d. 
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BRIDGE PROBLEMS-Mo. 4. 

WllVT HAS DuvI-MY DEOIAREI.? 


ARS POETICA. 

[A now Rliyniiiio Dictionaiy I'a * app:?aied] 

() Rhyme, '‘iuveutiou of a ])ar])ui*()us age,” 

Thou that caiist, make tli? st vate^t heart WWK Liiu', 
(Ji whom great Mhhon, foiled at every stage 
By thy vexation, hindrance, and ecmstrainl,” 
Preferred Ins frank and unabashed complaint, 

^ Phy powers are spent ; thou shalt no more evade 
Idle paintul liard; henceforth he buys thee ready-mac^c. 

Inn* lo ’ ’tis noised that cunning men have wrouglit 
A strange, new, Lexicon, wliere all may find - 
And by no arduous process of the thought — 

Rliymes of all sizes, eveiy shape and kind, 

In ordered columns visibly aligned ; 

^Here moves the single, trots' the trochee here, 

\\ hile the light-footed dactyl canters in the rear. 

Then, oh ye poets, make a merry coil, 

And in high fettle march upon the quest ; 

Isot with tired pallor of the midnight oil, 

Gnashings of teeth, and beatings of the breast, 

But as men confident and self-po--e-sed 
^Tackling their task with that peculiar tase^ 

Which some experience, ’tis said, in shelling peas. 

Also this Book shall be the written Law 
Such as e’en editors may not defy, 


Gold persons, ever avid of a Haw, 

Who of their own rude domiuan(‘o deny 
The ’stahhslied usage' of the Rhyme-()y-I^jyt‘ ; 

“Such is our Rule,” tliey tay, “ to all that sing, 

And whoso likes it n )t can do the other thing.” 

But noav, defiaiii, of sueh petty jars, 

Love iilndl be proved in groves without a Idiish ; 

Food hlmll bo good, and avais result in sears ’ 

What tho’ the blue-e!udk('. 1 tyrant thunder “ Tush ! 
The^e he no rhj/nic- ' ” -him straitly ye shall crush . 

“ Nay, but I claim Authority. They do 
I mean they are ^ Tush in thy teeth, x)roud man, and pooh ! ” 

Wherefore, lei all that need such low device, 

Buy! For, although it hardly seems the game, 

’Twill be a help > And what it cO'its in priee 
It saves in time, which comes lo much the same. 

Buy, therefore , and (that none may know your shame'' 
Bind it anew, and have inscribed thereon 
Flistory of Greece, or Works of Avon’s deathless Rwan. 

Dai-Di'M. 


The Cloth. 

From an advertisement in an Edinburgh liatter’s displayed 
during the Church Assemblies in Auld Reekie : - - - 

Cler[cial Softs in Great Variety. 
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Leaving the Cha*r 

With cordial and respectful “ Farewell” to Mr S£)eaker Gully. 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Fatruted from the T)iaia of Toly, P 

RoLise of Co})i0to}i8, Monday, May — 
When, eady Session, PraN(M': Aethue’s 
illness necessitated the naming of Akces- 
DoTTrLAS as Ins deputy in Leaderslnp 
of House, difficulties of position were 
enhanced by recent leconstructioii of 
Ministry. Veterans like Hevonshtee, 
Geoeuf/ Hamilton, Ritchie, Balfour of 
Burleigh, Arthur Elliot, had withdrawn. 
In their place came Alfred Lyttelton, 
Atlwyn Fetj.owes, Bat.cuh?es, VreroR 
CAMiNDisri, Earl Percy, BRo^rLEY-L\\.VEN- 
port. Inevitably this state of things 
was recognised as a Ministry composed 
of “ Yomig Men and Old Akers ” 

To-day House returns to old condition 
of affiiiis. Prince Arthur celebrates the 
Jiottest day of the year, the temperature 
81*^ in the shade of London parks, by 
developing a cliill. This especially 
awkward in view of the arrangements 
for to-morrow night, wlien Opposition 
Vote of (knsurc was to come on The 
fight indefinitely postponed ; all other 
business arrangements upset. 

A(’LANi)-Hof>D made tlie medium of 
conimuiiication of this turn of events. 
What did tliat mean ? Was he, in addi- 
tion to labour in the Whips’ Room, so 
strenuous as occasionally to flush his 
pallid cheek with sunset glow, going to 
tack on the duties of Leader? The 
orderly mind of SwiFr MvcNeill per- 
ceived the inconvenience of dubiety on 
'this score 

“ Who,” he asked, “ will lead the 
House during the alisence of the First 
Lord of the Treasury ? ” 

Was ill fancy or was there really in 
the voK-e of the lion. Member a t'ertain 



I 

The Ghost of Rasch pervades the House. 


mellowing, in his eye a wistful glance 
towards tlie empty seat on the Treasury 
Bench, suggestive that, if thete were 
difficulties in obtaining the services of a 
deputy Leader, they need not be I’egarded 
as insuperalile ? 

Conjecture is not worth pursuing, since 
Akers-Douglas promptly rose and inti- 
mated that, at request of Premier, he 
would ‘Ho the best of his ability ’’act for 
him in his absence. The meekness with 
wliich this announcement was made, tlie 
ingratiating smile that accompanied it, 
would have disarmed criticism had Mem- 
bers been disposed to indulge in it. 
Having thus formally mounted the box- 
seat and taken the reins, Hoihe Secretary 
made haste to descend and was seen no 
more through the Sitting. 

,As Sark says, Akers-Douglas has 
mastered the elementaiy principle of 


successful leadership of the House of 
Commons. It is unobtriisiveness. Pe- 
attempt to drive it, the House 
ill i A r.v a statesman who conceals to 
the point of total disappearance the art 
and habit of command. 

Bzfsirtc.vs r?o?7e.— Budget still in Com- 
mittee. 

Tuesday. — Mr. Pickuiclds contem- 
porary, the Fat Boy, wasn’t in it with 
Sir Caene Pasch in c.apacity for making 
your flesh creep. Ueteieiicc not here 
made to lion. Member’s supernatural 
comings and goings, his habit (hereto- 
fore associated with a bird) of being in 
two places at the same time. He has a 
way of embarrassing Ministers and 
causing Members to feel creepy by 
plimiping forth questions that open up 
unexpected and disconcerting vista. • 

For example, to-day he asked Arnold- 



410 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


[June 7, 1905. 


Forster whether, seeing tliat jRifle Cluhs 
form no part of the system of national 
defence, he will take steps to secure that 
in case of invasion mein])ers thereof shall 
not be liable to be hung as francs-tireurs. 

As affairs at tlie W ar ( )ffice move with 
bewildering rapidity, it should perhaps 
be mentioned that Rifle Clubs are the 
latest device in Pall Mall. They take 
the place of St. John Brodrick’s Six] 
Army Corps, vanished from ?iglit on 
Salisbury Plain. Also they nmke it 
possible" to dispense with services of 
Volunteers, abolish the Militia, cut off 
the Yeomanry. With these Clubs 
swinging in the air, so to speak, Field- 
Marshal Prince Auhiur, Carnot of the 
twentieth century, defies the armies of 
the world. To have it suggested by a 
man of Carne R.vsch’s military know- 
ledge and special opportunities of inter- 
course with the spiritual world that 
members of Rifle Clubs are liable to be 
hung at sight is disconcerting. 

Arnold-Forster so affected that his 
answer was mostly inaudible. Gathered 
from word cuuglit here and there that, 
as usual, “ it will be all right,” he having 
his eye on the matter. 

Wiiat added to terror of situation was 
its meteorological accessories. Accord- 
ing to almanack this is May 30, a date 
at which fair young Spring falls on the 
plump breast of Summer and bids hei 
sister welcome. Actually in respect of 
weather it was dark November A pall 
as of night fell upon the House. At 
half-past three in the afternoon the gas 
streaming through the glass ceiling 
gave the chamber the familiar look of 
a midnight sitting. Presently the 
thunder pealed ; the rain fell wdth 
tropical force ; window was burst open 
by the storm, and the rain fell upon the 
just and the unjust seated below Gang- 
way on Ministerial side. There was a 
stampede for the door. Members blaming 
their own carelessness in not bringing 
their umbrellas and goloshes. For full 
twenty minutes it lasted — thunder peal- 
ing minute guns ; lightning paling the 
artificial illumination; rain beating on 
the windows with persistent fury. 

We have had some “scenes” in the 
House of late, but nothing to equal this. 
When in the tragedy of Macheth the 
curtain rises on the three witches, the 
scene is described as “An open place. 
Thunder and lightning.” That ’s all 
very weU on the stage at Drury Lane. 
But if it is to be an accessory to Carne 
Rasch’s appearances on the stage of the 
T. R. Westminster it is to be hoped they 
will not be frequent. 

’ Bad enough to have a Member’s ghost 
occupying his seat in the House when 
the hoii. gentleman in the flesh is snugly 
tucked up in bed. For the spook to 
bring his thunder and lightning with 
him, interrupting McKenna when he is 


probing the mystery of strippei tobacco, 
lb a procedure incoiivenieiith’’ excessue 
in its energy. Business done . — Budget 
discussed in a thunderstorm 

Friday —Struggle between Ulster and 


the authorities in Ireland during the 
past twelve months ; what percentage of 
these were in the province of Ulster, and 
bow does the City of Belfast stand in the 
matter? Then comes along Mr. Reddy 


the Nationalists lor supremacv may up to j fever ready), who extends the inquiry in 
present moment be regarded as a drawn ' the same terms to cases of burghyy and 
battle. Ulster has succeeded in having housebreaking, ilius do these Irishmen 
Georoe Wyndham sacrificed; but Antony ' ^ 


MvcDonnell remains in laager at the 
Under - Secretary’s lodge. Meanwhile 
goes on across floor of House. 

Xcr- u. I's:- put to imperturbable 
Walter Long questions^ cunningly 
devised with object of indicting a 
fellow-countrnuan in the other camp, 





^fr. Speaker Lowther takes the Chair. 

Moore or Craig give it a twist, whilst 
Sloan, mounting his high horse with 
knees gripping its neck after the manner 
of his clan when “ up,” rides them down. 

Nationalists make retort courteous in 
ingenious manner. Question Paper 
loaded with inquiries designed to show 
that, owing to lamentable oversight on 
the part of St. Patrick when he ejected 
other vermin, Ulster remains a black 
spot on the Green Isle. One Member 
blandly invites the Chief Secretary to 
state How many cases of liigamy were 
reported to the Irish Police during the 
past year ; and how many of these cases 
were located in Ulster ? 

Another comes along with urge 
desire to know How many cases of 
robbery (‘ame to the knowledge of the 
Irish Police last year ; how many were 
worked off in Ulster, and of tliese how 
many in the city of Belfast ? —whose 
representation is divided between Arnold- 
Forster and Jockey Slo^vn. 

A third inquires, How many cases of 
concealment of birth were reported to 


love one another. Pretty to see Walter 
Long solemnly reading answers prepared 
at expenditure of much trouble at the 
Irish Office. 

Business done. — Second reading of 
Plural Voting Bill moved. 

Tuesday, June 6— -“Hats off, 
strangers 1 ” 

For the last time W illta^i Court Gully, 
wearing the wig and gown of the Speaker, 
with the Mace carried before him, the 
Train-bearer following after, walks 
through the Loiiby to lake his seat in 
the Chair of the House of Commons. 
For ten years he has filled it with 
uprightness of character and dignity of 
manner that have added lustre to its 
ancient renown . Almost unknown when, 
ten years ago, lie for the first lime stood 
m tlie fierce light that beats upon the 
Speaker’s Chair, he has since quietly, 
Linolitrusively, won his way not only to 
the respect luit also the affection of his 
fellow Members. 

In politics a Lilieral of settled convic- 
tions, there has during his tenure of 
office been no occasion when breath of 
suspicion of partisanship has attainted 
his conduct in the Chair. On the 
retirement of Mr. Peel the Memlier for 
Carlisle being put forward as the 
nominee of the Liberal Party, the Union- 
ist Opposition strained every effort to 
defeat liim, and almost succeeded. That 
made the more striking the testimony 
to his worth and character forthcoming 
when, four months later, the Unionists 
having come into power by an over- 
whelming majority, he was re-elected 
to the Oliair hy unanimous vole. 

Mr. Gully will carry into his en- 
nobled leisure the doiilile consciousness 
that he has clone his duty, and that in 
fearlessly doing it he won the confidence 
and the esteem of tlie most critical 
x\ssembly in the world. 

Business eZoue.- -Mr. Gully retires 
from the Speaker’s Chair. 


A correspondent in Assiniboia sends 
the following extract from the Free Press 
of Winnipeg, reproduced (in the Times 
manner) from its own issue of twenty 
years ago. This long interval must be 
our excuse for recalling an incident 
which at the time must have been painful, 
notwithstanding the physical consolation 
expressed in the concluding sentence : ^ 

“ Corporal Code, of the 90th Battalion, is in 
the hosjjital at Saskatchewan, and is not so 
well. Ho will probably lose one of his legs. 
All the others are pronounced out of danger. 



NATURAL SELECTION. 

Sir Allhut Croasus. “I say, itov do you itanage to cotlect such a be^tt of cirARMiNO women? I never r\N What’s the heoipe 
Quiet Host. “ Simple F.NOUon, my dear fellow. I.eave out all the frumps,” 
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BERLIN AGAIN. 

>SnL we are liaving quite a 1 dazing mui - 
J nev'er felt t>uc]i torrid lieat hefore 
L)o\vii my hroiized foreliead little ^t^ealuiets iiin ; 

I dll paying’ tribute out of erery pore 
To Berlin s master, Wu.li\h / d IL — 

1 bet be \s thankful that he’s not the Czai! 1 

It s not so had, I tell yon, to lie here 
Music is played in every open place ; 

Great vats there are of ice-cold livUen Ikev; 

There ’s many a fresh and smiling xnetty face , 
And children swarming out iiom heaps of hives, 
An<l beaming burghers with their jolly wives. 

And ill the restaurants they sit and sip, 

Straw-hatted man and muslin-wearing maid ; 

And all around the little iircliins skip , 

Ices there are and cakes and lemonade. 

Folks of aU s(jrts and sizes, mixed togetlier, 

Sit, sip and smile and seem to like the weutluT. 

Or ill the Zoo - a most delightful Zoo — 

We see the gambols of the haliy liears, 

Bide on the camel, get to know the gnu, 

Or watch the coucliaiit lion while lie stares 
Inscrutably lor ever, and defies 
Our puny presence with bis steady eyes. 

K’eii as 1 write all Berlin is astir 

Preparing for tlie CEo^\N Prini'E and his bride; 
Tliey have a mind to welcome liini and her ^ 
vStaiifling and shouting ; hut a few will lide . 

The Berlin butchers ride among the rest, 

And have the right to do it two abreast, 

I saw them practising two days ago, 

Two lines of butchers riding, all arrayed 
In horsey suits, and moving very slow, 

A solemn and impressive cavalcade 
They had an air that seemed to scorn defeat, 

And every butcher had a solid seat. 

Their wives were come, die Tochter icaren da, 

A cheerful gathering of young and old. 

To glory in the prowess of papa, 

Or watch their husband as he caracoled ; 

And as each butcher passed with dauntless blow, 

“ irie schbn er veitef ' ” cried that butcher’s Frau. 

But, lo ! a sudden trumpet blew some notes. 

Ob, then there was a scattering afar 
Of flying hats and rgiti-ted coats ; 

And some there ’.’.em like a shooting star. 
Fell to the earth, but quickly rose again, 

While some kept up by clinging to the mane 

In fact. Sir, 1 am having lots of fun, 

In spite of absence from my native laud. 

Think of me, shaded from the simnner sun, 

111 some green garden listening to a hand, 

And dr lining ^o’v.etldug cold that starts with B. 
And '.'iidirs with \\ ,i.jI living on the Spree. 

. ' To]\r THE Toliust. 


A GENTLEMAN, Writing to the Daily News, introduces himself 
as one who has ‘‘ridden, driven, and conveised with most 
of the leading motorists.” This statement, if we may accept 
it as credible, at once raises the motorist at a bound from 
the level of a road-hog to that of one of the nobler quadrupeds, 
such as the ass, or the horse. 


RURAL FELICITY. 

•"riiis is the hecoiiil Nature article that has lecently airivecl at Mr 
hinth'iy offices through inadvertence It was olnnoiisly intended for 
The dunntrij-Side, the now Harms woith-hol)inson oignn, which is 
designed to bung liome to townsmen the wonders o£ country life ] 

E\KNiX(i in the country! A iSpring evening 1 Ah, you 
dweller in the close pcrfei’Mil city, liow 1 wish I could have 
I tiaimporied you to my side yesterday, wlule 1 stood and 
I watched the sinking fire of day (a bright, impulsive fellow 
this sun) waving me from liis Orient window 
! A Glad Goon-Nioiri ’ 

I How I wish you could have lain near me on that pile of fresh- 
cut hay, redolent of clover and the scarlet vetch, lidlcd to 
sleep, it may be, by the low nioaning of lats in the stack, or 
the melancholy lioot of the niglit.-jar ' Sleep follows swiftly, 
sleep such as you denizens ol the crowded street can never know 
— sleep beneath the stars. 

A- 

Fp with the lark! vSiielle\’s skylark’ There lie is, the 
blithe unconscious creature, hovering above the ph •ugli— I mim. 
ready to pounce upon the lirst unwary li eld-vole upturned 
I from liis 

! Nkst in the Luxe ill vnt T.our 

My lieart is full to bursting as I pass onwaid into the har\est- 
field and watch the gleaneis at tlieir busy toil. ‘ For one 
thing 1 have my “ Topical Quotations” to i)re[mre, and am 
‘ Alivi ding my swift mind ” between the (fcoiujirn of Viiuiil 
and Wordswoeth’s ‘'Intimations of rnnuortality ” loi* a suit- 
able selection. Then there are the straw bonnets and lough 
! smocks of the rustics to be sketcluMl for llie rasliiou-])late, 
i and my column upon the Insanitary ('ondition of Birds’ 
Nests to be compiled 

Yet how difficult to fix one’s mind upon uku’c join iiall^in, 
when on this side and on that th(‘- lithe lahbit is popiiing up 
from liis “forme,” and heneatli thoir white blossoms the red 
strawberries lurk under every springing hcMlge-luft. A glass 
of creamy butter-milk supplied by the smiling lass at the 
cottage wicket, together with a light and delicious scoiic 

Evi'en in the Stehhle 

under the sighing alders, has sci’mhI me foi my simile yet 
liygieinc meal. And now as I watcli the sheplierd load liis 
flock of lowung kine into the pastaires, tbai statedy old hell- 
Avether bringing up the rear, I feel that here is life indeed, 
and here (had the exigencies of a week-end return permitted) 
I could willingly have spent the remainder of my days, “the 
world forgetting, by the world forgot ,” but inoxoiablc Fate 
with her iron shears forbids. I must 

Back to the iSmokv B'riiEicrs 

once more and my lialf-Hnished essay on “(!otton-spiiniiiig in 
our Great Public Schools.” Brief dream, farewell ! 


Save me from my lends. 

Mr. Punch, as a gallant supporioi* of Woman’s SulTrago, 
protests against the argument omidoyi'd by another supporter, 
who writes as folloAvs in a (*outomporary, and signs herself 
“A Mere Woman” : “ From personal, ohsmTaliou T am con- 
vinced that a large iiuiulier of lunatics J’- ^ 

not see, therefore, Avhy women slioiild not bo allowed the 
j)rivilege.” 


The Ruling Passion, 

(1) On the Tuesday evening after the great sea-figlii. 

A. Any fresh casualties reported ? 

B. Yes ; Ahnolt) has sxirainod liis tluinib. 

(2) Medical Examiner. Where is your heart situated exactly? 
Student. Centre, a little inclined to leg. 
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OPERATIC NOTES. 

TucHcJay Night, May 30.— First visit of Her Kuestv to 'cast, the old storj* appears so verv old, and tliecluirmiiignmsie 
Covent Garden, accompanied (the word comes in appropriately seems to have lost so much of ‘its sparkle When we arrive 
on a musical occasion; hy the Prince and Princess Ch.irlf.s | at the “ iSoldiers’ Chorus,” which for many year.s created a 
OF D£y.MAEK, to hear La BoMme, winch went as well as, if not i furwe, being invariablv encored with vociferous persistence 
1 better than, ever with \ 

^ was on Monday the 22nd, ^ 

Eva-Alten ^Valthel’ von tStolzin^*- which is an absurd ex- Saclis-1 an Rooy up'setting Beckmessev-Geis’s seienade 

Herold. ‘ For Eva and for Eva. pression, as if the house The Derby night. “ Sachs to one, given and taken ” 


Sachs-Tan Booy upsetting Beckmesser-Geis’s seienade 
The Derby night. “ Sachs to one, given and taken ” 


had been bigger probably it would have held all who a modern audience languidly listens to the veteran wan-iors, 
had to be refused admission to the choke-full gallery. So approvingly perhaps, but with pulse unstirred, 
far this season La Boheme is first favourite and, putting The performance to-night is passably good, Madame Melba 
The Ring (with its knowing ones) aside, we should be not being at ]ier best. M. Rvlmores is certainly not at /d.s 
inclined to place Ron ^ best. M. Jouenet’h Mephisto- 

next if it has another chance ^ pheJes, with tip -tilted nose, 

given it. ‘jf/ caused us to regret the 

Wcdnc/^'Inij Map 31 , — Derby A devilishly amusing yet occa- 

Day. To adapt Fi{/a7V5 song, M sionally \errible M Plant ox ; 

it is a night of “ Cicero here > ^ Madame Pvulin as 

Cicero there ! Cicero, Cicero, Marthe made us rejoice to 

everywhere!” Usual opera, i Ji// remember how often' Ave had 

La Favorita, not given. Evi- llll® admirable imper- 

dentlythemusicaljestisplayed W//l&^ hWv sonation of the character by 

out. Instead of title of opera //(ft J Mile. Bauermeister. 

suggesting the winning horse, ^ ^ Siebel is capitally played 

on referring to the carte, we ^ ^ and well sung by devev Miss 

found ourselves treated to one Marguerite-Melba and Faiist-Dannoi cs. Yj, Parkina, but what has she 

of the works of the lUa?’bHn(/ “ Entre le rouet et le roue ” done, or not done, that her 

Wag'ner, i.e. Die Meistersmger 


found ourselves treated to one Marguerite-Melba and Faiist-Dahnoi cs. Yj, Parkina, but what has she 

of the works of the lUa?’bHn(/ “ Entre le rouet et le roue ” done, or not done, that her 

Wag'ner,i.e. Die Meistersiyiger. Excellent performance, but second song should be omitted? M. Seveilhac excellent 
from 7 till 11.55 is too much of a good thing. Van Rooy as Valentin. M. 

splendid, and the Beekmesser of Herr Geis admirable both Dalmores as Fa 2 t 6 ‘i — 

in singing and in humour. Just one line of praise for the conveyed the idea 4 ^ 

Frauleins Alten and Behnn6 as Eva and Magdalene, both very of being overbur- X 

good; so was the House, Herr Richter as usual the dened by his a ‘ 

champion Wagner-conductor. Germany well represented eccentric “make i 

in front: Royalty not present, but the IIe?r apparent up” and costume, E /jKM 


everywhere. and 

Thursday, June 1.— Faust is familiar, but by no means savi: 
vulgar. Hem ! Shakspeare. This Opera, like its hero, re- soini 
quires to be rej uveneseed : it needs new blood. Wliy not that 
find some music of Gounod’s, hitherto unused, which would olf. 
serve as a tenor song Avherein Faust might describe to the Si 
audience how he Avas smitten by the plump and pretty Frau- of M 
leiix, somewhat after this fashion , subi 


and seemed to he 
saving himself for 
some grand effect 
that never came 


‘ When first I saw sweet Pegigy, 
’Twas on a festal day. 

The pretty lass, 

She came frouL Mass — 
I stopped her on ihe way 1 ” 


Sunset : exterior 
of Marguevite\H 
suburban resi- 
dence, Time — 
evidently after 
early German- 
sausage supper : 
therefore most 


And so on. No fees. Messrs. Messager and Neil Forsyth wise of Frdulein 
are Avelcome to the suggestion. But to return to business. Oretchen alias 
We love the music, we know it all by heart, but unless it be Marguerite to take 
sung, as well as acted, to perfection, by an exceptionally great a gentle spin in 


A New Point. 
Mephistopheles- J ouxnet. 
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tlif '•iirden lioforo ivtiiin^ lo rfkist in her little mim on 
the “Vfuiinl flocir. Is not tla’ ('liitrcli u nen se 

It IS effective 'When the unfortmiate 'SInr.jii' viU suiters 
Iroai distractions duiitif- her prayers, the mocluns voice 
„l Vc/Aisfc is lieiird, luit he liiniseli is not visible until 
at the climax lie appears iii a pillar, or tve iinsht say seeing 
that he occupies it entirely, as one of the pillars oi the (Jiuicli. 

It IS effective, this keeping liini invisible until the climax ol the 
scf lie . only, to wall him up in this fasliioii is awkward, as he 
c iniiot get'out in time to descend from liis pedestal and take 
the calUiaiid in hand with his victim Marguerite M JorRW, 
a.- MeiMbto, was just visible and no more, bowing politelv 
irom within the interior of the pillar — ^just the antithesis ol 
a "Pillar-Samt”— and no doubt feeling inclined to use a big, 
l)ic D. (iiuite 111 character) on finding himself a prisoner. 
F.a- the orchestra under hi. ANURk Mes.s.ioer there can be 
nothing hut praise; but, if Fau^t is to regain its phice in 
public estimation, hladaine Melui, should she choose to con- 
thiiie the role, must he in her veiy superbly tet fonii and 
tlie entire cast must l^e up to that ideal. Then old hr 
Faustina will he rejuvenated, and Goixon’s opera wiU enjoy 

a new lease of life. , ^ o 

Within a few hours of the publication of these notes tlie 
( Ipera House wiU. he in the decoiator’s hands for the leceptioii 
ol their Majesties, who are giving their guest, his Majesty tlie 
Kino of Spvix, an entertainment so brilliant as, it is lioped, will 
heat even the magnificent record of C'ovent tlarden for hoyal 
and Imperial Chula performances. But the coming of hitsun- 
tide imposes on us an eiulier closing movement tlmn nsiuil m 
tins present weel?, tnul tli<^ ’world for <i time will^be the losei 
]\v the absence, from Mr. Punch .s Operatic Isotes, ol^ am 
lepoit of tins most memorable event. ChantonH, mes amiH^ - 
Vh'ent les Rah et Vive la Peine, et The la Compagme de 

VOpha. ====z= 

OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

With loving, reveient hand Sir Charles Dilke has gathered 
s )ine manuscript found in his wife’s desk after her^ death, 
atid Mr. AIuruay publishes The Booh of the ritual Life It 
cousists of a series of essays and two shoit sloiies The 
final word is by undesigned coincidence called “The Last 
Hour, ” its opening sentence telling how a woman, veai^A 
with long wanclering in the ways of the world, came at last 
to ihe gate of the grave and drew near to the steps that led 
u]) to it.” The essays, discoursing of Love and Sorrow, of 
Prayer and Praise, of Labour and of Learning, are rich in 
deep, sometimes solemn, thought expressed in the stately yet 
simple style of the old "writers, Liiglish, Geimaii, Prencli, 
and Italian, -whose coinpanioiiship Avas as familiar and ^as 
dear to Lady Dilke as was those of her oavii household. Sir 
Charles prefaces the book wdth a memoir from Avhich my 
Raronite learns much that is fresh of a many-sided character 
whose charm of manner had a tendency to hide the depths 
of feeling and character that gleamed beneath it. Lady 
Dilke was a rare combination of scholar, politician, and 
(jrande dame. Laying his garland on her grave, Sir Charles 
daintily knots it with riliboii lieariiig an appropriate quota- 
tion from Sesame and Lilies: “ The path of a good woman 
is indeed strewn with flowers ; but they rise behind her 
steps.” 

The Middle 'Wall (Hdtqihnson) is an uneven piece of work 
As long as Mr. Edward MLarshall is aboard ship he is all 
right. ^ATien he steps ashore, more especially when he 
yields to the conventionality of introducing a young lady with 
consequent loA^e scenes, he is, to tell the truth, as wearisome 
as IfJorali is woodeny. MoreGAW, he adds to the bulk of Ins 
A^olunie by telling ’^stories, mostly of chestnut growth. He 


ago pictured by our Dr MumuER, of a lady seated on a cross 
CMiannel steamer m the extreme agony of sea-sickness, Avitli 
an equally forlorn fellow-passenger laying his head on her 
knee. “ Your hushaiid seems atit ill,” says a sympathetic 
oa^-r-sioor “He is not my husband/’ responds the lady ; 

I doiri knoAV Avho he is.” The only touch of originality Mr 
Marshau. adds to the iiairatiA^ is Avhere he attributes it to an 
Aiuericciii illustrated paper My Baronite prefers, lioweA^er, 
to recall the merits of the book, Avliicli shine in the stirring 
narratiA^e of the A^oyage of the Lydia The chapter in which, 
after the ship hloAvs up, Parton saves the Captain’s life, 
contains a fine bit of narratiA-e 


1 Printers Pie is the title of “A Festival Souvenir of the 
j Printers’ Pension Corporation, 1905,” to AAdiich many littera- 
tears, journalists and other story-teUers Inwe freely contri- 
buted, AAdiile clraAvings have lieen generously giA-en by several 
artists whose names are on the coA^er, and by “many others” 
—a modest CvUitinge.it aaIiosc names ^ do not appear on its 
■ roll of fame. When this Printers' Pie Annual (and if it is 
! to he “an annual,” may it be a hardy one !) first appeared in 
'1901 it AARis completely sold out, and now, in recognition of 
i the successful efforts of the sellers and agents, a contriliution 
I is to he made from the proceeds of tliis present publication 
in 1905 to benefit the BeneAxdent and Provident Institutions 
•oi the Booksellers and Newsvendors. Artists, Publishers, 
Papermakers and Printers, all, as tlie Raroii is giATii to 
I iiiiderstancl have contributed work and material gratis. 

! The technical title is imiiitelliglblo except to ihe professional 
I “literary gents ’’-and not perhaps to quite all of them — 
land of course to the trade. Printers Pie suggests a muddle 
' which might be “suitable fur Pudding-headed People,” but 
'this Pie is quite a diffeient matter, being simply a capital 
medley of all sorts. Any Jack Horner, alter purchasing a 
copy, may take it into his corner, and make quite sure of 
coming on many an excellent plum of no mean size. One 
of its best plums is an article beaded “Can Compositors 
be Comic?”, “entirely wnttou by the printers” of Pearson's. 
An aniiisiiig picture, 111 colowK, -^1 

by Mr. Lawson W(KiT) is worthy BARON 

of note as the acluevoineiit oi 
a promising pupil in the sebool 
of ''Prehistoric Peeps." Pro- 
halJy at first sight it might 1)0 
attributed to Mr E. Peed, 
the original and unrivalled 
“Prehistoric Artist,” who took 
out his patent lor this excep- 
tional line in A/?*. Punch's service 
some years ago. Altogether, full 
value for money. 



The Weaver’s Beam. 

W ANTED, a TAPER, tor coiintiy, accuRtomed to Xaiicies; one 
-with family of wciwerH pieierred.” — Lam‘(t»htre Daily Post. 

The connection of tapers and weavers is simpler than it 
seems. It AA^as of the AA’^eaver’s beam that Siiakspeare was 
thinking when he wrote : 

“How far that little caudle tlii’ows his heams ! ” 


A Riddle from Colney Hatch. 

Q. Why have we reason to suppose that a bee is a rook ? 
A. Because. 


Mr Parr has lieen elected a director of the National Society 

^ ^ ^ _ for the Prevention of Cruelty to Children. If there ’s anything 

does not shrink from retailing at length one story, some years [ in a name lie should 'make them an excellent parent. 
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LOST JOYS. 

[In his recently published volume, School 
Teaching and School Reform, Sir Oliver Lodge 
pleads for a strictly utilitarian up-to-date 
education, thinks the “mental gymnastics’’ 
argument in favour of Latin and Greek is 
largely “.fudge,” and says many children reach 
“the age of 16 , having never known what a 
studious life is, nor experienced any of the joys 
of learning since their babyhood.”] 

0 James, I weep to see you strive, 

With blank and ox-like look, 

To master proposition five 
Of Euclid’s foremost book ; 

Your tortured brain attempts in vain 
The antiquated jangle — 

Why vex your head about the dead 
Isosceles triangle ? 

Nay worse, through long, laborious days, 
0 James, they make you con, 

' With lexicon and crib, the plays 
Of poets dead and gone ; 

The dead, dead past is round you cast, 
And into you they hammer, 

Benighted fools, the fusty rules 
Of Greek and Latin grammar. 

0, had your teachers known or cared 
For Education’s aims. 

Through all these years you had been 
spared 

This purgatory, James ; 

And school had been a joyous scene 
Remote from all disasters, 

Had you been taught in modern thought 
By smart young modem masters. 

You would have learnt those things alone 
Which people ought to know. 

And scorned all subjects which were 
known 

A year or two ago ; 

The musty lore of nineteen-four 
To limbo you would drive, James, 

And treat with scorn what was not born 
In learned nineteen-five, James. 

From Nature-Study in a cool 
Green glass-house you ’d have snatched 
Rare joys — to every modern school 
A glass-house is attached. 

Where scholars stand, note-book in hand. 
To mark each weedlet’s way, James — 
How leaves are browned — how Teacher 
found 

A great big worm to-day, James. 

They would have trained your eyes aright 
To note the things you ’d seen : 

You ’d know the Putney ’bus was white, 
The Atlas gold and green ; 

You ’d take no note of Hume or Grote, 
Dismissing them as stodgy, 

But you would read with eager greed 
The Evening Star on “ EoJJV.” 

Poor Jimmy, had your lines been cast 
In such a pleasant placej 
Not yours had been the wasted past 
That stultifies your face ; 
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A CURE. 

She . “Tell mb, Bertie, is it true you proposed to Miss Beisize last night? I didn’t 

KNOW YOU WERE IN LOVE.” 

Ee . “Oh, IT wasn’t that. She was in bad spirits and looked so seedy, I couldn’t think 

OF ANYTHING ELSE TO SAY TO CHEER HER UP ! ” 


You had grown rich in lore for which 
Your boyish heart was yarning, 
Nor had you been at ripe sixteen 
Unversed in joys of learning. 

The Oxford Blues Committee has de- 
cided to award half-blues to the Warsity 
Boxing representatives, leaving it to the 
Cambridge team to paint the other half 
black. 


From ‘‘ Gossip ” in the Manchester 
Evening News . — “ If any article has been 
scorched in ironing, lay it where the 
bright sunshine wiU fall directly on it, 
and the scorched part wOl be entirely 
removed.” Why, in fact, use scissors, 
when Nature will do your work for you ? 
This illustrates the idea which Emerson 
expressed with such infinite delicacy 
wrhen he spoke of “ hitching your wagon 
to a Stax.” ' 
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CIMERAL ELICT10M8 AHD COLONIAL CONFERENCES. 

OUGHT WE TO HAVE MORE OF THEM? 

and, if so, eow many? 

Mr. Editor, — may be art. idealist in tbese matters, but ^ 
very strongly that, before tbe Fiscal Problem is presented to 
Parliament, tbe country ought to have frequent opportunities 
of recording its vievrs on tliis vital question. A couple ot 
General Elections seems to me a beggarly allowance. I woula 
first of all have a General Election at once to decide ^ to 
when a General Election ort this issue should he held Tins 
second General Election should determine on broad hues the 
attitude to be tahen. by the Grovemment at the next Colonial 
Conference, whether aiitonoatic or specially convened. As 
each debatable point arises at the Conference I would have 
an Extraordinary General Election to determine the particular 
attitude to be assumed hy the Government ; and at the end 
of the Conference I would hold a Supplementary General 
Election to confirm the conclusions arrived at. In this way 
we should have tbe satisfaction of knowing, at any given 
moment, that the majority in Parliament actually represented 
what the Will of the People happened, at that 7 noin 6 nt, to be , 
and we should bear less of Governments clinging to office on 
the strength of a snap-election, long after their original 
mandate had been exhausted. 

Tours, in tbe Great Public’s cause, 

Vox PopuLi Vox Dei. 


Mr. Punch, Sir, — am glad to observe that Sir Edward 
Grey, Mr. Asquith and other Liberals, re-inspired by tbe 
true Imperial spirit, are taking steps to protest against the 
infrequency of Colonial Conferences. I myself should be in 
favour of holding consultations with the representatives of 
Greater Britain once in every two months : but, recognising the 
space of time required for the sea-transit in the case of our 
remoter Colonies, I should be content if these Conferences 
were held annually. Apart from other General Elections on 
exclusively domestic issues, at least two would have to be 
held per annum in connectioa with each of these Conferences 
— one before and one after, Of course it might occur that a 
Colonial Conference arrived at no conclusions ; and a subse- 
quent General Election, to confirm them, would then be 
unnecessary. But in any case at least one General Election 
per annum should he the statutory minimum. This, I need 
hardly say, woxild be a death-blow to that discredited system 
of Septennial Parliaments of which the present Government 
is now taking so unwarrantable an advantage. 

The extra trouble wbicb this change would entail for some 
of us would he lightly endured in view of the public benefits 
likely to arise from a constant recurrence of General Elections. 

Tours very earnestly, 

TimFRAu El^iotion Agent (paid by the piece). 

Dear Mr. Editor, — I am all in favour of this scheme for 
constantly consulting with, the Colonies on matters of mutual 
and momentous interest. Take cricket, for instance, which 
is probably the strongest link that hinds us to our Australian 
Vm , Mr* Darlino has been criticised for wishing to confine 
the hours of play in ordinary matches to the period between 
noon^ and 6 p,m. My feeling and that of a large propor- 
tion of the patrons of the game (among whom I do not include 
those who actually play it, these being in a contemptibly small 
minority) is that the hours of cricket should he extended 
rather than restricted. At present the admirable reports 
of our evening papers leave nothing hew for our morning 
papers to record on this absorbing topic. Could not matches 
beji^resumed after a dhimer interval, and continued, say, till 
3 A.H. by electric light, so that we might have .some fresh news 
to assuage tbe breakfast hour ? This and the subject of 


bowlers’ screens are questions which might well be brought 
before a Conference of delegates from the Federated States of 
Australia, with or without a preliminary General Election. 

^ Y'ours enthusiastically, Googliwog. 

My Dear Sib,— I write as one who may he said to have 
initiated the idea of Colonial Conferences. Why, I want to 
know should they necessarily be held in England, one of the 
smallest sections of our world-wide Empire? Could they 
not meet in rotation at our various seats of practically 
independent government ? I shall be most happy to inaugurate 
this development and to afford facilities in New Zealand for 
a Conference of delegates from the Home Country and our 
Sister Colonies. Details follow as soon as I have held a 
General Election. Tours preferentially, S-dd-n. 

Dear Mb. Editor,— I agree, for once, with Lord Rosebery, who 
can conceive of nothing more “ contemptible and loathsome” 
than “ that the peoples in the regions beyond the seas should 
be treated as pawns in the game of party-politics.” I feel 
this the more deeply because the cry of “Our Colonial 
Empire” is a Tory, and not a Radical, catchword. Let us 
have as many General Elections as we want (tiU the Tories 
are beaten), but my regard for the Colonies is such that I 
would never have their name so much as breathed on the 
hustings. Like our Peerage^ they should he kept apart, 
isolated from the contamination of the electioneering tub. 
Even in an age of profanity there are some things that 

should stiU he sacred. 

Yours, more in sorrow than anger, 

Little Briton. 


SiR,~I am an Englishman before aU else, and I will so 
far improve on Lord Rosebery’s dictum as to say that, for 
myself,! can conceive of nothing more “contemptible and 
loathsome” than that we Englishmen in the regions on this 
side of the seas should be treated as prawns in the net of 
Colonial Commercialism. Why should this passionate outcry 
for Preference on the part of the Colonies (if anyone has 
actually heard it) be suffered to break up a great historical 
party in England? That party stood solid and unbroken 
till somebody went and dragged in the Colonies. By all 
means keep Aiem out of our party-politics, I say. 

Yours jealously, 

Engiand for the English. 

Honoured Sir, — ^Living in an era whose Teutonising 
tendencies have left their mark on us, from our military head- 
gear downwards, we yet seem to have learned nothing from the 
policy of the Kaiser in his relations with that vast overseas 
Empire for whose protection he is now building two battle- 
ships to our one. Do you ever hear of Colonial Conferences 
made in Germany ? When does Potsdam open its doors for 
a consultation with delegates from Kaoko, Mangwangwara 
and the Cameroons? Yours, &c., 

PATT3RNAL AUTHORITY. 

Dear Mr. Punch,— What is all this fatuous clamour for 
more General Elections? If a statesman in the course of 
half a lifetime sees fit to modify his views by tbe light of 
fresh experience and altered conditions be is howled at for a 
renegade, and his speeches of three decades ago are openly 
thrown in his teeth. Yet the Public is to be suffered to turn 
its coat as often as it chooses ! If I had my way, I would 
give the British Elector the chance of changing his so-c^ed 
mind only as often as Nature renews his ilL-washed skin— 
namely, 'once in seven years, 

I am, Your very humble servant, Patrician. 

N.B. — Mr. Punch's reputation for impartiality on debatable 
questions precludes him from expressing an opinion on these. 
He publishes the above correspondence without comment or 
i prejudice, and must not he held responsible for the vtews 
I therein exposed. , 0. S. 
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THE VIKING’S BEIDE. 

{After the well-hfiown Picture hy Gandy!) 

Crhe nmrriage of Princess Maboabet of Connaught ani Prince Qostayiis Adolpots of Sweden tafceB pjaoe on Tliuraday, J,me IS.] 
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BRIDGE PROBLEMS.-NO. 5. 

Who doubled no Trumps? 


A BUSINESS MEETING OF THE SOCIETY OF PENGUINS. 

(JL Study of Elderly Children) 

Scene — The Garden of a picturesque old Country Inn within 
easy distance from London, Around the Bowling Green 
are rustic arlours and sheds. In the lar'gest of these a 
party of ten or eleven middle-aged gentlemen of intensely 
serious aspect are seated at a long table j smoking cigaiy 
and drinking spirits and water. It is somewhat late in 
the aficmioon. Suddenly the oldest and most solemn 
of the party rises and raps the table loith an air of 
authority natural to one who occupies the position of a 
Grand Prime Penguin, 

The Grand Prime Penguin. I rise, Brotlier Penguins— 
order, please. I must ask Penguin Pimbley to^ reserre the. 
conclusion of the anecdote, or whatever it is he is relating to 
Penguin Tiiueuton, until the business before us has been 
disposed of. (Penguins Pimbley and Titterton instantly 
assume a portentous gravity.) I will first read one or two 
communications received from Brother Penguins who have 
been unavoidably prevented from^ being present 
proceedings this afternoon* Penguin Shujmry writes : * My 
dear Grand Prime, your brother Penguin is awfully sick at 
being unable to support his Prime on such an occasion ^but 
he knows how it is.’* {Here the other Penguins sympatheti- 
cally murmur, “ Squawk, squawk ! ” which is apparently the 


prescribed form of approval.) I have also a wire from Penguin 
Tootell : “ Regret impossible attend. Just starting for honey- 
moon. Needless say am with you in spirit. May Heaven 
guide your counsels ! Yours in links of ^ Penguinship, 
Tootell.” {Renewed squawks) Other Penguins have been 
communicated with, but have not written to explain their 
non-appearance. {Here several Penguins exclaim, ‘‘ Quonk- 
quonk-quonk ^ ” — which seems to be Penguinesque for Shame! ”) 
Before, as your Retiring Grand Prime, I vacate the rock, I 

will call on Recorder Penguin Mincoff to read the agenda 

{They are read by a neiwous Penguin in a straw hat, and 
appear to consist in electing a new “ Grand Prime and 
“ Vice-Penguin ” for the coming year) Voting papers wiU be 
handed round. There are three Candidates for the rock— m2?, i 
Penguins Stiokney, Ikin and Cronkeyshaw. I need not rmind 
you of the fact that Penguin Stiokney is one of our oldest 
and most respected Penguins, and has already discharged 
the duties of Vice-Penguin with singular tact and ability. 

Penguin Cronkeyshaw, I should just like to ask this. If 
we ’re all asked to pledge ourselves beforehand, what becomes 

of the secrecy of the bafiot _ .r . •£ 

The Grand Prime {loith dignity).^ I can only answer that 11 
Penguin Cronkeyshaw insists on impugning my conduct on 
this rock, I shall treat it as a matter of confidence and offer 

myself for re-election. ^ t 

Penguin Cronkeyshaw. In that case, Mr. Grand Prime, i 
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beg to ■withdraw my q-aestion, and merely remark that ij 
shall hold myself personally free to vote for any candidate I 
please — be he the youngest Penguin on the list ! 

[T/ze Penguins fill tip their papers in solemn sUence, fold 
them,, and deposit them in Recorder-Penguin Minooff’s 
straw hat, which is then handed to the Grand Prime. 

The Grand Frime (eounting the votes). Penguin Stickney, 4; 
Penguin Ikfn, 4 ; Penguin Ceonkeyshaw, 1, Owing to the 
I chivalry of Penguins Stickney and Ikin in each voting for 
* the other {commendatory squawks from^ all hut Penguin 
Ceokkeyshaw) the election has resulted in a tie. I shall 
therefore avail myself of the privilege of this rock, and give 
a casting vote to Penguin Stickney, whom I declare to be 
duly elected. ^ 

[Squawks — and a solitary quorik from Penguin Ceonkey- 
SHAw; Penguin Stickney then takes the rock as the 
new Grand Prime. 

Grand Prime Penguin Stickney. Brother Penguins, my 
heart is too full adequately to thank you for the very great 
honour you have just conferred upon me by electingme as your 
Grand Prime. I can only say that I will do my best to prove 
myself worthy of your confidence during my occupation of 
this rock, though I fear I can never hope to fill it as ably 
and — er — energetically as the distinguished and highly 
popular Penguin who has preceded me. {Squawks;^ a new 
Yice-Penguin is next elected with similar formalities) I 
win now call upon any Penguin who has a motion to bring 
forward to do so as briefly as possible, since our time is 
getting short. 

A Penguin in a Eomhurg hat, I — ah — ^beg to propose that, 
for all future meetings, every Penguin should adopt a uniform 
head-covering. I would suggest a straw, with a distinctive 
ribbon of sahnon, purple, and green, in alternate layers. By 
this means, Penguins would be more easily enabled to 
recognise one another on a railway platform than is the case 
under present conditions. (Squawks.) 

Penguin Gronkeyshaw (whose temper has distinctly not 
improved during the proceedings). 1 object to Penguin Jeff- 
cock’s proposal in toto. Are Penguins in a free country like 
England to submit to be curtailed and hampered in their 
choice of hats ? Why, I ask, why should I be compelled to wear 
a hat that I consider eminently unsuitable to myself per- 
sonally ? I no longer — as some here to-day have considered 
it humorous to remind me more than once — ^possess a head of 
hair like some Penguins. If Penguin Jeffcock is determined 
to force a fonn of head-gear upon me which, viewed from 
behind, would infallibly render my appearance more or less 
ridiculous, I shall have no alternative hut to send in my 
resignation and cease henceforth to be a Penguin. I will 
not make a public exhibition of myself in an infernal straw 
hat with a tomfool ribbon to please any Penguin alive ! 

Penguin Je'ffcock (diplomatically). I am sure that I voice 
the general sentiment when I say that I should be sorry 
indeed to press any motion which would tend to deprive us 
of Penguin Cronkeyshaw^s genial presence. For the moment 
I had forgotten the — ah — ^peculiarity to which he has so 
feelingly referred. I now beg to amend my original proposal 
by substituting for the straw hat and ribbon a distinctive 
badge which each Penguin will wear in his buttonhole on 
occasions like the present. It might he in enamel, and 
represent a Penguin rampant, which could he executed in 
artistic colours for a comparative trifle. (Squawks) 

Penguin Gronkeyshaw. I object to the badge as, if possible, 
even more preposterous than the straw ! It may be aU very 
well for Pen^in Jeffoook to talk of the expense as a trifle. 
Some Penguins may not have managed to feather their nest 
as he has. I know I haven’t. And, speaking as a Penguin, 
I do not^ see why I should be called on to put my hand in my 
pcwket for a mere superfluity. I maintain that paying my 
railway fare and my share of the bill—which, considering it 


was a cold lunch, I must say was nothing less than downright 
extortion— is as much as can reasonably be expected from a 
Penguin in my position. 

Grand Prime Penguin^ Stickney. I will now put Penguin 
Jeffcock’s amended motion to a show of pinions. (Every 
Penguin raises his right hand, eoccept Penguin Gronkeyshaw, 
who strenuously uplifts his left) The proposal is carried by 
eight pinions to one. (Loud squawks.) I therefore authorise 
Penguin Jeffcock to obtain estimates for executing the badges 
and to report accordingly. Has any other Penguin a motion 
to bring ? 

Penguin Gronkeyshaw (quivering with wrath). I have, Mr. 
Grand Prime ! I beg to move that this Honourable Society 
of Penguins be immediately dissolved and reconstituted 
without any titles of office, rules, regulations, or formalities 
whatsoever 1 

[Sensation, and loud cries of “ Quonh-quonk-quonk ! ” 

The Grand Prime Penguin. I consider that I should be 
tmtrue to the traditions of this rock if I were to put such a 
revolutionary proposal as that before an assembly of Penguins 
— and I therefore decline to do so. (Squawks from all, except 
Penguin Gronkeyshaw, who rises and retires into an adjoining 
arhour,'where he sits glowering and blaspheming furiously under 
his breath) Brother Penguins, we must all regret that the 
harmony of our meeting should have been marred by this 
little contretemps— however, we all know Penguin Gkonkey- 
SHAW — he has threatened to resign on many previous occasions, 
but has always come round during the return journey. In 
conclusion, I will call upon you to drink the usual toast. 
‘‘The Penguins-^and may they long flap together! ” (The 
toast is drunk with enthusiastic squawks) And now I think 
we had better be making a move for the station. 

[The company break up and stroll off together in twos and 
threes ; Penguin CRONKErsHAW sulks in his arbour until 
the last member of the Society has left the garden, when 
1 he hwnnes after them — to convey, we are permitted to 

I hope, the comforting intelligence that, in spite of all 

that has occurred, he has decided to remain a Penguin 
I till further notice. F. A. 

WHAT STOPPED THE HAMLET BOOM, 

You ’be shelved, who boomed a while ago, 

Prince Hamlet, -v^^th your locks that flow, 

Your strangled stride, your head held so, 

Your “ trappings and your suits of woe,” 

(The neck of them cut high or low 
In A.’s or B.’s revival) ; 

Your hat, with feathers two — or three, 

Your hatred of your Uncle G. 

And your “ To be, or not to be,” — 

You ’re ousted by a rival. 

Another Prince attracts our eyes, 

Who also grew ’neath Northern skies, 

But who does not soliloquise, 

Nor give weird starts and gasps and cries ; 

Who comes to us with smiles, not sighs, 

And prospects fair as Eden ; 

And so you sulkily withdrew, 

Knowing our gaze would turn from you. 

The gloomy Prince of Denmark, to 
The gallant Prince of Sweden. 

PuiffiLY Secular. — ^According to The Record, “The Irish 
Association for the Prevention of Temperance, which is 
formed upon a non-religious basis, has done good work in 
the past.” We can well believe the statement which we 
have taken "the liberty of italicising. 
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THE TAMING OF THE SHREW. 


Tomkina (^whom she liaa conaiateiitly and mercileasly anuhhedy and who has long nourished a 
desire for reveng^, “Ah, how h’you do, Miss Ackeidd? I have heard the news. I’m sure 
I HEAUTILY WISH YOUR FlANCJS JOY.” 

Miss A, {aourly), “Indeed? I pear you have been misinpoemed, Mr. Tomkins. I have no 
FxxncbJ* 

Tomkina (lifting hia hat^ and heating a haaty retreat), “Yes — er— quite so. I — ^I 

CONGRATULATE HIM.” 


LITERATURE AS A FINE ART. 

The Agency. 

The Shelley Literary Agency has for 
its object the assistance of young, in- 
experienced, or (naore rarely) bashful 
aspirants towards the pursuit of letters 
The advantages of such an institution 
require, and indeed admit of, little com- 
ment. For the comparatively nominal 
sum of Five Shillings, either in postal 
orders or unused penny or halfpenny 
stamps, the manuscripts of our clients 
are submitted, with the Society's recom- 
mendation, to at least five-and>twenty 
different editors, thus ensuring careful 
consideration, while at the same time 
avoiding the inconvenience, and in some 
cases actual risk, that might attend a 
personal visit on the part of the writers. 
Moreover it will be obvious that tlie 
mere choice of an objective is frequently 
a matter calling for the exercise of 
considerable technical skill. Thus, for 
example, a manuscript unsaleable to the 
Athenoeum might conceivably find a 
ready market in Snappy-Snips ; and 
vice vei'sd. The experts employed by 
us are in almost every case enabled to 
judge immediately of the most promising 
destination for any variety of article, 
and to act accordingly. Our terms for 
revising (a frequent and moat useful 
branch of the Society’s cnterjirise) depend 
on the merit of the work submitted, and 
vary from 26*. 6d. upwards. Our criticism 
is always strictly candid, a candid critic- 
being (as has been justly observed) a 
true friend. In proof of this wo have 
only to point to our testimonials, a small 
selection from which is appended. Any 
further particulars on application to : ~ 

The Shelley Literary Agency, 

Stylo House, 

Great Russell Street, W.C. 

N.B. — Callers please note that the 
8. L. A. is the third bell on the top 
landing, 

A Few Unsolicited Appreciations. 

“ Many thanks for your letter. 

The fact that the vicar’s daughter had 
died of consumption in a chapter an- 
terior to that in which she elopes with 
the costermonger is a detail tluit in the 
stress of composition had escaped my 
notice. It is in the supervision of such 
■matters of technique that your assistance 
is of the greatest value.” 

I note your objection to the 

habit of the heroine in addressing the 
wicked baronet as 'my lord.’ StiU 
she is not supposed to know him really 
well. However, it shall be altered. You 
are probably also right in your remarks 
about my description of the ducal recep- 
tion, though in this case I consider that 
the discharged menkJ who was my 
informant simply stole the money. On 


the scene at the Carlton Hotel, however, 
I consider that I am infallible, as when 
writing the story I made a point of 
enquiring there for a friend (non exis- 
tent), and the chapter was composed from 
my actual notes taken on that occasion.” 

“ No. You are under a misapprehen- 
sion. My little romance is not intended 
to be treated as a study of dialect. Any 
variations from the accepted methods 
of orthography are doubtless due to Ae 
absence of my dictionary, without which 


I seldom if ever compose. It has now 
turned up again, hut I am obliged to 
you for calling my attention to the 
matter.” 

“ I am delighted that you 

have been able to place my short story 
‘The Spectral Doom’ in such an exclu- 
sive journal as Comic Chops. To show 
the value of expert assistance such as 
yours I may mention that I had not 
previously considered the production as 
a work of humour. Many thanks.” 
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GOLFERS IN COURT. 

{Suggested by some recent Police-Court 
Proceedings ) 

The fracas which occurred between 
two golfers and some refractory caddies 
at the Imperial Golf Club, Gipsy EQU, 
was investigated at the Norwood Police 
Court on Saturday last, when Charles 
Bodger, No*vh PiMBLETT and John Mangles 
were summoned for assaulting Mr. Harold 
ILvshaai, of Emperor’s Gate, South Ken- 
sington, and Mr. Bertram Loftie, of 
Queensberry Crescent, Belgrave Square. 

Mr. SpmNGVALE Arlington, who appeared 
for the prosecution, said that there had 
been some dissatisfaction amongst the 
caddies of the Imperial Golf Club for 
some time past as to the rate of their 
remuneration. It appeared that some of 
the gentlemen frequenting the Imperial 
Links had been in the habit of giving 
their caddies, in addition to the usual 
Is. 6d. per round, Is. for lunch and 6d. 
for sloe-gin, and the caddies had demanded 
that the rule should he made of universal 
application. Mr. Loftie and Mr. Masham, 
who had refused to acquiesce in this 
suggestion, had, in consequence, rendered 
themselves very unpopular, and on the 
day in question, when going to the fifth 
hole, were set upon and assaulted by a 
crowd of infuriated caddies. For a long 
time they confined themselves to expostu- 
lating with their assailants, but at last 
Mr. Masham having received a severe 
dunch in the ribs from a brassie, lit. 
Loftie came to his friend’s rescue and, 
using his niblick with wonderful effect, 
floored three of the most aggressive 
caddies by well-aimed full shots at their 
heads. As in each case their skuUs had 
been fractured and had to be trepanned, 
the chief offenders were unable to appear, 
being still detained in hospital. 

Mr. Masham:, in the course of his evi- 
dence, said that the language used by 
the caddies was shocking. He was a 
scratch player, with a fiSl vocabulary, 
hut found it quite impossible to keep 
them in check by verbal means. His 
ribs were stfll sore from the blow which 
he had received. 

Crossrexamined, Mr. Masham said that 
he was a stockbroker. He did not 
believe in the Simple Life, hut he 
thought sloe-gin had for caddies. It 
stunted their ^owth and gave them 
hiccoughs, and it was* impossible to putt 
accurately when your caddie was hic- 
coughing. He was perfectly sober at 
the time of the attack; it was a mali- 
cious cMumny to insinuate the contrary. 
He had only taken two glasses of white 
port at 10.45, just before starting. He 
never intended* to fracture the skulls of 
the defendants: he just meant to “top” 
them with his nibliok, but their heads 
were evidently abnormally soft. 

After Mr. Loftie had given corrobora- 


tive evidence, Mr. Arlington said that 
the Committee of the Imperial Golf Club 
having made an amicable concordat with 
their caddies his clients had very gener- 
ously agreed to withdraw the prosecution. 
The terms of the compromise were that 
I in addition to the usual fee for carrying, 

I should be allowed for lunch and 33. 

I for cigarettes. The Club had also under- 
taken to pay for the cost of trepanning 
i the skulls of the three principal defend- 
I ants. 


A dignified bearded nobleman, who 
gave his name as Spencer Compton Caven- 
dish, K.G, P.C., F.R.S., D.C.L., LL.D., 
&c., was the subject of an unusual prose- 
cution before the magistrate of the South 
Western district on Friday last. 

The Lord ChanoelijOR was summoned 
under the Prevention of Over-pressure 
Act for allowing the Duke, for whom he 
was ofiScially responsible as chief official 
of the House of Lords, to play goK after 
the age of 70. 

Mr. Hereford Bdlmer, who prosecuted 
on behalf of the Commissioner of Police, 
declared that it could not be said as an 
excuse that there was not a reasonable 
opportunity of knowing the law on the 
subject. The Lord Chancellor, of aU 
men, should have had full knowledge of 
his duties, and ought to have restrained 
the Duke. The case, Mr. Bulmer ex- 
plained, came under the section concern- 
ing “restrictions,” under wldch it was 
specifically enacted that no peer should 
be allowed to take part publicly in any 
athletic pastime after the age of 70. So 
long as the performance took place in 
private, the law did not interfere, hut 
the Duke had undertaken to drive off 
the first ball at the opening of the new 
Cobden Golf Links near Clapham 
Junction, and these links were on a 
common to which the public were 
admitted. The Duke, it should he 
added, was described in the local papers 
as a “ septuagenarian phenomenon,” and 
was stated to be a pupil of Ben Sayers. 
and it was announced that he would 
appear on the occasion in question 
Inspector Burbery gave evidence 
bearing out Mr. Bulmer’s statement. 
Having received notice that the Duke 
was going to play golf in public he 
went to the Club-house on the day of the 
function and informed the captain of 
the Club that the performance must not 
take place. Mr. Slazenger, the captain, 
said it was too late to stop the perform- 
ance, and that it must go on. Besides, 
the Duke was not going to play a round' 
but only to drive off a hall from the first 
tee. 

Cross-examined, the Inspector said 
that he was present at the performance 
and was not shocked at all. Ajs a matter 
m fact he was rather amused, as the 
Luke missed the ball three times 


running, and then kicked it off the tee. 
He did not seem in the least fatigued, 
he added, though he looked rather bored 
while he was waiting. The spectators 
seemed sorry when he missed the 
baR for the first time, hut afterwards 
they appeared to have considerable diffi- 
culty in containing themselves. Even 
the Duke himself smiled. 

Mr. Manners-Sdtton, who defended, 
said he was not going to deny that the 
Duke was over age, but the Act was for 
the prevention of over-pressure in the 
case of septuagenarians, whereas the 
Duke found in golf a healthful relaxa- 
tion after his exertions in the Fiscal 
controversy. Instead of doing harm, 
playing goK seemed to do him good’ 
Besides, on the occasion in question, he 
was prepared to argue that the Duke 
did not play at aU, Play in golf was 
defined as striking the hall with the 
club, and they had the Inspector’s own 
admission that the Duke missed the ball i 
three times, and then kicked it with his 
foot. 

Mr. Garrett {the magistrate). Was any 
money taken at the gate ? 

Mr. Slazenger (the captain of the 
Cohden Golf Club) replied that the Duke 
was paid nothing for his performance. 
On the contrary, he had subscribed 
liberally towards the laying out of the 
links. 

The Duke then went into the witness- 
box, and in a perfectly simple and -un- 
affected way spoke of the great enjoy- 
ment he had derived’ from golf, which 
he had begun to play at me express 
desire of bis medical adviser. It was 
true that he was a pupil of Ben Sayers, 
who had said that he had the firmest 
stance of any Duke he had ever seen, 
and that if he had begun earlier he 
would have been a much finer player 
than the Grand Duke Michael. 

Medical evidence was called which 
showed that while the Fiscal abilities of 
the Duke were abnormal he was quite 
healthy and would not suffer in any way 
by playing an occasional round on the 
links. 

Mr. Garrett. Is he neurotic ? 

The Doctor. No, Sir. 

At ^ this q^uestion an exclamation of 
surprise and laughter came from the 
Duke’s friends in Court. 

The Lord CuANCELmR having given a 
solemn assurance that he would exert 
his influence to restrain the Duke from 
taking part in the open or amateur j 
championship, the summons was dis- 
missed, and the Duke and his friends 
left the court amid loud cheers. 


^ The Baltic Fleet, after its recent expe- 
rience of this class of vessel, is now 
convinced that there were no Japanese 
torpedo-boats on the Dogger Bank. 
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AND NO WONDER! 


liuddmj N,P. “That’s the woest op having a reputation for being a humorist No 

800NKU DID 1 STAND UP AND OPEN MY MOUTH TO MAKE MY SPEECH THAN THEY ALL YELLED WITH 
r-AUGIlTKIl.” 


CHARIVARIA. 

“ Ween the King of Spain arrives in 
London he will receive a truly British 
welcome,” prophesied a contemporary. 
An d he did. It rained steadily. 

The memory of Japan’s great sea- 
victoiy will not soon be allowed to die. 
A Yarmonth barge has been christened 
Togo. 

It is said that the heavy loss in 
Russian battleships was due in part to 
the poorness of their armour. The 
best quality was charged for in the 
bills, but does not seem to have been 
actually supplied. This points to care- 
lessness on the part of someone. 


A fortnight ago Adnoiral Togo recalled 
the exploits of Nelson. But Wellington 
has not been forgotten. Last week Sir 
Henry Irving revived Waterloo.'' 


Some annoyance was caused at Maiden- 
head during the theatrical motor meet 
lastjweek by the number of amateur 
photographers who took snap-shots of 
the actors and actresses. It is felt that 
he profession’s well-known dislike of 
publicity should have been respCHited. 


The musical critic of the Westmhistrr 
Gazette must really be careful. In his 
account of Jm Somiamhida he declar(*d 
that M. IkiNor ‘‘is naturally heard to 
greater advantage at the Waldorf than 
in Bow Street, where he appeannl in 
years gone by.” We ar(% informed by 
the police tlxat the allogatiou is entirely 
unfounded. 


The Gazette announces the reseliuling 
of the receiving ortlor made against the 
Marquis of QuiOKNsnKintY, th(‘ (>()urt])eing 
satisfied that all his delits have been 
paid in full. We imderstand, however, 
that his lordship is still undtu' an oldiga- 
tion to the motorists in his neighbour- 
hood, and is hojung for an opportunity 
to discharge it at sight. 

The Truth ahout Man, which has just 
appeared, is not from the pen of Miss 
CbRELLt. It is annouiujcd us being by 
“a well-known Novelist who desires to 
remain Anonymous.” 

Speaking last week at Oxford, Sir 
Henry Campbell -Bannkum an said that 
wherever he went ho found the same 
stoiy of reawakened inti^n^st in pul)li<t 
affairs. In the evening Sir 1 henry texik 
part in a debate, at the irnkm, on tlie 
motion “That the present (iov(*rmnent is 
nnworthy of the confidence of the 
country.” The motion w^as defeated. 

The liberal Party is much hmi at 


Mr. Balfour’s statement that they are a 
party aspiring to office with no pro- 
gramme at au. As a matter of fact 
th(*re is scarcely a single Liberal leader 
who has not a iirogramme of some sort. 

JIow I became a J udge is the title of 
a hook which has just appeared. This 
is a mystery, however, which stiU 
i‘nv(‘lo[)es more than one occupant of the 
Bench. 


A short time ago the diet of the 
Navy was increased, and it is announced 
that the men are now being exercised 
with a new loading apparatus. 

“ We still believe,” says the National 
Zeitung, “that in thought, and in senti- 
ment, we and the English are racially 
akin.” When will the German Press 
stop its campaign against us? 

A clever floriculturist has succeeded 
in producing a rose with coal-black 
petals; and the highest professors of 
this form of culture do not yet despair 


of producing a hyacinth that will smell 
like an onion. 


A farmer has been almost stung to 
death by the bees of a hive which he 
had accidentally upset. It is only fair 
to the insects to state that they did not 
know it was an accident. 


With reference to the recent cases 
of pockets having been picked in the 
Lion House at the Zoo we are informed 
that no suspicion attaches to the beasts 
themselves. 


The fact that Admiral Togo’s ships 
were outlined in art-green prompts a 
lady artist to express the hope that our 
aesthetic senses will be considered in 
the design of the new uniforms which 
are promised lor our sailors. There is 
no reason, anyhow, why Liberty men 
should not justify their title. 


Full Change for a So\tereign.— T he 
King of Spain’s Tout. 
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Old Gent {out of depth in river). *‘ Help ’ I can’t swim 1 ” 

A')neriean (safe on latik). “ Waal I I guess I can’t swim eithee ; but I ’m not making 
SUCH A DURN’D noise ABOUT IT ! ” 


MOTOR TRAGEDIES. 

The recent calamity in Norfolk, when 
the burning of a valuable game preserve 
was supposed to have been caused by 
a lighted match thrown from a motor- 
car, possihhj passing at the time, is 
anodier instance of the terrible devasta- 
tion for which the new locomotion is held 
responsible. The following tragic acci- 
dents, culled at random from an impartial 
press, will give point to our remarks. 

Double Motor Tragedy . — ^While touring 
on the South Coast in a 20 h.-p. Pericles, 
the owner of the car and his companion 
indulged in a swim in the secluded 
waters of a cove near Portland Bill. The 
unfortunate motorists were observed to 
be in difiSculties, and were both drowned 
before assistance was forthcoming. 

Shocking Motor-car Accident, — We 


regret to state that about 2'30 a.m. 
yesterday morning our esteemed fellow 
townsman, Mr. Joseph Goodfellow, was 
discovered by his wife at the bottom of 
the area steps with a sprained ankle 
and concussion of the brain. W e have no 
hesitation in attributing this catastrophe 
to the reckless conduct of a large alcohol- 
driven car of foreign manufacture which 
had been seen previously in the neigh- 
bourhood, as the unfortunate gentleman^s 
cbthing smelt strongly of the above- 
named spirit. 

The Motor as an aid to Grime . — ^Last 
night an audacious burglary was perpe- 
trated at the residence of General Gbeen- 
OUGH. The only due left behind by the 
burglars was the suspicious expedition 
with which they removed the stolen 
property and got clear of the district 
The under-housemaid, a person of exem- 


plary character, who has served the 
family faithfully for several weeks, is 
prepared to swear that between the hours 
of 1.45 and 2.10 a.m. she distinctly heard 
a motor-car being rapidly driven in the 
dhection of Mudtowm. Surely the pre- 
vention of the Automobile from thus 
facilitating crime should be a fitting 
subject to be brought before Parliament 
by the local Member. 

Motor Outrage . — About 10.30 p.m. on 
Satui'day night a shocking occurrence 
took place outside Widow Bentley’s 
cottage on the Great North Road. It 
appears Mi's. Bentley is in the habit of 
turning her donkey loose at night when 
she retires to rest. The faithful animal, 
weaned by its journey to market, was 
inofiensively lying by the side of the 
road, when it was run into by two 
savage road-hogs, and so severely injured 
that it has since succumbed. The motor- 
ists, however, did not in this case get off 
scot-free ; the chauffeur, who, we are 
pleased to notice, is a foreigner, being 
picked up next morning with a broken 
leg, while the owner of the car is stiU 
unconscious and the car itself practically 
wrecked. The chauffeur alleges that he 
did not see the unfortunate animal, but 
in the light of recent events we accept 
his statement with aU reserve, and^ have 
much pleasure in opening a fund in our 
columns for the benefit of the bereaved 
widow. ^ 

Another Motor Outrage . — ^An audacious 
motor outrage took place in broad day- 
light yesterday on the high road between 
the villages of Foxlip and Duckport. 
Fanner Pepper was driving a spirited 
young horse, the first time he had been 
in the shafts, when he heard the twitter 
of a motor bicycle approaching from 
behind, and reasonably enough raised 
his arm to warn the rider from coming 
I alongside. In spite of this, however, m 
less than ten minutes the motor bicyclist 
I insisted on passing, and in self-defence 
the farmer slashed at the ruffian with 
his whip as he went by. Leaving his 
“instrument of Satan” by the roadside 
the rider sprang upon the trap and 
assaulted the farmer with great violence. 
So far he has succeeded in eluding the 
police, though suspicion rests on a 
motor bicyclist seen proceeding rapidly 
along the London road with three large 
weals on his face. Surely our local 
J.P.’s should have power to imprison 
these ferocious savages who make the 
high road impassable for our peaceful 
yeoman classes. 

From “Women’s Work,” by “ Alioia,” 
in the Daily News. — “Yes, we women 
may have a weakness for talking, but 
who shall deny that we do not speak to 
the point ? ” That superfluous negative 
is r^y most unfortunate. 
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THE SIBYLLINE BOOKS. 

Fate toe Sinvx. “ OKCE I OPFEUED YOU PFACE WITH THE REMNAHT OF YOUR NAVAL 
STRENGTH ! N(nV I (jFFER YOU PEACE WHILE YOU STILL HAVE AN ARMY ! IF I SHOULD 
HAVE TO COME A(}A1N ••■’’ 
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'i0, 'Af'W^t^',, 


“AS THE ROMANS DO.” 

(A liornanesque hmdeM during certain manoeuvrea.) 

ArD.-O, (to Volunteer OJicery wfu> fiaa had orders to hold Caesar's Camp till a certain time, and then to retire). “The G-enebax 
WISHES TO KNOW WHY Yoll HjWE NOT UETIRED AH INHTRUOTED? ” 

V. 0. (enpylng an after lunch sjnoJce). “ Weix— EU - THIS is it — OiESAR’s Camp, don’toherknow. And — er— I thought what was 
GOOD ENOUGH Folt JuUOH CmvU ’s GOOD ENOUGH FOR ME.” 


MORE JIU-JITSU TRICKS. 

Iyama Terra, the famous Japanese 
wrestler, whose recent work(>n<//H-Jii«iA 
(The Bruiseless Art) has (uvated such 
a sensation in police (urcles, has l)een 
good enough to supply us with three 
short chapters which were inadvertently 
omitted from his bixjk. His valued con- 
tribution is accompanied by the following 
characteristic note : - - 

Dear Mr. Punc’H, diinl itsu, as taught 
by me* and pnuitised by (‘vcrybudy, is 
the science of defending yoursttlf against 
every known form of pliysical attack. 
The system embraces 4 17 separate tricks, 
all of which can be clone. In fact, next 
to its infallibility, the most conspicuous 
virtue of Jiu-Jitsu is its aIm<;Bt huighable 
simplicity. Youra, Iyama Terra. 

RUSES AND FALLS. 

To Eerel the Attack of a Man 
WITH Hatchet. 

It is very important to know how to 


deal with a man who assails you with a 
hatchet. There are several ways of 
making effective resistance, but just a 
few will suffice. Indeed, it will be better 
to teach you only two or three^ because 
if you knew them all you would, when 
putting them into practice, get confused 
and probably chopped. 

Method 1. — Wait until your opponent 
strikes and then move. Try to move as 
quickly as possible. Everything de- 
pends on that. Activity rather than 
gracefulness should be aimed at. If 
your adversary delivers a really violent 
blow, and you successfully evade it, his 
hatchet will be partly buried in the 
ground. While he is endeavouring to 
I extricate it approach him from behind, 
i seize his legs and plait them in the 
; sliape of an ordinary lock-stitch. Then 
dSnnly bend them up his back and 
maintain them in their place with your 
right arm. Your left hand will be free 
to secure his left arm and wrap it twice 
neatly round his neck. To complete 


the fall you can stand on his right hand, 
if necessary. He is now practically 
powerless, and you caA hold him in 
position until he has given a promise 
to lead a better life. 

Method 2 . — This is a favourite trick 
of mine. For its successful performance 
it is desirable that your friend should 
be wearing a fur overcoat, a stand-up 
collar and knickerbockers. Your first 
business is to make a feint, after which 
you ought to have no difficulty in taking 
the hatchet from him. Roll his fur 
overcoat suddenly up over his head to 
prevent him from seeing what you are 
going to do next. Get a firm purchase 
on his collar from the back, and with 
the other hand clutch the ends of his 
knickers. Tilt him over quickly and 
swing him about with his face down- 
wards. As to how long you need swing 
him there is no absolute rule. Dem 
with every case on its merits. 

Method 3. — ^In the event of yo^ 
antagonist being a big man with a big 
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hatchet, and especially if it is quite clear 
that he is annoyed, it is sometimes a 
good thing to go swiftly away. Return 
with several friends and bigger hatchets. 

To Cope with a K^t-kicking Hooligan. 

To a quiet, well-behaved man nothing 
is more vexing than to have his hat 
tilted over his eyes by the frolicking 
foot of a hooligan. I have squelched 
scores of hat-doffers in my time. This 
is how it is done. 

Method 1. — ^Let him try it on. When 
his foot is about two inches off the hat 
strike it (the foot) smartly to one side. 
This will cause him to whirl on one leg 
like a top. When the projecting limb 
comes round again, take hold of it and 
foUow it round in the manner of a sailor 
at the capstan. Four or five turns and 
you can leave him spinning. 

Method 2. — This is usefully employed 
when your assailant happens to be intoxi- 
cated. In such case his kicking is likely 
to^ be erratic and may miss your hat. 
Seize his foot when it is about opposite 
your waistband. Keeping tight hold of 
the foot run rapidly past him. This will 
probably cause his leg to bend at the 
knee. To double up his remaining leg 
and tipple him on to his back is the 
work of a moment, or a couple of 
moments at the outside. Then tie each 
leg to its corresponding arm in a loose 
bow-knot. If you have the time it is 
amusing to stand by and watch him. As 
be attempts to tmdo himself tighten the 
knots. 

N.B. — ^As this second method requires 
a quick eye and plenty of nerve, it is 
wen. to constantly practise it at home 
before trying it on a stranger. 


VINCENT CRUMMIES: NEW 8TYLL 

That Yineent OrummLes was no more, 
and that a new era of theatrical and 
music-hall management had set in, we 
had dimly perceived, but a recent article 
in the Ghronicle on the personality and 
achievements of Mr. Oswald Stoll, the 
Managing Director of the Coliseum, the 
Hipp^rome, and many other places of 
entertainment, puts our surmise beyond 
doubt. The new Crummies is philo- 
sopher, too. “His demeanour is grave 
and subdued, his strong face reveals the 
reflective temperament, his movements 
are deliberate, and he speaks softly, 
weighing his words, without gesture or 
demonstration. Though so deeply im- 
mersed in the whirl of mirth-making, 
he has a curious power of detachment ; 
when problems innumerable press for 
settlement he can hold himself aloof, 
surveying them analytically, dispas- 
rionately.*' 

"Coming upon such a description, 
without its context, one would fancy 
that the Premier was the subject, or a 


great Ambassador, or an Archbishop; 
but it is merely the Crummies of our later 
day. No more Bohemian society. ^ No 
[more beer and churchwarden pipes. 

! No more astonishment that such things 
I can get into the papers. No more seedy 
I hand-to-mouth existence. No more j okes . 

The story of Mr. Stoll’s career, as told 
I by the Chronicle correspondent, makes as 
fascinating reading as a book by the late 
Samuel Smiles. “ The consciousness of 
a definite purpose seemed to come curi- 
ously enough with the chance purchase 
of a copy of Locke’s work. On the 
Kuman Understanding. The lad, who 
had left school at fourteen, studied it 
eagerly, for, as he says, ‘ I wanted to 
understand something about understand- 
ing.’ Then, with expanding ideas, he 
began to realise the limits of his powers 
of expression, and he undertook the 
extraordinary task of reading through 
Webster’s abridged dictionary. This 
dire ordeal, which he performed twice, 
did not impair the activity of his brain, 
and he pursued with still greater avidity 
his studies among the philosophers.” 

The evolution of the revolving stage 
of the Coliseum came to Mr. Stoll, we 
conjecture, during a fit of giddiness 
induced by a too protracted sitting 
at Webster; and thus mechanically 
answered a question which Mr. Stoll, or 
Master Stoll as he then was, had been 
putting to his philosophic mind for some 
years — “ Why is an item on a music-hall 
programme called a ‘ turn ’ ? ” Hence- 
forward, vowed the philosopher, it shall 
be a torn indeed. 

No career based upon the steady 
perusal of Webster abridged can fail, 
and Mr. Stoll now pays salaries amount- 
ing every year to £400,000. He never 
allows himself to be depressed by 
business worries. “It is sometimes 
perplexing,” these are his noble words, 
“ but when I am confronted with busi- 
ness cates, and cannot quite see my way 
through, I step aside and read a few 
pages of John Stuart Mill, and after 
that I come back to the situation refreshed 
and better able to deal with it. I make 
a point of reading a few pages of some 
^eat thinker every day, but my reading, 
hke my thinking, is spasmodic. It must 
be so in such a life as mine.” 

But Mr. Stoll does not merely read 
philosophy. He writes it. He has 
enlarged Herbert Spencer’s doctrine of 
the relative survival of the fittest to that 
of the absolute survival of the fittest; 
and with some justification, too, for 
Herbert Spenoer is no more, whereas 
Mr. Stoll is still young and vigorous. 
This work, entitled The Grand Survival, 
was written in the train. Had the 
journey been longer the book would 
have been longer too. 

Such is the kind of man that arranges 
the programme at the Hippodrome and 


the Coliseum; and we cannot be too 
grateful for the changes that have placed 
our entertainments in the control of 
great thinkers. For Mr. Stoll does not 
stand alone. Since reading the article 
in the Chronicle we have been making 
inquiries about other Entertainment 
Kings, as the Smileful journalist calls 
them, and we find that high thinking 
and plain living are the nlle with aU. 

Mr. George Edwardes, for example, 
who has just offered the town The 
Spring Chicken, is in the security of his 
own home deeply interested in patristic 
literature, and at this moment is putting 
the finishing touches to a new edition of 
St. Augustine, Mr. Barrasfoed, of the 
Lyceum and a score of other music- 
halls aU over the country, is a poet of no 
mean order, and a regular contributor 
both to Great Thoughts and the 
Expositor; while Mr. Charles Frohman, 
the great transatlantic and cisatlantic 
impresario, varies the monotony of 
“presenting” plays with recondite re- 
searches into the properties of Kathode 
rays. 

Lastly, Mr. Robert Newman, the genial 
manager of the Queen’s HaU. Orchestra, 
has long been famous as one of the 
most fearless disciples of the Tubingen 
school, his commentary on the Code of 
Hammurabi having already been trans- 
lated into eleven European languages. 

Stem to Stern, 

{A Tale for the Marines.) 

“ We know at last whither the coun- 
try is being steered. There is the figure- 
head with his hand on the rudder.” — 
R. W, M. in the Daily Newsf^ We 
sincerely congratulate Mr. Balfour (the 
“ figurehead ” in question) on his success 
in making two ends meet. 

A Whitsuntide Chance.— To make a 
profit out of pleasure is a most desirable 
thing, and, thanks to the Great Eastern 
Railway, it could have been achieved by 
any East Anglian who cared to come up 
to London by a certain' excursion train 
on June 10. This enterprising Com- 
pany advertised that passengers will 
be (Mowed 60 lbs. of luggage free ! ” 
Really a most handsome bonus ! 

To the advice “Ne’er cast a clout Till 
May is out,” Mr, Punch now adds the 
following piece of .proverbial philosophy, 
suitable for the land of wintry weather 
that came in early June : Never put off 
till tomorrow what you can wear to-day, 

^ The Government’s latest issue of poli- 
tical capital in the form of Colonial 
Conference Stock is the subject of ani- 
mated discussion in the political market, 
opinion being sharply divided as to the 
respective merits of the “ Ordinary ” and 
the “ Preference ” issue. , , 
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MYSTERIOUS OCCUREEXCE IN THE LIFE OF A 
TRANQUIL TRAVELLER. 

Scene — Coffee-room, Riverside. Date — Recent. 

Three tables, occupied. Ttto of them by couples ; the third 


aad, to my amazement, delivers himself, severely, to this 
effect : 

“ I have been thinking the matter over, Sir ” (mark the ‘ Sir ’) 
“ and I am somewhat surprised that you should have addressed 
me, considering what took place on board the steamer.” 

Myself {dumfounded and utterly taken aback, 'putting my 


by a man of good appearance. He is alone. I, the Tranquil hand to my ear). “I beg your pardon, would you mind 
Traveller, retire to a fourth table in a comer. Here I order repeating what you Ve just said ? I m a little deaf ! 
luncheon. While examining the bill of fare and wine list, 1 - Solitary S'r*. (still more severely, and a'Q eating con- 
become conscious of being stared at with peculiar persistency siderahle ' ‘y "‘I have no doubt, Sir, that you find it 
by the solitary man at the third table. Every time I look in convenient to be deaf.” 

his direction our eyes meet, and his features become more and W ith these words, uttered in a tone of the most biting 
more familiar : but vaguely, like a face in a dream. Now it so irony, the Stranger walks slowly away, head in air, leaving 
happens that I am chronically haunted by a fear lest I should me plante Id! 

pass, without acknowled gmen.'*' reonle in the street whom I I shall probably never see him again. And, on considera- 

ought to recognise, rh:? is enforced upon my tion, the prospect^does not distress me. 

consciousness bv the srowinsF t 1 As to what I had done to 


consciousness by the growing 
number who smilingly bow to 
me, knowing me perfectly, and 
whose salutes I return with 
considerable geniality, without 
having an idea who they are. 
“If,” I often say to myself, 
“this happens so frequently, 
how many must there be who 
do not take the initiative, and 
whom I pass innocently, not 
remembering them' a bit, 
they saying to themselves, 
‘Haughty beast, he doesn’t 
care to recognise me, although 
he was pleasant enough when 
we met at Blank’s I C5uts me 
direct, does he, the stuck-up 
idiot! let’s see if I can’t be 
even with him another day 1 ’ ” 
With this apprehension ever 
present to my mind, and the 




BITER BIT. 

Man in Fur. “ I hear you had an accident last night ? 
Man y:iih Cigar. “ Yes — ran into a Steam-roller.’* 


annoy him on board that 
steamer, I am as ignorant 
as the babe unborn. Why 
he had been offended, who 
he is, wdiy he should re- 
member presumably a trivial 
incident of five or six years 
ago, which has passed from 
my brain as completely as if 
it had never been, are, and 
will probably ever remain, | 
mysteries. By what word, 
deed, or look of mine his in- 
dignation had been aroused, 
who was wrong and who was 
right, is, I venture to think, 
a subject for a prize-puzzle. 

I ask Mr. Ihmch, as the 
benefactor of his race, to offer 
a good round sum***^ to who- 
ever solves this, to me at least, 


■ cotildn’t think of interfering. 


. • j; j_i_ Tj. a murt ‘LuiLii ieh — kajs i.siTU a otjeam-bollek. *111 i i 

staring of the sohtary stranger ^ shame ! They allow those beastly things ^^^^luble problem, 

continuing, i become more to go much too fast ! ” Flote. — Oh, dear, no’ We 

and more convinced that I ^ I ^ — couldn’t think of interfering. But 

have seen him somewhere before. By a sudden inspiration if the writer will offer a substantial reward we, on cashing his cheque, 

I rise, walk across the coffee-room, and in the most genial heep the amount in hand till it is earned by somebody, 
manner, whisper to him deferentially, — . 

“Excuse me, but your face is very familiar to me: are we _ 

acquainted? — ^my name is — ^W ilkiitsoh.” THE FIRST PAYING GUEST. 

The Solitary Stranger {somewhat frigidly). “ We were fellow- (A Legend ) 

passengers pn the stumer -five or sk y^s ago, when we [An attempt is here made to avoid classical pedantry, and to express 
made the tap to Sweden, Norway, and St. Petersburg. _ the facts of antiquity in homely language suited to the needs of fature 
Myself {with greatly increased, not to say effusive geniality), generations of undergi-aduates, when Greek has ceased to be a com- 
“ To be sure, to be sure, I remember you perfectly ” (which p^sory subject.] 

was not strictly in accordance with fact), “ I was certain your ^ Ion Smiteiios the Ratepayer rose from his early Grecian 

face was one I knew directly I saw you,” and seizing his couch one lovely morning in April, b.o. 1004, feeling at peace 
hand I ^ shake it heartily, saying, “DeHghted to meet you with gods and men. In the' first place, Troy had fallen on 
again!” ■ ft® previous day after a ten years’ siege, and he 'reflected 

Not another word passes. He seems rather taken aback ; with satisfaction that he had been one of the first to suggest 
but is s prim mun, probRbly busiusssJike, uud burd (or tbo omploymont of guilo in order to reduce tbe city. Under 
thick) beaded. I return to my own table and, after a period tbe signature of “ finiGNANT Aegive ” be bad written to tbe 
of waiting, my luncheon’ arrives, and I consume it slowly, Argos Argus, tbe popular balf-obol paper of the country, 
enjoying tbe view of the Thames. All this takes time, for I exposing tbe futibty of frontal attacks. Then, again, be had 
am iu- no burry, having spent tbe morning^ over, or rather worked off all arrears in tbe matter of sacrifices, and what a 
^der, the Busbey Park chestnuts, and in visiting the comfort that was ! In short, as be went for his morning con- 
Bampton Court pictures. Moreover, having done the civil stitntional . through the ball be felt that all nature smiled, 
thing to tbe ex-fellow-passenger, I do not look at him again. Two minutes later* bis pleasure was entirely spoiled by tbe 
I have, in fact, practically forgotten bis existence, satisfied sight of a suppliant on tbe hearth. 

wi& having escaped the ever threatening danger of being Tbe criminal law of Greece was at that time in a very 
^tenbonafly uncivil by ignonng some one I ought to imperfect state. Briefly tbe rules relating to murder and 
have acknowledged. , . , , , offences ware as follows. If A. killed B., then it 

Just as i ^ finishing the meal, over which I purposely became tbe duty of B.’s nearest relative, C., to kill A. Tbe 
dally, tbe . Stranger quits bis table, approaches mine, State declined to interfere in what it considered a purely 



Jobe 14 , 1905 .] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHAEIVAEL 


personal affair. It was O.’s business, and he must manage it surprised, do you know, if that was your man. The brother, 

M he thought best. A.’s next move was to fly to the nearest you know.” 

hearth, and then the thing might be considered in Chancery. The suppliant’s jaw fell. 

The Law was very strict on the subject of hearths. Once on A week later it fel again. That was when Smithios 
a hearth a fugitive coidd neither be injured nor evicted. presented the first biU ever made out for a Paying Guest. 
“Morning,” said the suppliant brightly, as Ion Smithios 

‘''Kipaysrfe.m.'i. . OPERATIC NOTES. 

“ To what am I indebted ? ” he said. ^ ^ Tuesday, June 6. — Oh, what a night and what a day we 

“The fact is,” replied his visitor, “in strict confidence-y- had been having ! Even the memorable visit of His Majesty 
I’m a god. Er — in f^ct, Zens. I know I don’t look like it, of Spain to London was like to have been washed from the 
but this is a disguise. I am doing mj celebrated imitation tablets of our memory by the rain that, for duration, since 
of the young T pan of the period. The fact is, I hope it won’t Sunday night, well nigh beat aU records, save Noachian. 
annoy you or upset your plans in any way, but I love your “ Avec moi, not apres mol, le deluge,"^' as King Alfonso, of 
vouno'est daughter with all the warmth of a noble nature, course confidentially, remarked to His Excellency the Duke of 

Siarms of the lovely Stupid of me ! Can’t recall Santa Mauro, Grandee of Spain and Gentleman of the 

the name at the moment.” Chamber, speaking in French for the benefit of Monsieur- 

“I’m not surprised. I have no daughter.” Paul Cambon, by whom the Royal sally was received with a 

“ No no, of course not,” said the suppliant. “ Stupid joke courtly smile, and an appreciative chuckle that spoke volumes 
of mink But I see you have a feeling heart. You won’t be for the entente eordiale between France and Spain, 
hard on a fellow. What ’s really happened is that last night The Royal Spanish visit during the recent rain has caused 
being Troy night, and me rather celebrating it, don’t you the above digression, of which advantage may be taken 
know, somehow or other— r ,to compkin of the dea^ 


purely by accident ^I cut n 
man’s head off. His brother 
chased me for three miles 
across difficult country, and— 
well, here I am, don’t you T^SjMT || 
know. What ? ” ItSKfeW I 

“Well,” said the ratepayer, yjly.rn^ I 
“ I wish it to be clearly imder- |l 

stood that 1 in no way approve 
or sympatliise. But ” 

“ Do you know, interrupted 
the suppliant, “this crosR- 
country running makes you 
awfully peckish. You couldn t 
hxirry breakfast along and tell 
me tlie rest afterwards, 1 sup- Ajfe-i 
pose?” 

From that day ho became a 
regular member of the hous<^- 
hold. He turned out to bo an THE BOOl 
unpleasant young inan, ^and 

he did not scruple to find fault 

with the ratepayer’s clomeHtic arrangements, 




— to complain of the dearth 

of cabs about Coyent Garden 

( II I I on this dreadfully dirty night. 

II Die Meistersinger over, the 

I I I Opera House was 

^ crowded with unfortunate 

I ' r r ladies in brilliant toilets, 

I I wearing thinnest shoes, who, 

^ ^ being carriage-folk, were 

r Itli dependent, for their safe 

^ ^ I 11 return home, on cabs unob- 

I tainable by commissionaires 

■ I'l (not aU of them obliging), 

^ ]7 either for love (of course 

1^;. ' j I this is only a proverbial 

// phrase, as I am unaware of 

i sweet inducements hav- 

offered by the dis- 
tressed ladies) or for money, 
*'P’'||f even though untold gold 

i.T THE JUNGLE HOTEL MAKES A were proffered for the^ of 

SLIGHT MISTAKE. any kind vehicle. T^ey re ] 

— — all at Drury Lane, said 

Once they [ one dripping and perspiring emissary, who returned, steam- 




THE BOOTS AT THE JUNGLE^ HOTEL MAKES 1 
SLIGHT MISTAKE. 


with the Kitepaver a clomeHtic armngemenw. unco uioy uuo 

offered him cold mutton. Ho turned pale, and insisted on a mg, from his vain quest. Ewdently ffie ty^t Loms the 
otter;^ Him corn nu o f > Eleventh had commandeered all the cahs m the neighbour- 

“SrTf IormL Smithios hit on an idea. Lood, as there was on that night an overwhelnm^ly big 

The first the suppliant know of it was when his breakfast house to see Sir Henry as the French King, one of his most 

Steins 

.iuWfr~.ua. 

moment for every meal you take, and also for attendance. Mnnzinsky however had not escaped climatic influ- 

Not to mention ex^, and- lest we forget- fuel, hght8,and ^^H^ ^ ^ was^decidedly throaty 

^ . .... T u « +.riflfi flat. Prettv Fraulein Alien won the audience _as 


_ l. Q euueb, suit.*. JULO »r vt-wfPt/* y « 

“I'U*» thi. rmnute. I give ycm notica I*™’* 

, 1 k»;w.Mcmldtotl.8"Spin<UeSid..” EOT ,3Eis™s »ot 

4e i- »w,” !» * 

^ rArs- & 
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Wednesday.— Tidkle Faust, who now falls in love with Dotle. Midway through the story, probably burdened with 
the Marguerite of Mile. DoNiLDi, who is pleasing, but not a sense that desira,ble matenal is petering out, he introduces ' 
powerful. The House, rather poor to-night, but rich to-morrow some paddmg, which includes a mtile chapter on kissing, 
when stalls are ten guineas a seat, compensates for its lack of Worst of ^ is the explanation of the mystery upon whose in- 


numbers by its overflow of enthusiasm. A good performance, 
recently described in these notes. 

Mr. Funch shutting up shop early on Thursday in antici- 
pation of Whitsuntide holiday, his Operatic Notemonger is 


genuity My Baronite understands that Kernatt.vx especially 
prides himseK. There is a difference between ingenuity and ! 
improbability. If probability is to be ignored, a novelist is ' 
free to be egregiously ingenious. But after all, probability 
must be regarded The romancist pleases the more intricate 


=re to gi^rr ^cc^unnt Gak FuU must be regarded The romancist pleases the more intricate ' 

Dress Performance on Thursday night. Thus is a brUliant is the wrag of his web, the more genuine the surprise' 
piece of descriptive writing lost to the world simply through when, it being finished, the trick of workmanship is dis-i 
Ae fault of the Calendar. c)<^ed. The expknation of the comings and goings of The 

Jackal IS infantile m its absurdity. ()l)viously the story 

would never have been conceived but for tlio existence of 

“ TIS MERRY IN (STEINWAY) HALL.” Sher^lock Eolmes. In its design and execution it is Sherlock 

A COMPARATIVELY smaU but highly appreciative audience 

^eeted IDvDEN Corraat his Concert RecM, Steinway ^ udmiited when giving his 

Monday, June 5, when, under the musical management oi . .r^ n i Vi i ® 

G. Sharpe, there was nothing flat, as of course was natural. t imnnsqihlp ’’ Tt' le douUe-bass, 

Mr. GiDDiira great in his imitations; Mr. Squire, AR yon ’d ' I T 'T ‘ ' ’ , . 

desire, A man'eUous feRow, On violoncello. Monsieur Maurice hv V^rmniA^'no^^ wrtJScott 

FarkoI (the French equivalent in pronunciation, we beheve, ^ H ' , ' " • 

for Fae^uhar), being appkuded time after tim^ and tune ^^reiore the niore_ like y to o.Korcisc a pernicious 
after tune, obligingly kWd the audience by cheerfuRy mflnence on some niexpe •icuci.l ovcr-nnpwKsim 

accepting their enSires. Alother simikr entertainment of T ‘'''i’- 

the “ Coffin and Squire series ” (sounds rather like a sad withhold it. It is tlic stoiy^ol a young Fiiglish girl 

undertaldng, with the Squire’s heir as chief mourner) is ^®sides being, as a casme., a Iorhon in petticoats, is a 
announced for June 19, at 3.15, and if the one here recorded' mmrveRous mathematician, and an.acconii,l,sliod lin^ist. In 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 
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announced for June 19, at 3.15, and if the one here recorded' mmrveRous mathematician, and an.acoonii,l,sliod lin^ist. In 
may be considered as a fair sp^imen of the others to come, Hindustani 

' the entire series ought to achieVe a great success. ' confined to the lan^age 

® ® aU would, have been well, lint this cynical, artistic-mmded, 

heathenish young female philosopher, agcxl twenty, who 

nriR RnnK'iwn-ncrirF despises her own people, becomes enamoured of a youthful 

. . T dUOMNU OFFICt- Pathan, aged eighteen, a “chetai-vvallah ” or native help,” 

In a semi-circnlar accompanying a novel by Dwight Tiltojst, which, anglicised, moans a kind oE botthvwashor called in 
entitled My Lady Laughter, its publishers. Dean and Sons, to assist Jeames. No wondf^r that her father, the respectable 
beg to draw attention to the illustrated cover of this book, old General, retired, should put liis foot down, and when 
It IS a picture of a young person, in a loud-toned scarlet cloak refusing his consent to sueb a marriag(‘, should put his foot 

over a black dress, wearing a big hat with a deep reddish np and kick the coloured ApolloJikc^ youth down stairs and 

browm lining, and carrying before her a large muff, in which out of the house. But tlu^ girl (dopes with tlu^ dusky lad 
her hands are concealed. Perhaps she is shy of exhibiting who has “received the ordm* of tlu^ boot,” and tlio rest is 
them. She is advancing, on a grey ground,* towards the tragic savagtny. 

spectator, and grinning-of course presumably smiling, but This, theliutborcss’s hdcHt, is “ afft^ci.ionatcdy InseribtHl to the 
d^idedly showing her teeth at some person invisible-in young, to tho romantics, to tliosfi wlio ikksw'sh tx^auty, and those 
what is, to the Barons taste, a most unprepossessing way. whobcdievci that hwc is the Ix'st gift of libs” because she says, 
Some persons may ccinsider her pretty, and some persons’ such “alone should n^ad it, for tluw aloiu^ will undc^rstand it” 
curiosity may he &o piqued that, Respite aU obstacles, they If the above cotid it, ions i )0 rigidly insistiHl inion, tlic (urculation 
wiH commence the book with a light heart—as did the Baron would lie cousi(lcral>ly limited. And tluj Baron would not grieve 
and work their way tbrciugh it~a fe^ attempted by the were this the case. Tim vendor at the (‘oimUr would have a 
Baron, in which he ignom™^^^ failed. The fanciful speUing difficult task before him ; since, to any aiipllcaut , aft(*r deciding 


‘ neighbor ’ 


‘ neighbour,” 


for “honour,” its “marvelous” for “marvellous,” its imitation 
Sheridan dialogue, its description of a lady’s curtsey as 

** IrtTir rt n /I * * Aa f 1 _ I 


‘billowing,” 


whother he, or hIu*, “ ii(,.s.s<‘sHcd hoimty” or not (“ pusHable ” 
wouldn’t do), ho would luive to juit fluwo quoHtioiiH Firstly, 
“ How old Are yon V ” d’ho upidicant iiumfc ho Ht iR “ young 


irntatea mm; while its lack both shall we say betwiuui uiuet<‘en and Iwi^nty fivt^? Secondly 

nriA him cmrci n-n +h£i •foolr oOav. I»r» Ct A ss rtss . « . - 


of action and interest made nun give up the task alter he “Are you roruantio V ” 'I’liiH * 
got through a hundred pages. Therefore, except on the statement of ihi- uiii.iicaut’.i lit’o- 
fcst part of ^s novd,he is not entitM to pass an opinion; mry taste goiienilly. Thirdli/, 
but li a great treat be in store the determined reader will ^ * 


“Are you romantic*.?” I’liis would have to bo proved ty 


“'What do you lielieve about 


noUy d^^e the rew^d of his per^ve^^^ * go moie love V ” Shoidd tho aiiswera 
he ! Give me, quoth the Baron, a book with a quiet kR to satisfy the eoiiditions of 
and let aR Its attraction be in the nmtter the authoress’s catechism, thou 
w?f' ., 1 ^^ about good wine is of force here, tlic applicant will nothodeco- 

Waste not money on a catching covct; m whatever dress it rated with this latest specimen 
may appear a weR-writ ten novel is hou nd to attract.” of a Victoria Cross. TlL IW 

rrr, T 7 1 nsT r o/-^^ is not of Opinion that tliG appli- 

Ihe daefcai ( WARD, Look & Co.) opens briskly, brimming cant would he a loser hy the 
OTer with mterest of the gwd old melodramatic sort, decision. The Baitni places tliis 
Through some chapters Mr. Coulson I^ahan keeps the example of misapplied talent on 
P®f® f /f d strength that would not discredit “ the “ The Index -hut not on that 
only begetter of this style of modern romance, Sir A. Cohan of any circukting library 


JlAliON 


iV^ 
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MUSICAL NOTES. 


(With profound aeknowledgments to the “ Pall 
^ Mall Gazette:^) 

Thebe Is probably no composer more 
delicately susceptible to the sights, 
sounds, landscape, and temper of every 
country which he visits than the incom- 
parable Professor Bilger. Por instance, 
he comes to ILondon when a Medical 
Congress is in session, and forthwith 
presents us with his matchless overture 
of Morphine, the noble Clilorale which 
is so splendidly familiar in its arrange- 
ment as a vocal trional ; or 
he visits Italy in its dearest 
springtide when the bald and 
brown earth begins to assume 
its vernal chevcliire, when the 
olives begin to show their 
flower, and when the Mediter- 
ranean, greatly daring, seems 
to purr like a gigantic and 
genial white cat. Hence Bil- 
ger’s famous Balearic Rhap- 
sody, in E Majorca [and 
Minorca, in which the feline 
amenities of the meridional 
temperament ai-e reflected with 
such superlative felicity of 
distinguisJaed achievement. 


boomerang — ^we thiioi we are right in 
assuming that the use of this erratic pro- 
jectile is not confined to the aborigines 
of Australia or even the attentions of a 
Q^nnibal tribe might conceivably exert 
an adverse effect on the creative activi- 
ties of Bilger’s massive and monumental 
brain. Madame is a host in herself, but 
then, as Cavour said of one of her ances- 
tresses, Una Gugli poco fa. 

Anyhow, without transcending the 
bounds of legiti^te conjecture or ven- 
turing on any chimerical bombination in 




Now comes the momentous 
— we had almost said ^ the 
soul-shaking- -news that it is 
Bilger’s venture to cross the 
seas to conq[iier tbo Atlantic 
and visit Soutli America with 
the companionHliip of Machmio 
Bilger {nee Uontessa Gugli ni 
Bosanqueto). It is not for 
us, save in the way of thei 
sheerest surmise, to ailum-| 
brate the pricclcvss musical j 
inspirations which will 
pulsate through the cere- 
bellum of the greatest of 
living composers during his 
most memorable and, if w<^ , 
may say so, mollifluouB jour- j 

A contemporary writer has j 
even §one so far as to give - 
publicity to the idea that as 
of this journey wo shall possibly have 
some impressions of Bra'/.il, the Argen- 
tine, Bolivia, Chile, Peni, Patagonia, 
Tierra del Puogo and tho Straits of 
Magellan, cxpn'ssed in terms of music. 
This is of courno a question on 
which it is impossildo to pronounce 
with absolutely pontifical infallibility. 
Biiger is eminently a man of moods, 
and it may well happen that tho sight 
of the Ancles or of the Giant Sloth, so 
far from pronK^ting the flow of inspira- 
tion, may act contrariwise as a styptic. 
Again, the contiguity of an earthquake 
or a volcano, or the sudden impact of a 



that Mr. Jasper Bogle made his appear- 
ance at the last Enharmonic Concert. We 
have always had a great kindness for 
Mr. Jasper Bogle, who is indeed and in 
truth a rare and fine artist, and we con- 
fess that^ it was with a feeling almost 
approaching to the confines of consterna- 
tion that we noted the fact that an artist 
on whose superlatively artistic and vital 
sincerity of accomplishment — unless, 
indeed, it would be nearer the mark to 
say accomplished vitality of sincere and 
superlative artistry— we have .so often 
insisted, had never before sung for this 
notable and most notorious 
society. We use tlie word 
‘‘notorious ” deliberately in 
view of certain recent hap- 
penings, but for the moment, 
and for reasons which will 
commend themselves to all 
chivalrous and patiiotic na- 
tures, abstain from elucidat- 
ing our meaning in fuller 
particularity. 




UNFEELING. 

Voice from over the Hedge. do make haste, Geobge I 
ARE A TIME ! 


You 


result 


the realm of illimitable inanity it may, 
we think, be permitted to us to assert 
that it will be most interesting to hear 
the result, couched in his own inimitable 
terms, whatever they may amount to, of 
Bilgee’s visit to the most voluminous 
and voluptuous continent which the 
world has ever knpwn or seen — ^volu- 
minous, because^ of its size and the 
volume of its rivers, and voluptuous 
because that mdo^ious quadrisyllable 
also begins with, the same consonant as 
the epithet with wiuph I have placed it 
in iinmediate juxtaposition. 

It is very pleasurable to us to observe 


To write with meticulous 
and categorical precision of 
a performance which you 
were unable to attend, and 
about which you are not 
certain whether it ever took 
place or not, is a proceeding 
which savours of unmiti- 
gated temerariousness. In 
such circumstances 'twere 
surely wiser to emulate the 
mental attributes of the 
Greeks, qui amant omnia 
diibitantius loqui, and show 
an exquisitely delicate care 
in the choice of moods and 
tenses. 

After these necessary pre- 
liminaries we may observe 
that the work of the St. 
Elizabeth Musical Society, 
which, was to have been 
expressed the other day 
by a performance at the 
Royal Agricultural Hall, 
must have shown — unless 
it was unavoidably pre- 
vented from taking place — to 
what advantage its training had been 
pursued. Selections from Carmen were 
recorded as to be given, in which Mr. 
Eric Boole, Miss Olga Tones, Miss 
Alice Lopbr, Mr. Arlet Gamage and 
others were to take part Assuming 
that the artists thus enumerated dij 
actually appear, and were ^ in their 
normal condition of vocal efficiency, and 
that the programme was not changed, 
it is, we think, within the bounds 
of possibility that they rendered as 
much justice as could reasonably be 
expected of them to the captivating 
idiosyncrasies of Bizet’s acknowledj 
masterpiece. 
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LITEEART STIIE IN DEPARTMENTAL REPORTS 

The Report of the Departmental Committee on the Arm 3 ’ 
Stores Scandals in South Africa is marked a literary flavoui 
somewhat uncommon in this class of brochure. Take the 
following passage: Are the taxpayers of this counb'y to 
continue to he the sport of the many questionable contractors 
who are as ready to follow their several avocations in the loake 
of a war as they are also willing to he its pioneers?^^ How 
nicely balanced is the rhythm of this rhetorical question ; how 
happily inspired, how removed from narrow formality the 
generalisation of iU climax. Again : “ Some clumsy panta- 
loon hi putties — even some agile harlequin in a helmet — may 
occasionally he caught ” (observe the colour, the imagery, the 
unaffected spontaneity of the alliteration !), “ hut the oldest mewr 
her of the Committee has informed his colleagues that in the 
course of many years^ experience he can only call to mind one 
case where the civil practitioner in a military scandal has heen 
brought to justice, and in that solitary instance the offender, 
when released from a period of fifteen months^ incarceration, 
was received hy his fellow-townsmen with many manifestations 
of civic triumph^ Conld one ask for a more genial humour, 
a homelier play of anecdotal reminiscence in a document 
supposed to be confined to the unrelieved record of dry 
evidence and the conclusions to which it leads ? 

Far from echoing the sentiments of the Times, which speaks 
of extravagant and tasteless rhetoric,” and of “ the obscurity 
of certain passages which appear to suggest imputations that 
either should have heen made outright or should not have 
been made at all,” let us extend a hearty welcome to this new 
literary form, with its arresting style, at once rococo and 
cryptic, lustrous and elusive. Mr. Punch, indeed, has been so 
impressed by the felicities of Sir William Butler’s document 
that he has ventured to take it as his model for the editing 
of this week’s Reports from his own Committees of Inquiry 
into_^the Scandals of the Hour. He appends a few specimens. 

Extract from Report on the Army Cap Scandal, 

Are the tax-payers of England to he for ever the playthings 
of collusion between the War-Office and tiie military milliner? 
Must every day bring forth some fresh variation on the 
preposterous pork-pies of Potsdam? ... the impenetrable 
mystery whieh shrouds the periodical forage-cap refunds, 
the intangible personality of those dealers, if any, in head- 
gear at second hand, through whom our discarded patterns 
filter on to the skulls of city scavengers ? And always in 
the background that nebulous figure of the nursemaid in 
her^ Park finery, ever ready to follow in the wake of the 
military popinjay, whom her allurements first decoyed into 
the service of his county. What inscrutable consideration 
does she pay to the officials of Pall Mall in return for those 
changes in her hero’s trappings which are so vital to her 
rage for variety? 

Extract from Report on the Motor Abuse. 

. . . intolerable with their dust and odour and roar that 
make day hideous and night a nameless horror. How long 
wffl the ruminative rustic, how long will the patient pedes- 
trian continue to be the butt of these gore-spillers in their 
goggles, these baby-scrunchers in their hear-skins? 

And, behind them zR, the consenting silence of the makers of 
macadam, the studied indifference of the patentees of dust-defy- ' 
ing sprinklers, who trade on the ruin wrought hy these road- i 
swine! And, yet again behind these, the unfathomable 3 
passivity of the police, screening who knows what quagmires 
of corruption ! 

Extract ibom Report on the Dearth of Tubes. ^ 

* . the impervious mystery of those unseen hands < 

gagging at its very source — ^the great congested throat of the 1 

Metropolis — our bitter cry for more tubes ... a curious note 
of irony in the fact that the Press itself — the very mouth- 
piece of the public — has no means of underground transit 
from its work-centre in Whitefriars to its Club in Piccadilly. 
One is tempted to ask — ^Wliat is the nature of the sinister 
relations existing between the Parliamentary Tube Committees 
and the Association of Pirate ’Buses ? Legal evidence may 
he lacking thi-ough the deplorable hiatus interposed by the 
destruction of compromising documents ; but blackmail is 
strongly indicated. 

Extract from Report on the Increase of Baldness. 

. . . impartial inquiry into the causes of that decadence of 
the hair which has so injuriously affected our marriage 
statistics. . . . According to the best scientific evidence 
which we have at hand the hair of the head Las lost its 
prehensile uses,^ active and passive ; has mislaid, during the 
Hat Age, its original purpose as a protection for the apex ; 
and by an inexorable law of utilitarian Nature is being 
evolved out of existence. But under cover of this popular 
theory and several commercial aliases, we have dimly traced 
the nefarious workings of a Syndicate of Depilators. Employ- 
ing his art of hair-cutting as a mere device for inveigling 
customers, it is from his so-called restoratives that the barber 
looks to derive the hulk of his revenue. But his scheme is 
more complex than that. It is a matter of common experience 
that his lotions habitually promote the very curse which 
they pretend to combat and to cure. TJie theory of pardon- 
able inefficiency must yield to that of culpable contrivance. 
Insidiously and with far-sighted ingenuity, working less for 
himself than for his posterity, he aims at nothing short of 
the total baldness of the race—to the end that wigs, once a 
imiversal fashion, may become a universal necessity. . . . 
Though we recognise that it is rather our duty to diagnose 
the evil than to prescribe a remedy, we may venture to 
suggest that the Government might be well advised to create, 
possibly in conjunction with Lord Roberts’ proposal for Rifle 
Clubs, a national scheme for promoting capillary exercises, and, 
without actuaUy compelling the youth of the country, encourage 
them to practise hanging by their locks from parallel bars, 
and to engage in tugs of war, using their natural hair in 
place of a rope. 

Extract from Report on the Crisis in Moroccu. 

Just as the preliminaries of a war may be rigged by the 
Army Store-contractor, so the present crisis in Morocco is 
the result of market manipulations. Nt;t content with the 
spoils garnered from the Manchurian campaign to whose 
failure his disloyal corruption has so largely contributed, 
me Russian financier has flung his drag-net across the 
Mediterranean. It was a question of leather. An inter- 
national imbroglio at Fez would paralyse the Moroccan out- 
put ; the Moorish tanner, like his compatriot Othello, would 
tod his o^upation gone, and the price of rival varieties would 
# ^ mere catspaw in the hands 

of these Russian operators for the rise ... Yet there are other 
whose identities escape investigation. le fatuous 
middle-imn of Muscovy, raking in his roubles, openly signal- 
ling on the samovar the success of his greed, is relatively easy 
to detect. But somewhere behind him, more felt than seen, 
impaipably beyond the veil, are the elusive shapes of the 
Crocodile, and the Half-c^. The oldest member of the 
Uommittee has informed his colleagues tliat in the course of 
^ny years’ experience of the exigencies of the tanning trade 
he can only call to mind one case of a Half-calf, and one of a 
or^oQile, being brought to justice for a similar scandal, and 
in those solitary instances the offenders, after suitable punish- 
mBnt, v^re received back by their friends, in ^derney and 
in the banks of the Nile respectively, with many manifesta- 
kions of civic triumph. 0 . 8 . 
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Farmer Timityt^tone, f rom MiidahirCf visits his recently married niece at Lavender Villas, Brixton. 
Housemaid. “Will you sit down, ip you please, Sir?” 


THE MAGIC H’S. 

(A Society Story of Up-to-date DiaUeric, in Three Farts.) 
Part I. 

p[ DID not invent this story myself— I should not have 
dared. Nor will I pledge myself-^ even in a political sense— 
for it as being true in every particular. There is much in it 
that 1 can only ac<;opt under considerable reserve ; there are 
even certain tlungvS that strike me as fninkly incredible. 
However, 1 tell it as it was related to me by a communicative 
and rather seedy stranger, in the Tube between Shepherd’s 
Bush and Tottenham (Jourt Road Stations, on Saturday the 
1st of April last. 1 am able to fix the precise date, because 
it was tlic day I lost my pocket-book. The stranger began 
abruptly with a remark on the singular value of the letter 
“h” as a passport to polite society. ^ “I happen,” he said, 
“ to know a rather striking instance in point, if you would 
care to hear it.” Whereupon he told me the foUowing nar- 
rative, for the somewhat inflated diction of which I must 
decline to be responsible : — ] - ^ r i: x 

‘‘Haroid Hipperuolme seemed, at the time when 1* 
knew him, a young man on whom Fortune had showered her 
choicest gifts. Of respectable, though not distinguished, 
origin, he possessed exceptional good looks, a comm^dmg 
intelligence, considerable accomplishments, and wealth that 
was absolutely phenomenal. But alas ! there was a dash of 


bitter irony in the cup of his happiness — he had everything 
— everything he could possibly require — except “h’s.” The 
unhappy young man had never yet succeeded in aspiratiug 
even his own name ! 

“ For a while he could scarcely be said to suffer acutely 
from this inftoity. Indeed, he was scarcely conscious of it. 
Not till he became acquainted with the beautiful Lady 
loiLiA Chilwell, daughter of the Earl of Stonistairs, was his 
deficiency brought home to him in all its fuH horror. He 
met her first at a Charity Bazaar, where she was assisting at 
a stall of fancy goods, and he fell hopelessly in love wdth her 
at first sight. After purchasing a ‘toilet-tidy,’ worked, as 
she assured him, by her own hands, for the sum of ten 
guineas, he had ventured to remark that ‘ the ’eat was simply 
’orrible.’ It struck him afterwards that she had shuddered 
—but he thought nothing of it at the moment ; and at 
their next meeting (which took place at a Flower Show 
in the Botanical Gardens) he addressed her more^ boldly 
with an inquiry w^hether she was ‘going to ’UrUngto 
that Saturday.’ Once more he observed her shudd^, Imt, 
gathering courage as he went on, he ended hy maMiw hw 
a formal offer of his hand and h^. No doubt his hsmd- 
some appearance and faultless attire, together with the fact 
(which he did not try to conceal) that he a persem oi 
unbounded affluence, prevaited Lady loniAS ref^ imm 
being as harsh as might otherwise have been expeem. 
she made it abundantly dear that it was a refasal. Even 



438 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHAEIYARI. 


[JtraE 21, 1905. 


should she herself have been able to overlook such an in- 
superable barrier as utter “h”-lessness in a suitor, she gave 
him distinctly to understand that her^ haughty father, the 
Earl, v^ould never permit her union with one to whom the 
very existence of an eighth letter of the alphabet seemed so 
entirely problematical. ...” 

[Here I could not help remarking that I should hardly have 
thought that any aristocratic parent in these days would 
reject an aspirant as wealthy as Harold Hipperholme for so 
trifling a reason. For, though I cannot boast an acquaintance- 
ship at first hand with any members of the nobility, I have 
read the diatribes of “ Rita ” and Miss Corelli, and have also 
frequently seen impecunious peers in Society Comedies 
welcome proposals from the most impossible outsiders, when 
sufficiently wealthy, with positive effusion. So that I felt 
pretty sure of my ground. The stranger, however, replied 
that my objection merely showed that I must temporarily 
have forgotten the extreme fastidiousness that notoriously 
characterises the House of Stonistaies. I admitted that I 
had, and he resumed his story : — '] 

“ Needless to say that Harold endeavoured to overcome her 
decision })y all the eloquence at his command. He urged 
that a true heart could beat as faithfully without its Mi ’ as 
with it. He reminded her that the very letter on which she 
laid such unnecessary stress modestly ignored its own 
existence, since it is universally pronounced ‘aitch ’ — iiot 
‘ haitch.’ All was in vain. Unless, or until, she told him, 
he could acquire a complete m^istery of the elusive aspirate, 
he must neA^er hope to call her his ! He left her with the 
fixed resolve to win her, whatever it might cost him. 

“He put himself under several professors of Elocution. 
They taught him to elocute, it is true — ^but not one of them 
could instil a solitary ‘h’ into him, and Elocution without 
aspirates is as illusory as a puff from which the jam has been 
omitted ! There came an hour when he realised that he had 
exhausted all human aid, and that henceforth his sole hope 
lay in seeking assistance from the Powers of Evil ! 

‘‘By the merest chance he saw on a raihvay bookstall a 
volume of one of the admirable ‘A. B, C.’ series, entitled 
‘ The A. B. C. of the Black Art. By a Black Artist,’ with an 
appendix containing fifteen different fo7mulce for invoking 
fiends. He purchased the book— for, to one of his vast 
means, a shilling net was the merest trifle— took it home, 
and, locking himself into his study, traced a pentagram 
on the floor, as directed, and set to work to raise 
some unemployed fiend who should help him to attain his 
ends. 

“For whole days and nights he laboured without con- 
spicuous success. Occasionally some evil spirit with nothing 
worse to do would obey his summons, but no sooner did they 
hear the purpose for which they had been invoked, than 
(whether in disgust at its utter triviality, or to conceal their 
own incompetence) they indulged in demonstrations of iury 
so violent as almost to frighten him out of his wits. But the 
fifteenth and last formula produced a more satisfactory result. 
This time the fiend who answered his call was both less 
appalling of appearance and more obliging in disposition. 
In comparison with his predecessors he was almost under- 
sized and, though inky, he was sympathetic and even 
resourceful, 

“ I suppress his name for obvious reasons — but he seemed 
to see no difficulty whatever in the affair. According to him, 
aU Harold had to do was to procure certain articles, of which 
he gave him a list, and be at a given spot by the following 
midnight. There the fiend undertook to meet him with a 
magic ^type-foundry, and together they would turn out as 
many ‘h s as possible before cockcrow. It is conceivable that 
the fiend may have been inspired by reminiscences of the 
opera of Der Freischutz. Or it may have been his own idea 
entirely. That we shall never know now ! 


“After ascertaining that he would not be in any way 
prejudicing his future prospects by compliance, Harold made 
a note of the appointment, and the demon left. The next 
day was spent in collecting the necessary skuUs and braziers 
Ac., and, shortly after 11pm., Hipperholme chartered a four- 
wheeler to convey himself and his occult paraphernalia to the 
midnight rendezvous. 

“ The precise spot I prefer not to indicate further than by 
mentioning that it was where four cross-roads met, and just 
outside the radius. You may readily believe that on that 
journey Harold’s heart was not altogether free from appre- 
hensions. He could not but be aware that proceedings which * 
might well escape remark in the seclusion of a German forest 
would inevitably attract attention in a London suburb. 
Suppose he and the fiend were brought up before a London 


magistrate for disturbing the traffic ? 


What an opportunity 
the I 


for, say, Mr. ?lowden! However, after arriving at 
cross-roads and dismissing the cab with an extra six- 
pence, he found the fiend punctually aAvaiting him with a 
curious contrivance, something between a cauldron and a 
type-casting machine on the Linotype principle. They set 
out a ch'cle with the skulls and lamps and sundries, and 
then the w^eird labour comuiouccd. Rut not, as IIarold had 
anticipated, without annoying iiiterniptioiis -from motor- 
cars, market -wagons, n(K;tnrnal hansouLs, anti the like. For- 
tunately, the fiend had a short and suniinary method of 
dealing with ilie^n. Once, at a critical stage in the proceed- 
ings, a constable on night duty came up with a request to 
know ‘what they were up to ’‘—but the fiend explained that 
they were only relaying the gas-pipcs under instructions 
from the Local Borough Council, and the policeman departed 
quite satisfied, after wishing them a not uncordial good- 
night. 

“And at last, well before the earliest village cock had 
shaken off his slumber, the dread task was accomplished. I 
am unable to furnish the exact figures of their output, but it 
may be safely estimated at several luillions-a sufficient 
supply of h’s to set up the most inveterate and conversational 
Cockney for oiglitecn months at tlio very least ! 

^ “1 must not forget to mention that the ficncl, before taking 
his leave, remarked, with a diabolical giggle to whicli IIarold 
at the time Avas too elated to attac.li any importance, ‘By the 
way, my friend, I had better warn you* that six of those li’s 
are “ Avrong ’uns ! ” ’ With avIucIx ho sank through the soil, 
and HtPRERUOLME never saw him again. 

“ But his spirits wen^. high as he hastened homo with liis 
ill-gotten acquisitions.^ J hoar you ask ” [I had not opened 
my lips, but the question had certainly ocxuirrecl to me] “ by 
what possible process a supidy of typed aspirates, even from 
an infernal matrix, could be inirodiu^ed into any mortal’s 
system ? J can only reply that I have not the smallest idea 
— ^l)ut tliat the assimilation undoulxtedly took place. For no 
sooner had Harold reached his quarters than ho hastened 
to put bis new powers to the test. It so haj)pcncd that he 
had accepted a gemu’ous offer from the Tmes newsjiaper to 
lend him their new (Jenturij Dui'ionarif for a xvc(k, f/rafcu*, on 
approval, and he now went all through iho li’s in <)ne of the 
volumes without a single mishap, lie was jtist exulting over 
thefact when Lis Guardian ffairy unexix^cdcdly appeared. . . 

[I suppose the Fairy, coining so soon aftiu* the Fiend, must 
have ciiused me to exhibit an involuntary surprise, for Le 
i imncd lately explained :] “You may or may not he uAvare of 
it' but coriain individuals do ]k)shcss a Guardian Fairy, 
whose business it is to see that tiny do not get into scrapes, 
or to pull them through when tiny have done so. I IirriMOLME 
was one of tlieso favoured persons. Well, ns I was saying, 
bis Guardian Fairy ” 

[At this point the train stopped at I^incastor Gate Station 
—and this story must follow its example till next week.] 

F.A. 
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THE TUCKSHOP. 

[Canon Edward Lyttelton, the future head- 
master of Eton, has commended the school 
“ tuck-shop ” It taught boys, he said, to some 
slight extent how to spend money.] 

Long its wortli was held in question, 
Long the sad, alarming state 

Of tte national digestion 
Stood against it on the slate ; 

Now, a sage’s dictum hushes 
Lies that base tradition told ; 

Whitewashed by his generous brush is 
Every shop where “tuck” is sold ! 

Falsely would Roast Beef take credit 
For the strength of Albion’s sons ; 

No ! The mystic germ that fed it 
Hides in Bath and Clielsea buns ! 

Youthful souls are fired and mettled 
In the venerable shop ; 

Waterloos are fought and settled 
By the virile ginger-pop ! 

Then again — oh cynic, scorning 
This encomium — answer me ! 

Who can tell hut every morning 
Youths predestined soon to he 

Chancellors of the Exchequer, 
Members of the Board of Trade, 

Haggle o’er a modest “ brekker ” 

In the tuckshop’s steaming shade ? 

So this institution’s gentle 
Influence, and wholesome joys, 

Aid the physical and mental 
Progress of our hopeful hoys. 

Growing gracefully rotunder 
They shall gain commercial zeal, 

To our foes’ Invidious wonder, 

And the nation’s lasting weal ! 


CONVERSATIONAL PLAYHOUSES. 

At a West-End theatre, says the Daily 
Telegraphy where a musical play is now 
in successful progress, the orchestra 
have hit upon a plan for coimteracting 
the ennui of the long periods during 
which it is kept idle by intro<lucing sets 
of miniature chessmen for the working 
out of knotty problems. We have here 
the germ of an idea which might be 
profitably developed for the benefit of 
the sociably-minded oc-cupants of the 
auditorium who wish to amuse them- 
selves, conversationally and otherwise, 
at the theatre or opera without l>othering 
to attend to what is going on across the 
footlights. Why not, therefore, lower 
the floor-space of one half, say, of the 
stalls a few feet, and roof it over with 
thick but transparent glass ? This 
would enable the Smart Set, or rather, 
the Loud Lot, to chatter to their hearts’ 
content without being distracted by the 
noise on the stage, and yet to display 
their dresses to the wondering denizens 
of the upper regions, while they could 
move about freely all through the piece 
without being hampered by persons who 



rOTHER WAY ROUND. 


Ee. “That’s Lady Passeh. She’s got an action on at the Courts, asking eor il5000 
Damages.” 

\^he. “Damages! I should have thought she’d have asked for Eepaihs" 


unreasonably persist in sitting tight in 
their places. 

Cosy corners might he made for 
Bridge parties and flirtation. The roof 
could of course he “practicable,” and 
slide back occasionally, if any “ strong ” 
or suggestive scene were positively 
clamouring for attention. 

Certain of the boxes, also, should be 
glazed in, with the same praiseworthy 
objects. Possibly those of the largest 
dimensions might be supplied with 
billiard tables or platforms and such- 
like &cilities for amateur theatricals, 
charity bazaars, &c., so as not to waste 
the valuable time of Society while the 
tedious professionals were singing or 
walking through their business on the 
boards. Theore is vast opportunity, too, 


for improvement in the foyer- — which 
should be converted into a real ice 
skating-rink or a baU-room, at least. 
This would be a godsend to the more 
gregarious and active patrons and 
patronesses of the dress-circle. In fact, 
if these desirable alterations are effected, 
we doubt if there will be a necessity to 
mount any plays at all in the more up- 
to-date houses for the benefit of tlie 
mere pittite and gaUery-boy. 

Anyhow, we commend these sugges- 
tions to enterprising theatre architects 
and West-End lessees ; also to the M.O.C, 
for future Test Matches at Lord’s. 


Teds Hatch op the Seasoh.— T/ ie Spring 
Chicken at the Gaiety. 
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1 palimpsest ! We liave few such, sages 
THE HEALTH HUNTERS. ^qw; we are in the trough of the wave. 
[With apologies to ''H:\Ah! Harold, did you Mens Sana in corpore sano, A sound 
tliinh to escape usf'jinthe ' Tjaihj Mad body. And how does One get a sound 

Let US start witli a w-id simile. The body? By exercise. Not 
soul is a chauffeur, and the body is a coTOe; I 

motor-car. The desires of the soul are ndmg one s horse. I rememhCT 
the hands of the chatdfeur laid upon the to Lord Egberts on this ^b]ect ’ 

brain, which is the engine of the motor- he said, “H my .^y, 
car. Everybody is an engineer at heart hke ndmg. I attribute my healto to my 
— ^for the engineer is only the grown horse. Let every man then nde. _ 
child who wants to know— and so the cannot ride too much. Let ^s begin at 
body is always being tampered with for once, forgetting^ ^ about that simile of 
improvements. We cannot leave it alone, the motor-car mth which 1 begm. ipci 
How to get the most out of our yet I suppose there are great diaculties . 

engine ? — ^that is the question. Some not only are there not enoi^h horses o 
men can go up life’s steep places at top go roimd, but quite a number o peop e 
speed, omers go slowly, stubbornly, could not afford to keep them. Why are 
drearily, but with greater security, at there not more horses? And why are 
bottom speed. Everybody knows the horses so dear ? I must write an article 
fine fellow who goes round fortune’s about it. Very well, then, take music, 
comers on two wheels, and who has not I recoUect Mr. BiUOtiE tetog me that 
envied the discreet and quiet soul who he got more genuine useful rest, recrea- 
travels downhill with the brakes on, and tion and refreshment from music than 
with no appetite for rush ? But whether from any other pastime.^ ^ 

we go fast or slow, wLetber we make night at the House defending his^ honour, 
life’s journey a furious business or a he has but to sit down to his piano and 
sauntering pleasure, at every stop we play his favourite airs, to be q[uitewell 
engineers step outside ourselves and again. ‘‘There’s nothing like it, my 
examine our engines with curious and dear H.,” he has often said to me. Let 
anxious eyes. then all repair our shattered engines 

That’s not tad, I think. It has all at the piano. Yet here again is an 
the recjuisite qualities : it is up-to-date, obstacle. ^ Even the piano costs mon^ , 
everyone now being either a motorist or and requires much time. That is the 
mourning a relative killed by a motor- drawback of taking ah one’s examples 
car ; it is forcible ; it is picturesque ; it from our wealthy and most ihustrious 


arrests the attention. “What the De friends. 

Dion is this all leading to ? ” the reader Perhaps then I had better work in the 
asks, and to make a reader say that is peroration and stop. Poor and utihappy 
one of the secrets of journalism. And body, driven to and fro a<bout the earth 
now for the real matter of the article — by -file meddlesome and dissatisfied soul 
Health Hunting. of man ! It is drugged, exercised, and 

We ah desire health, poor man and fed in twenty different fashions a 
rich man, tramp and Carnegie alike ; week ; it never can teh what its tyrant 
and that we are continually trying new would be at. A horse so treated would 
experiments the advertisement columns die in a month; a motor-car would 
of the papers show only too conclusively, cohapse in a month. Wonderful, indeed, 
But let me teh you that every pih that is the strength of the body to endure ah 
is puffed, every bottle that is boomed, is the fiddhng and “improvements” de- 
but another nail in the coflSn of English vised by its master, the soul I 
sanity. ^ ^ 

“Mens Sana in corpore sano” is a 

true saying, although I did not invpt The Malaria of Ambiguity.” 
it. It means, dear reader, a sound mind a j • • n- n 

masomd body. Note the order: not ^f’frimFrwndi^CaytainojGd^e 
a sonnd body with a sound mind; bnta Foat-dvh). I say, Thompson l^s been 
sonnd mind in a sonnd body. The ^ngmg you hke any t^pb^t putting 
mind comes first. Let that be a lesson i^to the Henley boat. He says the 
to the health hunters: the mind comes ^hows the biggest fool in the Varsity 
first. In other words, instead of defer- Capton. Oh ^ and ^at did you say ? 
ring to a drug, think a thought ; instead I 

of playing with a palatinoid, listen to a course, old feEow. 

sermon; instead of being vanquished 

by a varalette, read a book, look at a « Simple Life ” 

picture, interview a politician ; in short, ^ * 

do something intellectual. Prom the Aberdeen Evening Express : 

Now let us look at our motto again. QOOK GENERAL wanted for good place in 
How wise was that old Eoman seer who country ; wasliing, but no dressing, 

first penned the deathless words with. Is not this carrying the Simple Life 
his Eons Bandusian stylus on the fragrant rather too far ? 


CHARIVARIA. 

It cannot he too clearly understood 
that it is solely out of personal regard 
for President Eoosevelt, who seems to 
have set his heart upon the thing, that 
the Czar is now willing to discuss the 
termination of the War. 

Now that the Russian papers are per- 
mitted openly to debate the question of 
Peace, fears are being expressed in the 
outlying portions of the Empire lest the 
Baltic Meet may have suffered a reverse. 

Considerable satisfaction has been 
caused in St. Petersburg by the report 
that General Linievitoh is at last in a 
position to defeat General Oyama. The 
only fear is that, unless an armistice he 
proclaimed at once, the Japanese may 
drive him from it. 

Germany will consent to the proposed 
Conference of the Powers on the subject 
of Morocco, but there is stiU some question 
‘dS to whether they wiU be able to get 
together a quorum. 

There was a fire, last week, at the 
Welcome Club, Earl’s Court Exhibition, 
but it is not proposed to change its title 
to the Warm Welcome Club. 

The Mullah has become Mad again. 
The relapse is due to a statement by 
the Italian Minister for Foreign Affairs 
to the effect that adequate measures 
have been taken to prevent his obtaia- 
ing arms. 

Professor Tizzoni, of the University 
of Bologna, claims to have discovered a 
cure for rabies, and dogs are delighted 
at the prospect of not being shot when 
their brains give way. 

After two years’ study a leading 
nerve-specialist of Philadelphia has come 
to the conclusion that the fear of cats is 
a definite disease. Over here it has long 
been recognised as such, and treated as 
a special form of Misogynitis. 

There is good news for pedestrians. 
A clever American gentleman is at work 
on a motor-car which he claims will he 
so light that it wiU only make slight 
indentations on the persons it runs over. 

Princess Margaret of Connaught and 
Prince Gustavus Adolphus of Swkden 
were prevented attending the second 
Test Match on Thursday last owing 
to a previous engagement. 

Mr. John Burns is much hurt at the 
report published in several papers that 
I Mr. Crooks, M.P., was the only guest at 
the royal Garden Party last week who 
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did not wear a silk hat. As the mis- 
statement is calculated to harm Mr. 
Burns politically, we have mucli pleasure 
in reporting that he himseli wore a bowler 
on the occasion in question. 


The Czar, it is announced, is to have 
a change of prison. He is to be removed 
shortly from Tsarskoe Selo to Peterhof. 

The Grand Duke Alexis has resigned 
the position of Connnander-in-Chief of 
the Russian Navy. For similar reasons 
the analogous office is also vacant in 
Switzerland. 


The Army Stores scandal has called 
forth a flood of indignant protest in the 
Press. Indeed, the Eiicnhicj News even 
went so far as to say, “Is anyone to be 
brought to book ? And, if so, whom? ” 

Mrs. OuAiiLES WaterIjOw’s powerful 
bull -dogs sua'eeded in cai*ryiiig off all 
the prizes at the French Bull-dog Show 
last week. There must be something in 
a name after all. 


LAYS OF A LONDONER. 

S(uro. 

I LOVE old London’s busy streets, 

Her toeiniiig marts, her stately ]Uiiac(‘B; 
At sight of them my liosom Ix'uts 
Ah entering Womhu-Iand did Alice’s, 
What time she pojipcd, confiding soul, i 
Into the rabbit Jiole. 1 

I kwe the Rtrand’s unceasing din, j 
The 'Foinj lie’s rare myshu-ious inazt*H, ' 
And those nMiioh'r stpian's wherein , 

The wanton uiunkey-grimlfr rai.HeH ; 

A futile dole of cuHt-off pants I 

From the inhabitaats. ■ 



But moHt I love tla^se quaint ohl haunts | 
’Twixt Oxford Street and Shaftesbury } 
Avenu<‘, < 

Where the Semitie sausage flaunt^, j 
And, if you’re pour and chain t‘ to 
raven, you I 

Can get a nuist amlirosial blow-out 
And jiay }our bob and go out. ! 

Delightful re^gion of St>ho, ; 

The inurniiirouH home (jf PiEitUKs and | 

(lEoUOKH, ! 

Whereto the Latin nu'c^s go 
To (*el(d)rate tlieir artless orgies, 

I love you ami your fragrant alleys, 

Blitlic with poUmtial S.u,i.u:s. j 

Borne on the cn-.nmpidjt.iii breeze 
Divinely blended odours (ru'kle; 

The louder fonus of foreign ehe<Mt» 
Contend against t he home made pu^kle. 
The gross (dfe(*t* at first a bore, 

Grows on you naav ami more. 

There is a shop off Wardour Strei^t 
The merehant’s name to me unkm^wn 
is— 



MR. MUGWUMP'S MISFORTUNES. 

(The AdeentHves of a Be</mner,) 

No. 1.— Mil. U HOOKS A nE.m tuhut. 


Where you (‘an purchuse Kosher meat 
And Bismari‘k lu*rriiigH and polonies, 
And other awesome foodstuffs dear 
Tiito the furrineer. 

Thi*rt» you (’an buy a rude cigar 
( )f las^iling girth no label deiks it, 
Th<^ kind that, lit inside a bar, 
a general (‘xit, 

Thes<» '•cunhiiig (‘nginefj of offiuice 
An* five for seven ptuice. 

Oft armed with sueh a one T stroll 
Along Honm wclhrn.ijuented highway, 
And pulTaway v.iih trampiil soul, 
Thanking the gods for what comes my 
way, 


And watch the loiterers disperse, 
Breathing the ready curse. 

And then 1 seek sucli far(^ as he 
Wliose moans are slightly insecure 
may 

Find at those cafes “ cVltaTw'' 

Or other restauranls “ tie Gourmet ” ; 
Wliere even tuppence can beguile 
The waiter’s wintry smile. 

And going home I envy not 
The millionaires their motor carriages, 
Nor crave the loud distended J</t 

Of those who always fet^d at Cluridge’s. 
These eat too often, J ojune, 

Ever to really dine ! 


AiX30L. 












A MARTINET. 

Peppery Captain. “The fiest MAN WHO SPEAKS I punish! Even if it is not the one ' ” 


THE INVITATION OF VENUS. 

[“ All tlie baclielors in the universe have been invited to a festival in 
June by the yoimg ladies of Ecausinnes-Lalamg, in Belgium . . . They 
•will meet you in a public square, show you round the venerable church 
and the ancient castle, and give you a concert, a baU, and a torchlight 
procession .” — Daily Chronicle ] 

0 BACHEix}RS of every clime and every sort of hue, 

Come hither in your thousands— we are waiting here for you ! 
Come, dark and fair ; come, fat and spare ; 

Come, youngsters in your teens ! 

But, most of all, hear ye our call, 

0 bachelors of means 1 

0 come by third-class carriages, and come by PuUman car ! 

A galaxy of Venuses wiH greet you at the Oare. 

We ’IL lead you down our little town 
And show you all the scenes. 

And chiefly you, thrice-happy crew, 

0 bachelors of means 1 

We’U take you round our ancient church, suggesting with 
sweet smiles 

How charming would a wedding look amid these solemn aisles : 
Imagine showers of snow-white flowers 
About the altar-screens, 

And, at your sides, delicious brides, 

0 bachelors of means ! 

We’U serve a dainty dejeuner with every kind of dish 
To show we are such housewives as a bachelor would wish ; 
Fresh eggs and ham, mint sauce and lamb, 

And turtle in tureens — 

And you not least we ’IL try to feast, 

0 bachelors of means 1 

Then while you dally sweetly o’er your coffee and cigars, 

We ’U trill you songs of Arcady like operatic stars ; 


We ’ll sing as smig the Siren gang 
To wandering marines, 

And chiefly you we ’ll warble to, 

0 bachelors of means ! 

And when we Ve gently sung you into mood of soft romance, 
We’U ask you, gay young bachelors, to come and join the dance ; 
And gaily dressed in aU our l^esl, — 

Bewitching pinks and greens — 

With guileless arts we ’ll win your hearts, 

0 bachelors of means ! 

And lastly, as the shadows faU, our torches wo wiU snatch— 
A subtle hint that Hymen’s brand is ready for the match. 
Come, fair and gold ; come, grey and old ; 

Come, youngsters in your teens ! 

But, most of all, hear ye our caU, 

0 bachelors of means ! 


A Times Correspondent states that one of Admiral 
Enqcjist’s officers has telegraphed to the Russ “ claiming that 
the Japanese shot wildly” in the battle of Tsushima. It is 
rumoured that evidence to the contrary is about to be raised 
by our aUies, and that it will be found to hold water. 

Nothing, it would seem, is sacred to the Ivodaker, neither 
age nor physical ruin, if we may judge by the following 
notice cuUed from the Southern Daily MciH * 

“ Lost, a Cabinet Photograph, an old lady, cracked in two.” 

It is a bad workman who complains of his tools, yet even 
the best of them may be justly annoyed when his spanner 
goes completely off its nut. 








Jdke 21, 1905.] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


445 



as 


“O NOBLE FOOL! O WORTHY FOOL!” 

Uncle (to Nephew f who has just come into a fortune). “ You must remember, my boy, that 

‘ A FOOL AND HIS MONEY ARE SOON PARTED ’ ! ” 

Fair Cousin. Oh, but I ’m sure Sammy will be the exceftxon teat proves the rule 1 ” 

\Sammy is delighted. 


DISEASES FOR DUKES. 

Our Scientific Enterprise continues, 

And stiU discovers almost every week 

A new disease to sap the Nation’s sinews, 
And justify her decadent physique ; 

And close to Science, speedy though her 
flight is, 

Fashion on polished foot is pressing 
fast. 

And sees in every novel sort of -itis ” 
Exactly what was wrong with her at 
last. 

And this is why we laugh at rank and 
riches, 

For choice of malady is really what 

Marks, in a world of common people, 
which is 

The true nobility and which is not ; 

We ’ve found a new distinction far more 
vital, 

And far more suitable to modern needs, 

Which forms — above the empty claim 
of title — 

An aristocracy of invalids. 

The common man may catch a nervous 
crisis, 

Pneumonia may meet his vagrant 
whim, 

Or any other ailment that suffices 
To keep his head up in the social 
swim; 

But there ’s a milieu locked against the 
lowly, 

Where, as it seems, the suitably iiite 

Contract Bradyphagy by dining slowly, — 
Tachyphagy from “wolfing” what 
they eat. 

These happy ones, as fate or fancy pleases. 
Aided by medical experience, 

Can riot in the most obscure diseases i 
Ad libitum, and blowing the expense ; 

TiU. after hours of prandial exertion 
They find Hyperphagy becomes a bore, 

And somehow feel a horrible aversion 
(Misophagy) from eating any more ! 


THE FORCE OP IMPULSE IN 
SPORT. 

The following sensible and temperate 
remarks are to appear in one of the Silly 
Season issues of the Spectator : — 

“. . . . is, in a word, this — ^How far 
should an atlilete permit himself to be 
carried away by his feelings? Unless 
he throws liimself whole-heartedly into 
his sport he is, of course, useless. But 
there is, in our opinion, a limit, beyond 
which a true sportsman should not pass. 
Our readers wiU perhaps remember the 
case of the jockey" who was alleged to 
have struck the horse of a riv^ two 
severe blows on the head during the race 
for the Grand Priz. Another unpleasant 
incident occurred during the Australians’ 
second innings in the Third Test Match. 


I Thumper, who had then scored ninety- 
eight, was shaping at one of Rhodes’ 
dehveries, when Lilley, who was stand- 
ing up to the slow bowler, stretched out 
a hand, and, seizing the New South 
Wales representative by the leg, drew 
him sharply away in the direction of the 
umpire. The result was that the Aus- 
tralian ‘star’ was clean bowled. As 
this was probably the direct cause of the 
Cornstalks’ defeat by five wickets, it is 
not to be wondered at that some little 
feeling was aroused in the ranks of our 
visitors. Ppfessional cycling has also 
suffered from the prevaihng taint. We 
can make allowances for excitement, but 
we cannot but condemn the act of 
‘Jimmy’ PiLLmasHor, who, when riding 
a neck-and-neck race with ‘Bobby’ 


Bradshaw, of Leeds, produced a pistol 
loaded with swan-shot, and riddled his 
rival’s back tyre. It is time that the 
sporting pubhc definitely set its face 
against these practices. Something might 
be done by way of starting the campaign 
if aU athletes were compelled to leave 
their guns, bludgeons, tomahawks, and 
other weapons in the cloak-room before 
the race or match, as the case might be. 
In this way, though damage to a certain 
extent could still be done with the instru- 
ments required for the particular sport, 
much unpleasantness would be averted . 
But such reforms, though they may 
aheviate, will not cure. In the main, the 
matter must be left in the hands of the 
athletes themselves, to whose good feel- 
ing and love for fair play . . . 
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THE HIGHLANDER. 

rpAuf^^AAlAKASiAAA 

I EEEEEEEEEE'EE 

Up and down a thirty yards’ stretch 
of the hot wood-road marches the kilted 
Highlander, discoursing traditional music 
from his national pipes. His cheeks are 
energetically distended ; one eye is fixed 
and glassy, the other, filled with the cold 
light of calculation, roves from the pave- 
ments to the windows above. As he 
reaches either end of liis prescribed 
pitch he swings round mechanically, 
wHsking his kilts behind him, and 
remeasures his beat, deviating only now 
and again to avoid a passing omnibus 
or cart, with a marked indifference to 
the jocund comments of their Saxon 
drivers. To and fro he marches with 
automatic precision, filling the air with 
music. 

rp A -CT / AAAAAAAAAAAA 

t EEEEEEEEEEEE 

A little group of school children stand 
in the shade cast across the pavement by 
the tarpaulin above the butcher’s^ shop, 
watching this new distraction with all 
the rapt attention of youth. As my 
eyes fall on them the proprietor, a little 
bearded man in a striped blue apron, 
emerges from the deeper shadow within 
the shop and jerkily bids them move 
away. 

The children reluctantly move a little 
further along the pavement and the 
butcher remains, gazing with disfavour 
upon the approaching figure of the 
EQghlander, After a moment or two he 
leaves the shade, and stepping out upon 
the bright road addresses the musician, 
just swinging round at the end of his 
; beat. 

*‘Move along there,” he cries, waving 
his arm authoritatively. “ Further 
down ! ” 

He remains standing in the sun, his 
eyes following the retreating kilts. At 
the same moment a gentleman carrying 
an inverted footbath on his head arrives 
upon the scene, and stops in the middle 
of the pavement. 

“'E’s a Tghlander,” he remarks to 
the butcher with an air of explanation. 
‘‘Don’t yon ’ear it’s the hag-pipes wot 
’e ’s a-playin’ ? ” 

The butcher steps back upon the 
pavement. 

“I ’ear,” he observes crisply. 

“A ’Ighlander,” repeats the gentle- 
man with the footbath. “Don’t yer see 
’is kilts?” 

“ I ’ear ’is noise,” responds the butcher 
unsympathetically. 

“ Noise I ” exclaims Footbath in as- 
tonishment. “ It ’s the lag^vpea ! Ain’t 
you ever ’eard the hag-pipes before ? ” 

“I ’ear ’em now,” says the butcher 
laconically. 


There is a paiisc. ^he Highlandei' 
has halted at the other Slid of his beat, 
and turning so as to one side of the 
street is blowing with a despairing 
energ 3 % while both eji3s vigilantly scan 
the windows. 

“ A ’Ighlander,” repeats Footbath, 
“that’s what ’e is. A Sdotchman. — 
My wife’s grandfather was Scotch.” 

The butcher receives this item of 
information without enthusiasm. 

“ Hey for bonny Scotland ! ” cries 
Footbath with unabated good humour. 
“ Did yer give ’im a penny ? ” 

“I’U give ’im in charge,” replies the 
butcher, “ if ’e stays there much longer.” 

The gentleman in the footbath regards 
him with a change of expression. 

“Ain’t yer got no patriotism ?” he 
demands coldly. “ Blood ’s thicker than 
water, ain’t it ? ” 

The butcher turns abruptly and 
re-enters his shop. 

“What about Maggersfonntain ? ” 
caUs Footbath after him. “ I s’pose it 
was Englishmen wot got caught on the 
barb wire was it ? ” 

This is apparently a poser for the 
butcher, for no reply is forthcoming from 
the interior of the shop. Footbath turns 
triumphantly to me. 

‘ ‘ Hey for bonny Scotland ’s wot I say ! ” 
he exclaims exuberantly. 

Feeling that something is expected of 
me 1 observe, “ Hoots mon,” adding, with 
some resource I think, “I’m a hraw 
laddie ye ken the noo,” which is well 
received. 

“You’re like me,” he says. “Four 
blood’s thicker than wot water is.” 

I accept the Compliment. 

“Wot about Dargai?” he demands 
corrohoratively. 

Suddenly mindful of the bystanders I 
cut short an incipient cheer. 

“ W'ot I say is,” he observes sententi- 
ously from beneath his footbath, “ Scot- 
land is Scotland, and it always was 

Scotland, and ” he concludes with 

inspiration, “it always will be Scotland.” 

I murmur “ Hear, hear.” 

“ Shake ’ands,” he responds promptly. 

I do so, at the same time expressing 
a hope soon to hear him at Westminster. 

Meanwhile there has been a respite 
from the music, the only sound that has 
greeted our ears being the occasional 
dull clink of a copper thrown upon the 
road. Now suddenly the bag-pipes begin 
again. The Highlander is siching slowly 
back towards us, cheeks distended, both 
eyes raking the windows as he comes, 

“ ’Ere ’e is ! ” cries my elated friend. 
“ Bonny Dundee ! — Got a penny for ’im, 
mate ? ” 

I fumble in my pocket. At the same 
moment the butcher emerges from the 
interior of his shop. 

“ Go on 1 Move on there ! ” he cries to the 
advancing Highlander. Footbath turns. 


“ Wliere’s yer petriotism ? ” he demands 
Severely. “Ain’t a Scotchman got no 
right t’ earn ’is livin ’s well as an 
Englislunan ? ” 

The butcher pays no attention to him. 

“ D’ you ’ear ? ” he cries to the piper. 
“Or d’ you want me to fetch a pleece- 
man to yer ? ” 

Suddenly the Higlilander, now almost 
abreast of us, lowers his bag-pipes and 
speaks. 

“’Oo are you a-gittin’ at?” he de- 
mands hotly of the fritcher. 

The butcher repeats his injunction to 
move on. 

“ Dirty tyke ! ” exclaims the High- 
lander, mechanically accepting my prof- 
fered penny. “Gawn’t yer let a man 
earn a h-onest livin’ ? ” 

He lifts the bag-pipes to his lips again 
and distends his cheeks truculently. 

m A TT / AAAAAAAAAA 
t EEEEEEEEEE 

Suddenly he breaks off. 

“ ’Oo d’ yer think you are? ” he de- 
mands scathingly. 

He raises the bag-pipes once more, 
then thinking better of it lowers them 
again, putting them under his arm. 

“You’re a Tneat’-seller,^^ he observes, 
with a manifest joy in the sting of this 
opprobrium. “That’s wot you are. A 
meat-seller 

He gazes triumphantly at the butcher 
for a moment, then begins to move off. 
After a few yards he stops. 

“A meat-seller,” he repeats over liis 
shoulder. “A dirty tyke wot ’as ter 
sell meat. A bloomin’ meat-seller y 

And full of the joy of victory he 
moves slowly off down the street. 

The affronted butcher retires inside 
his shop. The bystanders are melting 
away. I look round for the Caledono- 
phile of the footbath. 

He is nowhere to be seen. 


Sallies in our Galleys. 

Of all the jokes the Press reports 
There ’s none, for quip or sally, 

To match our Darling’s — of the Ooiirts— ■ 
For filling up the galley ! 

A Little Behind the Times. 

Ancient Village Dame (to Parson's 
daughter). But tell me, Miss, these ’ere 
Japs of ’com I ’ear speak — are they 
fightin’ for us, or for the Boers ? 


From: a speech at a meeting of the 
Associated Chamber df Agriculture. — “A 
volcano is simmering under motorists, 
and when the working classes are 
thoroughly roused by their behaviour 
the volcano wiU break forth.” No won- 
der the motorist is apt to scorch ! 
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“BoAvling ‘lobs’ with three short legs.” 









‘“Hooking ’ it to leg.” 
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The Australians fielded well on the floor all day.” 









‘ Maclaren and Hayward started for England 
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Captain. “ Will you take ‘ cover/ please ? ’ 


-He takes cover. 
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MUCH PLEASURE AND LITTLE PAYNE. 

The Spring Chicken at tlie Gaiety has so much spring in it 
that, having at once sprung into popularity, it is likely to 
equal its predecessors in length and stren^h of run. The 
Spring Chiclien would be a croupy, superannuated old fowl, 
were it ever permitted by astute Fanner George (Edwardes) to 
reach such a stage (not certainly that of the Gaiety, where, 
as at Bath in Pickwickian days, “ no one is old or ugly”) of 
existence as would necessitate its being withdrawn from the 
weary gaze of its last remaining patrons. 

The Spring Chicken is avowedly adapted by George 
Grossmith, Junior, from Coquin cle Fvintemps^ and we should 
say that, if this be a faithful reproduction of the incidents in 
the original piece, its authors, Messrs. Jaime and Duval, were 
indel3ted to more than one French farce for the use of the 
two powders that, respectively, possess the power of restoring 
youth and of inducing somnolence. When the piece starts, 
such theatregoers among the audience as may be stiU pre- 
judiced in lavour of a good plot, even in a Gaiety piece, 
begin to congratulate themselves that The Spring Chicken is 
going to “ a want.” But these too sanguine persons 

will soon It di?illusi.n.til ; the Gaiety spirit, that feeds the 
lamp of extravaganza effectively shining b:om its place in the 
drop-curtain, is not to be watered down, nor is the brilliancy 
of the flame it feeds to be dimmed by anything so lanal 
as legitimate development of a dramatically constructed plot. 
So “ the Office of M. Bahori at his residence, Paris,” becomes, 
instead of a place of steady business, a hall of dazzling light, 
where there is plenty of “ stage-business ” going on, where 
we have anybody and everybody dans le mouvement, and 
what they may have directly or indirectly to do with such 
scenes as these does not matter to anyone as long as the girls 
are prettily, and the men smartly, costumed, and as long as 
there is “ go” in all of them, singing, dancing, and behaving 
as is only possible with the Gaiety choruses in musical plays, 
in whatever surroundings they may find themselves. 

Mr. George Grossmith, Junior, has in the second scene of 
the second Act a capital comic topical song, introducing most 
of the theatrical celebrities of the day, who are impersonated 
by capital caricaturists, and his duett with Mr. Edmund Payne 
(who, of course, is the low comedian par excellence, keeping 
the audience in a roar as Mr. Girdle) is one of the best things 
in the piece. 

Miss Gertie Millar is delightful; in the first place she can 
act, and succeeds in imparting to the character of the maid 
Bosalie an interest which the slight plot of the piece does not 
allow her to develop. Her songs are all good, and all sung 
with the perfect ^ce and charm that characterises not only 
her dancing but indeed all that she has to do. Absurd Miss 
Connie Ediss makes the most of Mrs. Girdle, a comparatively 
smaU part, as also does Miss Ka'ie Cutler of the still smaller 
part of Baroness Papouche. Miss Olive Morrell, as Madame 
BahoA, sings a piquant song with taking dance and refrain. 

That aU the songs are encored over and over again goes 
without saying. “ There is no such word as ‘fail’ ” in the 
Gaiety Dictionary. At this theatre, when any song, or dance, 
or diffiogue, doesn’t “ go,” it goes off, is heard no more, and 
is replaced by something that catches on. 

Mr. Lionel Mackinder makes as much as can be made out 
of an old-fashioned part of a young and impressionable clerk 
named Boniface, who is always quoting poetry (we have met 
this party before^!); while popular Mr. Robert Nainby as 
Felix, head waiter at “The Crimson Butterfly,” scores a 
distinct and separate success. 

The lyrics by Messrs. Adrian Ross and Percy Gbeenbank 
are far above the average, some of the rhymes being very 
original, and, fortunately for the authors, the words are 
clearly enunciated by the experienced singers. 

Messrs. Ivan Caryll and Lionel Monokton do not rise above 


the oruinaiy Gaiety level in their musical compositions, but 
they know their business, and wisely give the public exactly 
what it wants. So the “numbers” and the incidental music 
are all bright, sparkling, catchy, and there is not a dull 
moment, musically or TerpsichoricaUy, throughout the entire 
entertainment. 

Altogether, The Spring Chicken is not likely to be chuck- 
chuck’ d out for a very long time to come. It is sure to have, 
what aU chickens want, a good run. 

THE BRITISH BREAKFAST. 

Oh, when one has travelled a thousand miles 
By land, and a few by sea. Sir, 

There ’s one little treat that always smiles 
To an insular man like me, Sir : 

It ’s this : — when the chalk-cliffs loom in sight. 

And you ’re eager to quit the deck fast, 

You know that before to-morrow night 
You ’ll have eaten a British breakfast. 

They may talk as they like ; but I wish to say 
That I don’t know a fraud more utter 
Than the cafe that ’s usually called complet. 

With its roll and its pat of butter. 

You think it ’s a breakfast ? Much you know, 

With your Baedeker book to guide you ! 

You swallow the lot, and away you go, 

With nothing at all inside you. 

And before you have handed in the key 
Of the room wliere your modest bed is, 

You ’ve a pang of fatigue in cither knee. 

And your head is as heavy as Joad is. 

A pestilent buzz invades your cars, 

As if from a soufflet flanque; 

There ’s a cold in your nose, and your eyes drip tears — 
AU due to a breakfast manque. 

O 

But think of the solo so fresh and slim, 

The sole with his crisp brown coat on ; 

And honour the cook that fasliiunod him 
For an Englishman’s heart to dote on. 

What a new strength comes to your arms and legs, 

As with appetite stiU unshaken 
You follow the sole with a dish of eggs 
On a stratum of streaky bacon ! 

And someone you know pours out your cup 
From a pot she has put good stuff in ; 

And you sip at your tea, and then close up 
Some chinks that are left with muffin. 

And I fancy you ’U find you are well repaid 
If before you have left your post there 
You tackle a mountain of mannalade 
And an acre or so of toast there. 

So I pray that never a change may naar, 

Until the old Reaper reaps us. 

The meal that has made us what we are, 

And as it has made us keeps us. 

By the light of the sun that shines above, 

Whose rays as he climbed have kissed it, 

I pledge you the breakfast Britons love, 

Especially those who ’ve missed it. 

THE Tourist. 

A Correspondent who has been reading in the papers 
about the cheese cure writes to say that he noticed a bit in a 
horse’s mouth in Cheapside last week. 
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“CONTRIBUTED BY OUR READERS.” 

[We are indebted to the Editor of The Suburb-Side for the following 
letters, crowded out of his last week’s column under the above heading.] 

Hopping the Hoop. — The other day, as I was sitting at my 
window, which commands a view of the croqnetdawn, I 
amused myself by watching the strange behaviour of a jack- 
daw. Gravely approaching the left-hand bottom hoop, the 
bird hopped through in the right direction for croquet; 
seizing something in its beak it immediately flew away and I 
never saw it again. — “Lover of Birds,” Surbiton. 

[Similar instances of bird intelligence will be welcome. — Ed.] 

Is the Frog Slippery on purpose f — It has often been stated 
that all frog-eating aniroals 
invariably scrape, scratch, or 
scrub their unhappy victim 
with their bare feet before 
eating him, with the object 
apparently of getting rid of 
the slime. Can you teU me 
if this is really the case? — 

J. A. L., Hammersmith. 

[Observation tending to show 
that the frog is intentionally slimy 
will be appreciated. — -Ed ] 

Fatal Affray at Richmond, 

— In Richmond Park some 
time ago a wood - pigeon’s 
nest was found which con- 
tained a clutch of eggs be- 
longing to the proprietor, 
and also another egg which 
had been left till called for 
by a starling. Close by was 
the dead body of the latter. 

Everything goes to show that 
there had been a violent 
quarrel as to wliich egg the 
starling was entitled to, and 
she had sustained shocking 
injuries in the scuffle which 
subsequently ensued. — ‘ ‘ Ob- 
server,” Wimbledon. 

[Authenticated accounts of bird- 
mm-der are eagerly solicited. — Ed ] 

Gan Fish Smell? — With 
reference to this interesting 
discussion, about three weeks 
ago I caught some fish and 
took them home, fuUy intend- 
ing to have them for breakfast the next morning. Business 
took me away that same night, and I only remembered their 
existence on reading your excellent little paper in the train 
to-day. On reaching home I went to my fishing basket, and 
am now in the position to answer the above query decidedly 
in the affirmative. — “Piscator,” Teddington. 

[Evidence on points such as these would be valuable. — Ed.] 

Gruesome Burial Party. — Last Saturday I unconsciously 
interrupted perhaps one of the strangest ceremonies which 
any human being has ever been privileged to witness. I 
was walking on Wandsworth Common when I came upon a 
small fox-terrier enjoying a nap. Presently I noticed that 
the dog was slowly sinking into the ground. On closer 
inspection I saw to my surprise that four burying-beetles 
were carefully undermining the poor creature with the 
diabolical intention of interring it ahve ! The dog woke up 


when I whistled, and the beetles quickly made off in the 
direction of Clapham Junction. — “ Cave, Canis,” Balham 
[One would like to know whether others observed this. Corrobora- 
tion would be invaluable — Ed ] 


OPERATIC NOTES. 

Saturday j June 10. — Two days after the Fair. Decorations 
in honour of the King of Spain stiU adorn the house, which 
shows a somewhat beggarly array of empty boxes, but the 
stalls are full, and there is a strong gathering to welcome 
Alda, which is superbly done. Mile. Destinn delightful, in 
splendid voice, acting dramatically and, in fact, making a big 
success. Madame &rkby Lunn’s Amneris is good but not 
great. Signor Caruso as Radames, excellent . applauded to 

tbe echo which, thank good- 
ness, does not exist at Co vent 
Garden. Signor Sootti as 
Amonasro is a pere magnifique, 
“sure such a pere,''' &c. M. 
JouRNET as the High Priest 
Ramfis is not called upon to 
go higher than the vocal gifts 
of nature permit him. His 
Right Reverence has not much 
to do, but the laity in front 
and his attendant clergy on 
the stage, are evidently quite 
satisfied with his mode of 
exercising his alto-sacerdotal 
functions. Scenery gorgeous : 
orchestra admirable. All 
old hands playing their 
trumps skilfully, and Signor 
Manoinelli assists in the 
scoring of one of the big suc- 
cesses of the present season. 
Opera repeated June 15 with 
same cast. 

In the meantime Richard 
Wagner still with us. “0 
Richard ! 0 mon Roi / ” as 

some, and a considerable 
number, loyally exclaim. Die 
Meistersinger and Tann- 
hduser, with Hans Richter in 
the chair. For details see 
previous records. 

Friday, June 16. — Melba 
as the Bohemian Girl, and 
Caruso as the Bohemian Boy 
in Puccini’s La Boheme. The 
HuUoa-Bellew and Regular- 
Stock-company Choir of Boys in Second Act. “What price 
Melba?” Extra four shillings on guinea orchestra stalls; 
for which the public is given, in exchange, Melb.a’s Notes. 

Saturday, June 17. — Gounod’s Romeo et Juliette j Mines. 
Selma Kurz and Pareina being, respectively, Juliette and 
Stephano the page-boy, “with a song.” 


At the Leeds revival, according to the Newcastle Daily 
Chronicle, “there have been a thousand converts, the greatest 
blackguards being reached. Sceptics, church organists, and 
lady authoresses had foxmd salvation, and it is stated that 
one of the Leeds Labour leaders was influenced by the revival.” 

We anxiously await the comments of Miss Marie Corelli 
and Mr. Will Crooks, M.P. 

Motto for Theatrical Managers {adopted from certain barn- 
door methods in the cricket- field ). — ^Always “play for a draw.” 



First Houlet. “ Blow my feathees ! Wouldn’t you like to be a 
Peacock, dear?” 

Second Iloulet. “No, thanks. Fancy making love with all those 

EYES ON one! I SHOULD BE TOO BASHFUL.” 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE- 

In spite of tlie unwieldy length, of its title, What I have 
seen while Fishing and How I have Caught my Fish (Fisher 
Unwin) has already gone into a second edition. Possibly 
Mr. Geen was right. As an old angler he 
knows the proper length of line, and has 
certainly caught the public. My Baronite 
has newer qualified for the Presidency of the 
Anglers’ Association held by Mr. Gem for 
twenty-seven years. To be quite finnk he 
Iniows nothing about fish beyond passing 
acquaintance made at the dinner - table. 
That this breezy narrative, brimming over 
with fun, should have held such as he in thrall is a special 
tribute to its attractiveness. 

*‘If it’s ‘sensation’ you want,” read The Scarlet Bat, hj 
Fergus Hume (F. V. White & Co.), but the reader is hereby 
considerately warned by the Baron that, except for the 
novelty of the ultra-sensational melodramatic situation in the 
penultimate chapter, there is nothing out of the ordinary 
Fergus-Hume-orous scheme of sto^ to repay anyone for tlie 
trouble of attempting the elucidation of the mystery. 
Given a wet day in June such as we have lately experienced, 
and this book may relieve ennui. Mr. Hume’s method, almost 
invariably, is to commit a murder in the first chapter, and 
spend the remainder of the book, barring the two last 
chapters, in trying to discover “ who kihed Cock Eobin.” 

Looking back from the pinnacle of his eighty-sixth ^birth- 
day, Mr. Frederick Leveson Gower recalls memories of 
Bygone Years (John Murray). They were placid but not 
uneventful. His family relationship with men in the foremost 
rank of public life gently pushed him to the front. He sat in 
the House of Commons through thirty-three memorable years. 
His genuine merit, untrumpeted by his own speeches, was 
recognised by Mr. Gladstoii^e, who in succession offered 
him two important posts. One was the Postmaster-General- 
ship, which to-day carries Cabinet rank. The other. Chief 
Whip of the Party, an office upon whose due fulfilment the 
life of a Ministry frequently depends. In knowledge of men 
and affairs, in tact and in all the qualities that inspire confi- 
dence, Mr. Leveson Gower would have made an admirable 
Whip. My Baronite doubts whether his imperturbable good 
nature, his extreme desire to add to the pleasantness of other 
peoples’ lives, would not have handicapped him in a post at 
which the late Lord Kensington for some years bristled. To 
tell the truth there are two episodes in this gentle life that 
strike one as incongruous. Being in India Mr, Gower went 
out tiger hunting. Later in life he joined the board of 
direction of the great firm of Armstrong & Co., 
who make big guns to slay people withal. 
In the first instance he got up a tree and 
surveyed the scene from that coign of van- 
tage. As to Armstrong & Co.’s business, he 
writes, “I will only say that 
I abhor every war of aggression, but consider 
it] the duty of every Government to be ade- 
quately prepared for defence.” 

Mr. Leveson Gower has known most famous folk who have 
lived and worked during the last three quarters of a century. 
His Memoirs make a delightful book, vocal with the talk of 
a genial, cultured companion. 


to his predestined work sixty years ago, at a time when the 
necklace of the Colonies hung heavy on the languid throat of 
England. His first mission was to Jamaica, an island he 
governed from 1842 to 1845. Thence he went to Canada, 
where he earned an early tribute of rotten eggs hurled by 
the Colonists, and after seven years’ sojourn left amid salvos 
of regretful farewell, the most popular man in tbe Dominion. 
In the meanwhile he had established the principle of Colonial 
self-government, which bears fimit in to-day’s splendid pros- 
perity of a lusty offspring. The liandy man of the Euipire, 
whenever there was difficulty at its extremities the Ministry 
of the day looked to Lord Elgin for help. He went to China 
in 1857, the first barbarian Ambassador who appeared in 
Pekin insistent on ratifying a treaty. Forty-seven years ago 
he concluded a commercial treaty with Japan, foundation of 
the present intimate friendly relations of the Island Kingdoms. 
He completed a second mission to China in 1800, and finished 
a splendid career as Viceroy ol India, where at the close of 
his first year he died in harness. My Baronite finds in the 
volume the story of a noble life fitly recorded. 

In her latest novel, Just as it Was (furnished with a 
brilliant binding by its publishers, F. V. White k Co), 
“John Strange Winter” gives us a disappointing story 
which, commencing well, turns out to be only a common- 
place record of generally uninteresting events in the lives 
of a very ordinary set of individuals, six in number, 
equally divided, whom we wiU represent by “A., B., C.” 
male, and “D., E., F.” female. “A.” is in love with ‘*D.” 
and “D.” with “A.,” but “A.” jilts “D.” and marries “E.,” 
who only accepts him out of pique, because, a letter having 
miscarried, “E.” has had no answer from “C.” (with wliom 
she is in love, as he is with her) who marries “F.” (sounds 
rather “confoozelum,” doesn’t it?) The jilted “D.” in the 
meantime has become the devotedly attaclied wife of “ B.” I 
When these couples have been married for some years the j 
couple *‘A. E.” turn up unexpectedly in the stxlety of j 
“B. D.” and “0. F.” Whereupon “A.” who is not living i 
happily with “E.” and is stiU in love with “D.”, makes an j 
unsuccessful attempt to ruin the conjugal hiipj)iiicsK of i 
“B. D.” ; while “ E.” would have utterly upset the domestic j 
felicity of “ C. F.” but for the, iiUh is instance, lucky circum- 
stance of E.’s ” being in a rapid * " 

decline, and so, before she can do THE j||||H BAliO^ 
very much harm, makes 

her exit from this weary world. 

Such a story, briefly told, might 

have proved about as interesting 1 

as one of Poet Crabbe’s village 

tales ; but, spun out to 290 pages fS'f 

ofordinarilyreadable-sizedprint, 

it is, though beginning weU, a 

stodgy bread-and-butter-missy 

sort of novel, hardly worthy of 

the clever authoress of the 

inimitable Bootle's Baby. DE * 


THE mgm BAim 


CT 






From “Mesara. Sawyer, late Knockemorf.” 

^ Surgical Query. What is the most simple and at the same 
time most effectual treatment for any one with water on the 
brain ? 

Scientific Answer. Give him a good tap on the head. 


Lord Elgin is not so well known as many men who took a From the Liverpool Daily Post and Mercury ;~ 
less prominent part in the making of the British Empire. Tardy XJOTEL PBOPRIETORS. — ’Bus, seat eight; also rabbex-tyred 
but effective justice is done to him by Mr. George Wrong Governess; cheap. 

in bis monograph, The Earl of Elgin (Metetoen). He came Many governesses have been tired,- but not like this. 
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The Russians have not scored so many 
successes in the War that one would 
think they would want to hide any. Yet 
a Daily Telegraph correspondent is the 
first to tell us of a smart little affair in 
which a body of Cossacks attacked a 
Japanese field hospital, and practically 
annihilated aU attached to it, even 
burning the medical supplies and sur- 
gical instruments. 

Advices from Sahara state that the 
entire Empire feels deeply humdiated at 
the recent escapades of its Sovereign. 

The sensational reports to the effect 
that the new Penny Steamboats were 
turning out to be Twopenny-halfpenny 
ones prove to be exaggerated. 

A member ofjthe Lowestoft Council 
has complained of the number of stray 
dogs on the beach, and has declared that 
they were driving people from the town. 
The licensed fly-proprietors certainly 
have a grievance here. 

The miscarriage of justice by which a 
prisoner was made to serve a month’s 
imprisonment iirstead of a fortnight’s is, 
we hear, to be rectified in a common- 
sense manner. The victim is to be 
allowed to commit a further crime for 
which the sentence would be two weeks’ 
imprisonment, without receiving any 
punishment whatever. 

The constant strain of driving motor- 
cars is said to be responsible for a form 
of nervous break-down which shows a 
decided tendency to increase. One cer- 
tainly comes across a number of cars 
aflBicted in this way. 

Two cars were smashed in the French 
eliminating trials for the Gordon-Bennott 
race. We should have thought that this 
was carrying the idea of elimination 
unnecessarily far. 
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EXCUSE FOR NOT BELIEVING. 


‘‘Eat aU the sweets you can, if you “Then you don’t believe in Phrenology?” 
would be stron«^” says Hackensohmidt rather not. I once gave one of those fellows a sovereign to read my head, 

The great wrestler will now, we under- ^ 

stand, be elected an honorary Vice- — - - -■ - — — - 

President of the Society for Prevention The title of Mr. Sutro’s forthcoming forward their works to the editor of The 
of Cruelty to Children. play is The Way of a Fool, This is World's Classics, 

clever, as we shall all go to see whether 

The Lancet has published an article we have been libeUed in it. As regards the Statutory Commission 

pointing out the danger of talking and on the Army Stores Scandals a foreign 

eating at the same time, and it is felt that The Best Ways> Out of London has just gentleman writes to point out that the 
, a powerful blow has been struck at the appeared. The title strikes us as being provision that? any person who gives 
practiceof speakingwithone’smouthfuU. gratuitously rude. false evidence wiU be liable to the 

^ penalties for perjury wiU press more 

Bnigmarelley an automaton which does We understand that the publishers of hardly on some witnesses than on others, 
several things on the stage almost inteUi- The Masterpiece Uhrary are being and asks if this m onr boasted British 
gently, is attracting more attention at inundated with manuscripts for inclusion justice. He suggests that the evidence 
the Hippodrome than many similarly in that undertaking. In the same way shall he taken on oath, hut that there 
gifted^actors think it is entitled to. | many young authors, we hear, used to shall he no penalty for perjury. 


President of the Society for Prevention 
of Cruelty to Children. 


As regards the Statutory Commission 
on the Army Stores Scandals a foreign I 
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AN END OF DANCING. 

“Ntuic arma, defunctunique bello 

Barbiton bic paries babebit.” — ^H orace, Cam., iii. 26 
“ Unaim., Eros.” — Shakspeare, Ant. & Cleo.^ Act iv , Sc. 14 

Time was, a few brief lustres back, 

When in the many-damserd dance, 

Ere I had grown supine and slack. 

It was my purest joy to prance 
The whole night long, 

Returning with the milkman’s matin song. 

My waist was relatively slim, 

And to the waltz’s amorous flow 
None brought a lustier turn of limb, 

A lighter, more fantastic, toe ; 

It was a treat 

Merely to sit and watch my mobile feet. 

But now the jumping movement jars 
Upon a frame maturely stout ; 

And when I ’ve borne a dozen bars 
I find my wind is giving out ; 

I wheeze ; I puff ; 

I tell my partner I have had enough. 

And while I undergo repair, 

And she, impatient, paws the ground, 

I ask myself what brought me there, 

Why should I go careering round. 

Hustled and hot. 

And talking unimaginable rot ? 

Dear Joan (contemporary flame) 

Is now a fixture by the wall; 

And Joan the Second, with the same 
Red hair that held my heart in thrall. 

Has not, I see. 

Inherited her mother’s taste for me ! 

Such, roughly, be the reasons why 
At 10 P.M., replete with food, 

When o’er a pipe my pensive eye 
Betrays the after-dinner mood, 

I loathe to rise 

And irk myself with choric exercise. 

Ah, Ladies, you whose haUs of light 
Lament the dearth of dancing males. 

Have pity ! Though my heart is right, 

Think of the solid flesh that quails 1 
Ask me no more 

To pound with ponderous foot the shining floor ! 

And you, Terpsichore, the One 
I wooed the most of all the Nine ! — 

Now that my palmy days are done, 

Now, ere my drooping powers decline 
By further slumps — 

To you I dedicate these pious pumps ! 0. S. 


Should Motors carry Maxims P 


Under the title Murderous Magistrate,” the Daily Mail 
printed some'observations made by a barrister who reproves 
Canon Greenwell for remarking from the Durham County 
Bench that if a few motorists were shot no great harm would 
be done. The same paper subsequently published an article 
headed, “Maxims for Motorists.^’ Reflation in kind is 
natural, and a]||maxim'is an excdlent retort to a canon. But 
why abuse the canon first ? 


VEGGERS IN CONCLAVE. 

(Special.) 

The International Congress of Vegetarians, owing to the 
pressure of politics and cricket, was most inadequately 
reported in last week’s papers. Mr. Funch is happily 
enabled to supplement this deficiency by the notes kindly 
furnished him by some of the principal speakers. 

Mrs. Waiiaoe, the head of the WaUacite sect, who do not 
touch salt or wliite bread, related a curious story of a vege- 
tarian boy of ten who once remarked, “I wonder what my 
future wife is doing now. I do hope she is not injuring her 
I health by eating white bread.” No carnivorous child would 
' ever have exhibited such tender solicitude. Whatever might 
jbe alleged against Vegetarians they were never guilty of 
I priggishness. 

1 Mr. J. A. Pease, M.P., wished to enter a strong protest 
against the hostile attitude assumed towards beans by certain 
Vegetarians. It was true that Pythagoras had advised his 
contemporaries to eschew beans, but as Rothenbuoher bad 
pointed out in his masterly monograph on the Samian 
philosopher, the phrase was not to be interpreted in a literal 
sense. It merely meant that they were to abstain from 
politics, beans being used as counters in the ballot. 

Mr. Bernard Shaw reluctantly agreed with the last speaker. 
He liked to give everyone beans, as became a conscientious 
Fabian, a society which derived its name from the Latin word 
faha. The pedantry of some Vegetarian purists, continued 
Mr. Shaw, led them to paradoxical extremes. For example, 
how could a man be healthy if he had no pulse ? 

Mr. Andrew Lang- said that he was proud of being a 
WaUacite. He was in short one of the “ Scots wha hold wi’ 
WaUace bread.” Attic salt was occasionaUy permissible, but 
the true aim of diet was to diffuse sweetness and light. As 
he was no mathematician he never could teU how many beans 
made five. John Knox was certainly not a vegetarian, and 
knew nothing of totemistic eschatology, hence the imperfec- 
tions in his strangely mixed character. 

Dr. Robertson Niooll emphasised the fact that the Kailyard 
school of literature rested entirely on a vegetarian basis. 
George M e r edith had written a novel caUed Farina in praise 
of whole-meal bread, and he had the best authority for saying 
that when Mr. Hall Caine was writing The Eternal City he 
lived entirely on spaghetti and Neapolitan ices. 

Mr. Theodore Watts-Dunton wished to put in a word for 
pines as the most satisfying and palatable fruit. They could 
be grown anywhere — ^he had raised some splendid specimens 
at Putney—and could be eaten with impunity at any time, 
preferably before sunrise. 

Mr. G. R. Sims attributed his robust health entirely to having 
subsisted so long on an exclusive diet of mustard and cress. 
The Vi-Koko-Kings from whom as an hereditary knight of St. 
Olaf he was lineaUy descended were enabled to perform their 
famous feats on the fjord largely owing to their abstinence i 
from meat. He thought it worthy of note in this connection 
that Balder the Beautiful — whose title was a contradiction in : 
terms — ^was aUeged to have a palace in the Milky Way. 

Sir Oliver Lodge said that he varied his food according 
to the^ subjects on which he was occupied. Thus for Higher 
Criticism he took cranberry tart and Stilton cheese, for 
motoring an abundance of nuts of aU sorts and sizes, for skirt- 
dancing jumping beans, while for Bimetallism he restricted 
himsdf rigidly to an 18 carrot lunch. 

Mr. Eustace Miles finally pleaded eloquently for the beny 
diet, which he humorously noted was only connected phoneti- 
cally with the complaint of beri-beri. The nomenclature of 
some fruits, he added, was not by any means satisfactory, and 
he suggested that an alternative name should be found for the 
gooseberry, whicE had a decidedly carnivorous innuendo. •-> I 
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DIARY OF THE LATE RUSSIAN NAVY. 

Dkvr Me. Punch, — 'Sow tliat Paissia lias, for tlie last time 
(if we except certain subsequent occurrences), ceased to exist 
as a naval Pov^er, it is an opportune moment to consider the 
extraordinary career of its Soxj during the last sixteen months. 

I cannot claim to be an expert in technical matters, but I have 
follovred the course of the war very carefully in the pages of 
my Daily Mall and Times; and have kept a diary of the ups | 
and downs (if I may say so without being thought to jest) of 
the Eussian Pleet. I append this for the benefit of your 
readers. 

Fehruary 8, 1904. — "War breaks out. Gzaremteh and Bet- 
visan torpedoed, and placed out of action for the rest of the 
war. Sevasto'pol rendered useless. 

February 9. — Poltava and four cruisers placed out of action 
for the rest of the war. The Eussian nav^'- practicaEy ceases 
to exist as a fighting force. Naval fight ofi Chemulpho. 
Eussia deaiiirely ceases to exist as a naval power. 

Fehruary 10. — Japan virtually obtains command of the seas. 

May^cli 9. — Eussian destroyer sunk. ' Eussian navy ceases 
to exist as a fighting force. 

Apjil 13 . — Petropavlovsh sunk by a mine, and may be 
regarded as out of action for the rest of the war. Japan 
obtains command of the seas. 

April 25. — ^Vladivostok squadron suddenly appears and 
sinks Japanese merchant steamer. Balance of power restored. 

J uly. — British vessels stopped by Eussian volunteer 
cruisers. Eussian navy branded as filibusters. More British 
vessels stopped. Eussian navy branded as piratical free- 
booters. 

August 23. — Sevastopol again rendered useless for rest of 
war. 

September. — Eussia discovers that it has a Baltic Pleet. 
Baltic Meet regarded as a cipher. 

October.— Baltic Fleet makes several false starts. Japan 
undoubtedly mistress of the seas. 

October 21. — ^HuU fishing fleet fired on. Eussian navy 
branded as cowards, drunkards and poltroons, 

December 3. — Gzarevltc\ Reivisayi, Poltava, and many 
other ships broken up by Japanese naval brigade, and may 
be regarded as virtually out of action for the rest of the war. 

December 12. —Sevastopol again rendered entirely useless. 

J anuary, 1905. — ^Baltic Meet settles down at Madagascai*. 
Eussian navy branded as drunkards and poltroons. 

April. — Baltic Pleet arrives at Kanmanh Bay. Eussia dis- 
covered to have a slight preponderance in battleships which 
effectually restores the bahnee of power. 

May. — Eussian navy keeps on leaving Kamiunh Bay, witli 
excellent chance of victory. 

May 27--28.~Russian navy sinks, and so loses control of 
the Eastern Seas. 

May 29. — Eussian navy ceases to exist as a fighting force. 

May 30. — Escaped ship arrives at Vladivostok. Nevei-the- 
less Eussian navy practically ceases to exist as a fighting force. 

J line. — Eussia sweeps British commerce from the seas. 

My diary ceases here, Mr. Punch, but I open my papers in 
daily expectation of seeing that the Sevastopol has again been 
rendered useless. It is certainly time for it. 

^ Toars faithfuEy, (Eev.) Thomas Lemuel. 


From a recently published Guide to North Wales : — 

“Beaumaris Castle (founded by Edward I. 1295) is in splendid 
preseivation, and in the courtyard fliere are no less than four lawn- 
tennis grounds. — ^The massacre of the hards is said to have taken place 
here. Admission 2d** 

We are not surprised at this tragedy. Players in tennis 
tournaments have before now been put off their game by the 
band, and lost their temper. 


CONSOLATION. 

Young man, you have a wild and wintry air ; 

Strange moods of silence (tempered by profanity) 
Drive you aloof ; your eyes emit a glare 
As of insanity ; 

Last night you groaned till nearly four o’clock ; 

To-day you have not shaved ; you did not eat your 
Herrings ; young man, you must have had the knock 
Prom some fair creature. 

Well, it ’s a thing we all of us go through. 

These trivial hurts have driven most men frantic 
More or less regularly — I, like yon, 

Am most romantic. 

But be consoled. The wound is quick to heal. 

Before another iiioiitli has rolled behind you 
You ’U be surprised to find how glad you feel 
That She declined you. 

(Ah, but you say, your love must needs endure : 

Time could not make your ardent fires wax colder ! 
Couldn’t he, though, my fiieiid ? You wait, till you ’re 
A little older !) 

Marriage is no light matter. Once it ’s done, 

It ’s done for good and all ; if things miscarry, 

There ’s no way out of it—and that, my son, 

Would be Old Harry. 

Just for the sake of argmnent, assume 
^ That, having donned the matrimonial fetter, 

You came across another maiden, whom 
You liked much better. 

(Never, you cry ! Clorinda stands alone, 

^ Peerless in charm, unrivalled in her graces ! 

Yes, we have all said that, but I have knovm 
Some painful cases.) 

Think, too, how surely up the female sleeve 
There ever lurks that universal dagger, 

Which makes each daughter of her mother, E\'e, 

A latent Nagger ! 

Potential, maybe ; l)ut one never knows ! 

E’en this fair tiling, with whom you strove to pair off 
Ko wildly and so vainly, if she chose, 

Could nag your hair off. 

Young man, there be two teachings of the Wise, 

Potent to soothe the pangs of disappointment : - 
“ Brevity is the Soul of I/)ve -and ‘‘ Plies 
Can spoil the Ointment.” 

’Tis not in mortals to command success ; 

And, if you come to look at nuilters coolly, 

It ’s just as well ; so you need not distress 

Yourself unduly. DuaM-DuM. 


More Commercial Candour. 

'‘Suits from S 5 $. to Order. 
Beware of Firms that coit us.” 


The Irish Bull in India* 

(F7'07n the “ Bangoon Gazette.** 

Eleven Elephants, Male and Fcnaale, priced low to 
^ effect speedy sale. Pull particulars from Pat Poylb, No. 11, 
Brooking Street, Eangoon. Note . — Four of the above have been sold. 

^ the Daily Mail a firm advertises “Correct Bilioushess 
-—Free!” “Mine,” writes a Correspondent, “may not be 
the correct kind, but I wish for no other.” 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Extbaoted from the Diary of Toby, M P. 

House of Commons, Tuesday, June 20. 
—Admiral Henry I'rederiok Stephenson, 
K.C.B., Gentleman Usher of the Black 
Rod, knows a thing or two, including 
value of that half-sheet of note-paper 
Avliose agency in political life Prince 
Arthur has popularised. Henry Frede- 
rick has heard how in recent times a 
predecessor, despatched to Oommons to 
bid honoiirable House to repair to anothci 
place to hear Royal Commission read, 
stood speechless by the Mace, his tongue 
cleaving to roof of mouth, refusing to 
utter the well-conned lesson 

That might do for the Army ; quite in 
keeping with l)usiness ways at War 
Office. For a man who entered tlie Navy 
just fifty years ago, has served his 
country in all seas and climes, such 
catastrophe to l)e avoided. So Black 
Rod borrows lialf a sheet of note-paper ; 
writes down the text of his message ; 
tacks across the Ixihby ; crosses Bar of 
rommoiis close hauled ; brings up by 
the Mace; and, taking the half sheet of 
note-paper from his locker, in loud voice, 
suggestive of use of speaking-trumpet in 
westerly gale, hails the skipper in the 
cdiair at the Table, who in default of a 
sou’-wpster has clapped a bob-wig on 
his head. 

Message bids the C^iiumons repair to 
the Lords to hear the Royal Commission 
read preliminary to the Sovereign’s 
assent to election of Ia3WTIier (J. W.) 
to office of Speaker. From the Dis- 
tinguished Strangers’ Gallery fourscore- 
years-and-foiir look down on the scene 
in manner modelh'd on that of the 
Pyramids ohserving tlie miircli of Napo- 
leon’s army in Kgypt. ’Tis the father 



“ Hails the skipper in the chair.” 
(Black-Rod Admiral Sir Henry Stephenson, 

e:.o.p. 



Thoroughly Judicial, or, a Court op NisiAPaul) Pey-us. 

“ Boh ” Ff'Uh “ What do you think, Bannerman ^ Suppose we sentence him ; he ’s sine 
to he guilty — he always is ! ” 


of tlie new Speaker, who took his seat 
for Westmorland thirty-eight years ago, 
holding it for just a quarter of a centurjL 
When William Lowtiier amie to play liis 
quiet part in the historic scene over 
which his son to-day presides, Gladstone 
was in the prime of his strength, approach- 
ing with rapid stride the height of his 
power. The Member for Westmorland 
heard his most famous Budget speeches ; 
was in his place when he introduced 
measures for the Disestablishment of the 
Irish Church and the Emancipation of 
Irish Land ; saw Army Purchase abol- 
ished, the Ballot Act passed, compulsory 
education enacted. 

Few of his contemporaries of Palmer- 
ston’s time survive. For himself, he 
retired from Parliamentary life when 
Gladstone returned to power in 1892. 
Comes back to-day hale and hearty to see 
his son installed in Speaker’s Chair amid 
acclamation of all sections of party. 

A proud moment for the father; a 
well-earned prize for the son. 

Business done. — ^Lowtheb (J. W.) in- 
ducted in Speaker’s CMr. Long known 
liim in lower position At the Table, 
flouting the afternoon sunlight with 
dinner dress, worn iii capacity of Chair- 
man of Ways and Means. Now trans- 
mogrified by full-bottomed wig dazzling- 
ly new, glossy silk gown and shoes with 
silver buckles. Wonderful how much 
the stately dress adds not only to 
dignity but to authority. Lowtbbb a 
pretty hard nut for Irish Members and 


others to crack when he sat, white-neck- 
tied and swaUow-coat-tailed, in chair of 
Committees. In stately garb of First 
Commoner he, as CaFen Tommy Bowles 
swears, presents all the difference between 
a frigate under full sail and a tug-boat 
on duty. 

Members on both sides hear with 
pleasure of early action of new Speaker. 
Has appointed as his Private Secretary 
the son of his predecessor, thus main- 
taining a link of personal connection 
between the House and one who, through 
ten years of peculiar difficulty, earned 
in the Chair its esteem and ^ffection. 
‘‘Ted” Gully inherits the business ca- 
pacity, unaffected good nature, and 
pleasant manner of the late Speaker. He 
knows his business in every detail, and, 
not less essential to the smooth working 
of things at Westminster, he knows how- 
to carry it on without making enemies. 

Wed 7 iesday . — The stars in their courses 
continue to fight against Prince Arthur. 
A week ago .things were beginning to 
look pretty well. That pesky fiscal 
question had for the moment subsided. 
Either Don Jose had squared him or he 
had squared Don Jos£ Anyhow some 
kiud of a bargain had been patched up. 
Seated' oa Treasury Bench, with head 
forlornly held in hands, Prince Arthur 
in ailence heard Don Jose declare that 
thejre was in the matter ‘‘no essential 
difference between his right hon. friend 
the Prime Minister and himself.” It was 
true one had declared in favour of taxing 
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Tlie “ Land Edvocate’* shepherds the Scotch Estimates. 


food, whilst the other protested he could 
never think of such a thing. That 
seemed vital. It was merely verbal. In 
fact the more they differed the more it 
was la mSme chose. 

At question time fiscal affairs had 
retired into the background, leaving 
room for Mjc. Weir to resume his old 
predominance. Trom time to time Mr. 
Black, emerging from his study with 
marks of a wet towel palpable on his 
lofty brow, propounded one of his elabo- 
rate conundrums, designed to elucidate 
Prince Arthur’s attitude towards fiscal 
question in general and the Member for 
West Birmingham in particular. Prince 
Arthur too old a bird to fall into net 
thus elaborately spread in his sight. In 
form judiciously brief, acid with satire, 
or genial with humour, he made non- 
committal answer. 

By thee, thee only, could be sent 
Such gentle mists as glide, 

Curling with unconfirmed intent, 

On that green mountain’s side. 

“Delightful!” said the Member for 
Sark. “It proves afresh how the poet 
is prophet. When Wordsworth wrote 
his musical invocation to May he must 
have had floating in his mind some fore- 
cast of Prince Arthur in a tight place 
talking to the House of Commons. Can 
you imagine anything more precisely or 
picturesquely descriptive of his answers 
and speeches on tbe fiscal question than 
‘ curling with unconfirmed intent ’ ? ” 

That all very well for the fiscal 
question. Suddenly, from unexpected 


quarter of the horizon, fresh cloud 
gathers. In a moment, after much 
ominous murmuring, down comes 
thunderstorm of disclosure of Ministerial 
ineptitude, administrative stupidity, 
guilelessness of Hebrew army contractors 
in respect of stores in South Africa. 
The wildest fancy of the most bilious 
romancist could not have conceived 
stories such as are told in matter-of-fact 
manner in Report of the Butler Com- 
mittee. A babe in arms, offered five- 
pence for its feeding-bottle on the 
understanding that it should be promptly 
resold to it for ninepence (plus charges 
for storage and depreciation) would turn 
up its infantile nose in scorn. Yet in 
the undisputed evidence given before 
the Committee there is a dose parallel 
with this imaginary case. Only the babe 
in arms would be found shrewder than 
were the War Office, its heads in PaU Mail, 

; and its emissaries in South Africa. 

Prince Arthur admits the business 
is ve^ bad, promises inquiry, but is 
genuinely angry when hon. gentlemen 
opposite insist on holding His Majesty’s 
Ministers responsible. Just now prac- 
tical Mr. Lough asked “Whether tlie 
course adopted towards certain officers 
implicated by the Report of the Buder 
Committee would be adopted in the case 
of Ministers responsible for the direction 
of affairs. Would they, too, be relieved 
from their duties?” 

“ Does the hon. gentleman propose,” 
said Prince Alrthur, glaring upon Lough 
as if he were giving him away with a 


pound of tea, “that the First l^rd of 
the Treasury adds to his multifarious 
duties the supervision of contracts for 
meat and milk ? ” 

It is reaUy too bad. Hard enough 
that Don Jose, having, to serve his 
private ends, gone mad on Protection, 
should impose on Prince Arthur the ! 
almost daily necessity of saying nothing 
in speeches or answers assinnmg to 
define his position on phases of the fiscal 
question. On top of it to come respon- 
sibility for the breaking out in fresh 
places of War Office blunders is more 
than the gayest courage can bear up ' 
against. The business of His Majesty’s 
Ministers is to administer Imperial 
affairs from snug offices in or near 
Downing Street, and to keep C.-B. out. 
I[ things go astray, iE lulllums oE public 
money are wantonly wTisicd under the 
eyes — actually with the col hibora lion— 
oE officers oE a particular department, it 
is regrettable. Prince Artiicr will ap- 
i point either a Sele(‘t (\numittoo or a 
Royal CominiKsion to inquire into the 
malter. But oven to imply that the 
Se(3RETary OE St’ATE, autocrat oE the 
Department, is in any inoasuro respon- 
sible for the systematic procedure 
described in the Butler Import, is more 
than long -trained patience, (‘-ast-iron 
endurance, can stand without angiy 
protest. 

Business done. —Royal Commission on 
Army Stores scandals promised. 


From a notice at the Garrick Theatre - 
“ Owing to loss oE voice, Mr. Sydney 
Yalentine will play Jack Fi^ohishcr at 
this performance in place oE Mr. Bour- 
oiiiER.” Mr. Punch has not the heart to 
wish Mr. Valentine a swift i-ocovery of 
his vocal organ, if by the loss of it he 
gains so good a chance. 

" 

In a leader on the sinking of a Ger- I 
man steamer by the Russian auxiliary 
cruiser Don (formerly tlie Hainburg- 
American liner Bismarck), the 

Irish Times says, “In this wise the Ger- 
mans ‘winged the an*ow that impelled 
the steel.’ ” 

As a combination of Btron’s lines, 

(1) “ Winged the shaft that quivered in his 
heart,” 

2 “Nursed the pinion that impelled the 

this is excellent fooling. 

At the Pan German Congress Dr. 
Harse said that the surest means of 
maintaining peace was “to double oxu* 
naval armaments.” This advice was 
received with “ loud cheers.” Dr. Hasse 
is clearly very far removed from what 
his name implies, lie must be written 
down a Hasso, but he isn’t one. 
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Lady A. “ Here oome« text dreadful mak who sat isiext to me at dinner. He hasn’t the manners op a pig ! ” 
Mrs.B. ^‘How funny! 1 thought he had/” 


THE MAGIC H'S. 

{A Society Story of Up-to-date Diahlerie^ in Three Parts.) 

PAItT 11. 

“ Hipperuolme’s Guardian Faiiy,” continued my seedy 
acq^uainlance, ** on liearing liis account of the lurid scene that 
had transpired at the cross-roads, naturally expressed strong 
disapproval of his proceedings. She considered he had acted 
most imprudently in having any dealings whatever with a 
fiend, who was almost certain to do him in the long run. 
Harold replied tliat this one seemed a decent sort enough, 
and had made no attempt to hind him by any obligation 
whatever, and that, anyhow, he was several millions of h’s to 
the good by the transaction. 

‘ But I understood,’ said the Fairy, ‘ that six of those h’s 
are — to use your new friend’s slightly common expression — 
“wrong ’uns”?’ 

* So they are,’ said Harold ; ‘ but what are half a dozen 
out of all those millions V ’ 

‘Still,’ she said, ‘if but a single one. of the six were to 
slip out in the hearing of Lady Ioilia or her father before she 
has become your bride, it would suffice to undo you ! ’ 

“ Harold said that, according to the theory of probabilities, 
it was uncommonly long odds against a wrong ’un turning 
up at aU. 

The Fairy retoi-ted that, probabilities or no probabilities, 
he might take it from her that it toould. 

“ ‘m that case,* he said, ‘I think you might have warned 
me before, instead of after, I had embarked upon such an 
enterprise as this.* 

“^e said that it was his fault, not hers — ^for, if his 
previous conduct had not been so invariably discreet that 
her office was practically a sinecure, she would never have 


felt free to take a brief holiday, during which all the mischief 
was done. ‘Fortunately, however,’ she added, ‘it is not too 
late to repair it — even yet. Take this talisman,’ — and here 
she handed him a small crystal locket, containing a model 
of a ladybird coloured after Nature, but lacking in finish — 
in fact, just such a trinket as you may see in almost any 
jeweller’s window, marked as low occasionally as eighteen- 
pence, though the price wiU vary according to size. ‘ Take 
this,’ she said, ‘ and should any vowel escape you at some 
unguarded moment unattended by its rightful aspirate, you 
have merely to touch your locket, and aU will be well ! ’ 

“Immediately after her departure Hipperholme attached 
the charm to his watch-chain, though he did not, even then, 
expect that he would ever be reduced to put its powers to the 
test. That same afternoon he repaired in rich apparel to the 
Earl’s portals, and, giving his full name to the butler without 
the slightest effort, was ushered into Lady Ioilia’s presence. 

“ At first she could scarcely credit him when he gave her 
the joyful intelligence that the sole obstacle to their union 
was now removed — ^but when she had the unspeakable happi- 
ness of hearing him triumphantly reel off a long string of 
words beginning with h, and including such compounds as 
‘hedge-hog,’ ‘heart-whole,’ and even ‘hen-house,’ her last 
doubt vanished, and she acknowledged that he could now 
speak to her parent with no fear of the peppery old peer 
summoning his menials to eject him fi*om the premises. 

“H Hipperholme behaved with some lack of candour in 
encouraging Lady Ioilia to believe that his proficiency was 
the result of the lessons he had taken in Elocution, we should 
not condemn him too harshly on this account. How few of 
us in his situation would have had the moral courage to 
admit the dubious means by which such h’s had been 
actually obtained ! Rightly or wrongly, he preserved his 
sinister secret to the end. 
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“Lord Stonistairs, wLen Harold applied to him for his 
daughter’s hand, consented, though without enthusiasm, to 
a trial engagement, which, as you will no douht remember, 
was duly announced in the Morning Post, 

“ But a formidable ordeal was still to be faced. He had 
to -undergo inspection by Ioilia’s high-bom and extremely 
critical relatiyes. For this purpose the Earl had in-vited the 
family to partake of a sumptuous and recherche High Tea at 
his town residence in Belgrave Square. 

“ The gathering was small but select, comprising as it did 
Icilia’s aunt, the Duchess of Marsaye and her daughter. 
Lady Fresia Dedgott ; the Earl and Countess of Northpole ; 
Lord Norman Beaucoe (another cousin) ; Sir Basil Iske ; the 
Hon. Medusa Glayre ; Mrs. “Jack” Frost, and one or two 
others — all names that will be familiar to you, and some of 
whose owners you have probably met in Society on more than 
one occasion.” 

[I could not remember ever having even heard of any one 
of them — ^but does there breathe an Englishman with a soul 
so dead as to confess to ignorance of his own Peerage ? I 
murmured an assent from which almost any inference might 
be drawn, and the Stranger proceeded :] 

“ Hipperholme was a trifle nervous at starting ; he foimd 
them rather difficult to get on with — in fact, they literally 
paralysed him. But Love put him, so to speak, on his 
mettle. He exerted aU his considerable social powers to 
break the glacial speU, and he succeeded beyond his hopes. 
Gradually there came a general thaw, until even the proud 
old Earl unbent so far as to recommend him strongly to 
have a second helping of ham and eggs, and to rally him, 
in an affable good-humoured way, upon betraying some 
indecision on the subject. 

“ This set Harold completely at his ease : ‘ Since,’ he 
rephed, with a graceful deference that sat well upon him, 
‘Since your lordship is so pressing, I will take another 
poached egg — without any more ’am.’ . . . The word had 
slipped out before he could prevent it. He had felt so abso- 
lutely sure of that h — and it had turned out a ‘ wrong ’un ! ’ 

“Already the haughty aristocrats around the board were 
perceptibly stiffening ; Lady Icilia had turned deadly pale ; | 
her noble father rose, bristling, wdth the obvious intention of 
declaring the engagement ‘ off ’ — ^when Hipperholme suddenly 
bethought him of the ladybird in his locket. He touched it 
with frantic haste, and, as he did so, heard himself serenely 
finisHng his sentence with — ‘ biguity.’ He was saved ! He 
regained his former control of aspirates, and by the time the 
powdered lackeys appeared to clear the table he was now 
fully recognised as one of the family. AU the same, it had 
been an unpleasant shock for the moment, though the effect 
soon passed from his memory. He told himself that it was 
over, and most unlikely to occur again. 

“ Nor did it, for several delirious weeks^ — ^and then, once 
more, he found himself on the very verge of a abyss. 

He had been invited, together with his fiancSe and her 
father,^ to join certain members of the Smart Set in an 
' excursion to Epping Forest, and the distinguished party was 
driving in a break drawn by four spanking steeds along an 
avenue of magnificent beeches. The sense of intimacy -with 
shch a company, the charm of Lady lomiA’s society, the azure 
sky, the glorious sunshine, the surroundings generally, aU 
contributed to render him intoxicated with sheer happiness. 
He became almost lyrical in his ecstasies. 

“ ‘ Oh the relief,’ he exclaimed, ‘ the unspeakable refresh- 
nient, for jaded worldlings like ourselves, to escape— if only 
I for the day — ^from the fevered social round to such rural 
scenes as these ! To revel in the scent of bracken, the song 

of birds, and the ’um ’ He broke off in horror ; he had 

- intended to say, ‘ the hum of insects ’ — ^for the ffiies were 
-QnusuaUy persistent that summer — ^but another spurious * h ’ 
had perfidiously betrayed him ! 


“ ‘ Yes ? ’ said the grim old Earl, who sat opposite, in a 
tone of sardonic encouragement. ‘ Pray proceed. You were 
remarking, “ the um ” ’ 

i “ ‘ Brageous foliage ! ’ Harold just managed to gasp as he 
clutched his talisman — and, as before, the danger was 
averted. 

“Another interval succeeded of such absolute immunity 
that the possibihty of ever again omitting anything so 
obvious as an aspirate seemed unthinkable. . . . And then, 
like a bolt from the blue, out came a most unmistakable ! 
wrong ’un ! He had arranged to escort his betrothed to a 
Gala Fete, which was one of the principal fimctions of that 
season, and which Eoyalty was expected to attend. It was 
at Rosherville Gardens, and Lady Ioilia, having in a moment 
of caprice insisted that the party should go down by an 
ordinary penny steamer, Hipperholme, after arraying himself 
in a faultless frock-coat, had, very naturally, thought it more 
prudent to put on a billycock hat as being less likely to blow 
off. When he joined the others on the landing-stage at 
Charing Cross, Lord Norman Beaucoe, who, as usual, was in 
a blue striped lounge suit and a tall white chimney-pot, 
permitted himself to pass some remark on Harold’s choice 
of head-gear. It was not precisely a sneer, but sufficiently 
so to nettle Hipperholme’s high spirit. 

“ ‘ I would have you to know, my lord,’ he retorted, ‘ that 
a gentleman can look the gentleman in any jdnd of ’at ! ’ . . . 
As the fatal word left his lips he caught the Earl’s eye and 
his talisman at the same moment. ‘Tire,’ he concluded 
calmly, and the ill-concealed discomfiture of Lord Norman, 
the milder expression of his uncle, and the proud glow that 
suffused the face of Lady Icilia told him not only that his 
faux pas had been successfully obliterated, but that he had 
actually risen a step higher in their esteem ! 

“ What wonder then if, when the date of their nuptials was 
fixed and the invitations issued for the ceremony, he ceased 
to have any further misgivings? And yet, little as he 
suspected it, beneath the roses which strewed his path to 
the altar there lurked still another pitfall, and the moment 
was fast approaching when he would see it yawning in front 
of liim — and this time ! ” 

“ Was, I should imagine,” I put in, suppressing a tendency 
to imitate the pitfall, “ exactly like tlie other three. If not, 
what on earth was the good of giving him a talisman at aU?” 

“Don’t be in such a hurry ! ” said the Stranger, patting 
me significantly on the chest (he had a most unpleasant habit 
of pawing me about in the course of his narrative). “ Wait 
till you have heard the sequel.” 

We had by this time arrived at Bond Street, and I did wait 
for the sequel. As I was getting out at the British Museum, 

I could not very well help myself. F. A. 


A REMONSTRANOE. 

“An Indignant Englishman” writes to us saying that in the 
Times report of the first appearance of the new Speaker when 
presenting Imnself before the Lord CHANOELinR Mr. Lowther 
was attired in “ Court dress, without any robes, and having a 
bob-wig on his head.”^ Our correspondent asks what neces- 
sity was there to mention the place where the bol)-wig was 
worn?^ Except “on Ms head,” where could he possibly have 
worn it? But more important is it to inquire why, with 
all the wealth that England can command, should Parliament 
be unable or unwilling to expend more than a shilling on 
the wig that represents the concentrated wisdom of the House 
of Commons ? Had we been informed that Mr. Lowther was 
wearing a five-guinea wig of exquisite texture, or, better still, 
a superior ten-guinea -wig, then the dignity of the office would 
have been upheld. But a shilling shocker, “ a bob-wig ” ! 
What next ? Will the Speaker come to be grudged even a 
sixpenny wig, or a second-hand one at threepence? 
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WOOD NOTES TAME. 

[Being a smnniary of Lord Avebury’s fasci- 
nating and erudite speech on Wood at the 
presentation of prizes to the Carpenters’ 
and Joiners’ Exhibition ] 

The life of a tree, Lord Avebury began, 
was often compared to that of a man, 
not always to the advantage of the latter. 

A hundred years was a life — indeed, a 
long life for a man -“Seldom readied and 
scarcely ever exceeded. Tt was nothing 
for a tree, combining with the strength 
of age the spring and elasticity of yonth. 

Solid in its substance, his Lordship 
proceeded, wood was ethereal in its 
origin, wonderfully and mysteriously 
l)iult up from the air of heaven and 
water derived' from grateful rain, worked 
up hy the exquisite machinery of the 
delicate and lovedy leaves. 

Into our houses it brought the sunshine 
of young and summer days, the moon- 
liglit of summer nights. It filled them 
with the sweet scent of innumerable 
flowers, the fresliiu'ss of mountain air; 
it seemed to combine tlie channs and 
advantages of the delicious wanntb of 
summer and the bracing cold of winter. 

Wood was useful in one thousand 
ways, and beautiful in one thousand 
ways ; you might destroy it, but you I 
could not vulgarise or degrade it. ! 

When Bex Jokson wrote a volume of 
poems, wliat did he call it? — Thnher.^ 
Wood everywliere, “0 ancient wood,” 
as the poet said. What was Iho title of 
liis friend Mr. Maurice IfFAVLErr’s most 
])opular romance ?-'? Vi e Forenb Love)y. 
Wt‘r(‘, those fuvsoiit, his T.ordsbip in-| 
quinnl, not all forestdoxuis ? Ah yes, | 
in(le(‘(l. I 

As the ■[)oot said, “Ifeart of oak are | 
our sliii>s.” 1 low true that was ' Hearll 
of oak. Nowadays of (‘ourse iron was; 
o\clusiv(‘ly ns(»(l in shipbuilding; but] 
in tbo ]iast the poet’s words were only | 
too true. I feari of oak, t )ne of the best j 
of the fritnidly societies was called tliej 
Forest(‘rH. How nice it was to think of 
rrieiuUinesB in the forest! Alliterative! 
too. “ AHit(‘ratiou’s artful aid,” as the', 
poet said. There were also Buffaloes, . 
but for his inirpose, his Lordship re- 
marked, the Foresters were more suit- 
able. Not that his Lordship had any- 
thing against the Buffaloes. Fur from 
it. .Ml hough inlerior in interest to an 
ant, bee or wasp, the buffalo was yet a 
noble creature. 

In Holland shoes were made of wood ; 
and in desert islands fires were lit by 
rubbing two pit^ces of wood together. 
What lessons we might read here. As 
the poet said, “You in your small 
comer, 1 in mine.” ^ 

We owe every tiling to wood. Look 
at the War Office. Where would they 
be if their heads were made of any other 
material? Look at English music. Was 
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MR. MUGWUMP’S MISFORTUNES. 

(The Advenburea of a Beginner,) 

Ni) 2.— Mr M. bisoovers the osb kind op flt the trodt are taking . 

HE HAS ONLY ONE OF THE P.VTTBRN, AND TUIT IS FIHUIY EKED IN THE MOST IIIA00ESSIBI.B PART 
OF ms BACK. 1 


it not mainly in the hands of a Wood? 
Look at the stage. W^s there not a 
Tree in an exalted position ? ^ 

Wood is of universal utility. If it 
were not for wood, what should we sit 
I on? His Lordship could liardly think 
I of cast-iron chairs as articles of indoor 
I furniture, however they might suit 
esplanades and pleasure gardens. We 
have wooden chairs and wooden tables. 
The backs of hair-brushes were often 
made of wood — far safer than celluloid, 
which had a habit of ignition. In the 


words of the poet,^ “The mahogany 
tree 1 ” or, as his friend the late Lord 
Tennyson put it, “ the immemorial elm.” 

One of the hardest of woods was called 
Lignum mtoa, the wood of life. Was 
that not an allegory, for is not life hard 
too ? And yet, just as the circular saw 
can overcome the hardness of Lignum 
vitcBy so can a cheerful heart overcome 
the hardness of life. 

Let us then, his Lordship concluded, 
never despise Wood. Wood has come 
to stop. [Loud and prolonged cheering. 
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OUR FETE. 

Village WoHliu “It ain’t so BiD for Slowcombe, Mujt, but, lor’ bless ’ee! ’tun’t NoTiriNo to wii\t they ’ud do in London* 


FOR OUR METROPOLITAN MERCURIES. 

On certain rare occasions Mr. Punch ventures to plead 
1 for some cause that tlx»ro’ir^:l 7 deserves the public’s heartiest 
support. Now, ladies and gentlemen, he earnestly calls your 
: attention to the District Messenger Boys^ Seaside Camp.” 
Started just five years ago, the fund has, so far, successfully"' 
achieved its object. Within that time nearly two thousand 
five hundred boys, without any charge to themselves, have 
enjoyed their annual week’s holiday at Felixstowe, being taken 
there and back by Belle steamer. Although it sounds like a j 
contradiction in tenns, yet is it true to say that everyone! 
who gives a cheque to these proceedings wiU thereby encour- i 
age the performance. Address your donation to Sir Thomas • 
H. C. Trowbridge (the very best form of ‘‘Bridge”), 7,1 
Drapers’ Gardens, E.C., for account of “District Messenger 
Boys’ Camp.” 

N.B. — Be careful, when speaking of this fund, not to omit 
“seaside” before “camp,” as othenvise “Messenger Boys’ 
Camp,” as pronounced, might produce a wiong impression. 
We are assured that, among the whole lot of ’em, there is not 
I “a Boy Scamp.” 

CoiJTRARy to considerable experience an evening fete at the 
Botanical Gardens a week ago went off in perfectly fine 
weather ! Was this because the management defied the 
elements by giving ah open-air performance of ITie Tempest? 
Being an out-of-door show, of course the Pastoral Players did 
not require “a drop” (the technical abbreviation of “drop- 
curtain ” dividing the Acts), and fortunately did not get it. 

^OOK (Plain) wishes situation where deafness is no object. 

^ Adi}t. in ScotsmanJ' 


CONTENTMKNT. 

Give me a lawn that cools my icet, 
Close-grown and fresh anil soft and clean, 
A clump of trees to check the heat, 

A flush of roses on the grc'en ; 

An ancient stream that, flows tlnn'chy, 

With all its thousand smiles dis]day('d ; 

A hammock swinging not t.oo high, 

WeU hung within a magic shades , 

Three little maids with hair of gold. 

Whose laughter scarce disturbs my dr(»ain : 
A jug of cider icy-cold, 

A dish of strawberries and cream ; 

And for a guardian of our ground, 

Well tried through many changing years, 
A fond and faithful little hound, 

With handy legs and spreading ears- - 

And let the world go ringing past, ; 

Let others range from shore to sliorc ; 
These simple pleasures bind me fust ; 

Give me but these, I ask no more. 


In a report, published by the Manchester Evening Neivs^ 
of a charge brought against a motorist from Sheffield', we are 
toH that a constable “ said he saw the defendant pass a spot 
where some 76 men were working in a trench laying a cable 
at 16 miles an hour.” Where, now, are the people who talk 
of the decadence aiid sloth of the “ British workman ? ” 









OPERATIC NOTES. 

June 19. — Excellent house for Verdi’s Un Balh in Maschera, 
Royalties present. That this should be so must always 
be highly satisfactory to the present representatives of 
composer and author entitled to receive '‘royalties” for 
every performance. Opera went magnificently. Signor 
OiRUSO, as il Duca Eiccardo, in magnificent voice and in 
best dramatic vein. Approbation from Mr. Punch's Repre- 
sentative is praise indeed, and after such a rendering of 
this part as was Signor Caruso’s, any inferior performance, 
to quote Sir Henry’s inimitable Corporal Brewster, "wouldn’t 
do for the Dook.” The Oscar of Mile. Selma Kurz is as 
brilliant as it was when she first played it. Signor Sootti 
as Eenaio gave the “ Erl ta ” with all that power of sweetness 
that has made this airy tune one of the most popular arias in 
this tuneful opera. Are there any wobbling Wagnerites here 
to-night? If so, they must cease to wobble, and, temporarily 
at all events, vote for Verdi. 

It was a nervous time for Mme. Jeanne Raunay, whose first 
performance, vocally and dramatically, of Amelia achieved a 
remarkable and undisputed success. Amelia is a namby-pamby 
name for an operatic heroine, but, curiously enough, a certain 
young person, introduced by one Henry Fielding some years 
ago into English literary society, bore this same milk-and- 
watery appellation, and was also associated with a Masquerade, 
an Opera House, and additionally a Booth. 


The foregoing is merely a note of coincidence, and quite 
a divergence. Let us return to our Operatic lambkins. 

In the last Act Mme. Selma Kurz was at her very best, 
creating a trilling effect, and in accepting the encore that 
would take no denial repeated her marvel of vocalism, going 
one better than before. That thoughtlessly enthusiastic 
persons would have tripled the encore is probable, but Mme. 
Kurz, with a graceful Kurzy, declined the honour. 

Miss Edna Thornton does not put enough powder (not 
violet powder, but explosive) into her rendering of Ulrica, 
whom she represents as milder than any of the many gipsy 
women this pretty gentleman has had the fortune (and been 
told it, too, over and over again) to meet in the days when 
“ went gipsying a long time ago,” to quote the ancient 
song. 

M the rest good. Manoinelli at the wicket, helping the 
score and carrying out his hdton with honours. Most enjoy- 
able evening. 

Once again are we to be rejoiced by a sight of Mile. 
Bauermeister, for whose last appearance (alas, that it should 
be so !) generous Mme. Melba is organising a Grand Operatic 
Benefit Matinee, on Wednesday, July 12, when the hSnSfici- 
aire is to bid "farewell” to the pubhc whose devoted servant 
she has been for so many years. Pity it is that for this 
exceptional occasion we cannot see her just for once, lor the 
last and only time, in all the various characters she has 
impersonated so inimitably. The list would be too long, the 
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fatigue too great. As at present announced, Bacee- book. Everywhere it shows a xiYid sense of contrast both in 
MEiSTER is to appear as Geitrudt the nurse in Borneo et nature and humanity : as between the glare and glamour of 
Juliette^ Mme. Melba being the Juliette. Without much its Indian scenes — treated with a sufficient feeling for 
change the clever artiste might have subsequently appeared Eastern colour, but without pedantry of detail — and the 
as the wickedly skittish Martha in Faust, a kind of twin-sister haK-lights of its Devon landscape about the quiet manor- 
to Nurse Gertrude; then she might have appeared as one of house; between the rotund pomposity of the Lieutenant- 
the gambling gipsy girls in Carmen, and in some other part, Governor, and the lean hard-bitten taciturnity of Bethune 
such as a fairy, or in any one of her numerous roles inscribed of the Guides ; between the world-weary Rosamund, twice 
on the scroll of her operatic fame which could be exhibited, wedded before she learns, almost too late, the passion of 
much after the style adopted by Leporello when giving a list youth, and the light-hearted Aspasia, in the first dawn of 
of gay Don Giovannis conquests. womanhood and love ; and finally between the racy, detached 

For the second part of the entertainment Madame Melba is curiosity of Chdtelard, travelling expert in feminine psycho- 
to appear as Mimi in the Third Act of La Bolieme, with Signor logy (a most happily-conceived type, with his moral deduc- 
Caruso as Rodolfo, Miss P^uiKmA and Signor Scorn being tions, so ^el’ght^iUy French and futile), and the patient 
Musetta and Marcello. There is yet time to alter the pro- watchful silence ot the man brought back from the c^rave. 
gramme. Could not Madame jMelba find something hriUiantly The fundamental idea of the story, the return of a husband 
lively to finish wdth, sending all home as happy as may be long supposed as dead, to find his wife re-married, does not 
possible after a farewell” to an estabhshed favourite? pretend to he new. But here the old story is toid with a 
A scene from the Barhiere (MUe. Bauermetster used to play a difference so freshly original that it gives to the whole 
small part in this), or from Don Pasquale, or from UElisir design an air of pure novelty. For it is from the study of 
J Amove, in fact from anything gay and hvely that may cheer her husband’s last letters and diary, written in the leao*uered 
us up a bit, Mile. Bauermeister included. Why mb in the frontier fort and kept apart, unread, under lock and key, 
sadness ? Why depress us with the notes of the dying swan that she learns, with her riper knowledge of life, to recipro- 
in the top storey of La Bohemef Worth consideration. I see cate in thought the passionate devotion which she had been 
it somewhere announced that in this last Act of La Bolieme too young to understand when it was hers to take and enjoy. 
Me. Bauermeistor will sing a duet with Signor Caruso. “ It The authors’ style, though here and there it betrays a touch 
is not so^ stated in the bond,” nor can I see where it is to he of conscious rhetoric, and at the close declines a little upon 
lugged in. Certainly MUe. Baimmeister’s name does not that popular conventionality which seems inseparable from a 
appear in the printed cast of this Act of La Bolieme. iVny- “ happy ending,” has in the main a natural ease and dio-nity 
how, we all wish “ a bumper at parting” to this most excel- of movement. While not attempting any great subtlety of 
lent of Operatic artistes. analysis, this book is an achievement of real distinction, and 

Thuy^sdatj.— The new opera, UOracolo, by Mr. Leoni, was though assured of popular success, is very far removed from 
to have been given to-night after Gluck’s Orfeo. The popular standards by the ambitiousness of its purpose, and 
Oracle being dumb, or rather not quite ready for delivery, the artistic restraint with which that purpose is pursued. 
Orfeo, by a simple process of subtraction, remained alone. — — 


Performance commencing at 8.30. Hot summer night, but The Day's Journey (Chapman akd Hall), by Netta Syrett 
audience somewhat refrigerated. Difficult to imagine Orfeo iiiust certainly be ranked among those rare modern novels 
without Julia Ravogli. that, besides weU repaying the reader for every minute 

To-night Madame Kirkby Lpm is the Orfeo. She bestowed upon their first perusal, can be studied with 
represents o:dy half of that dassic-operatic character, being advantage, re-read with pleasure, and recommended to 


apologised for as rather “off.” Orfeo with a cold, espe- sympathetic friends. The story of The Join 7 ? eu shows 

cially on a visit to the Shades, is to be sincerely pitied, but the part of the authoress an intimate knowledge 'of what 
when, in addition to this, Orfeo on his return journey has to is best, what worst, or conventionally indifferenOn human 
face a chiBy audience, the effect upon this love-lorn young nature. This quality of sharp analysis of character is not 
person might be serious. Not so, however, with Madame often to be found in our modern writers of romance. The 
Kirkby Lunn, who, in spite of the a'pohgia pro voce sud, sang scenes illustrating certain phases of life are grarjhically set 
^gnificently. 'Wien next she descends to the Shades may out in so clear a literary style, and with such strono' 
I be liere, that is, in the stalls, to hear. Costume perfect, dramatic force, that the action is brought before us as vividly 
Me. Jeaniie Raukay is a splendid classic edition of the fair as if we were spectators of a powerful drama The Baron 
Eurydice,weB worth the risk any true lover would run in when reading it, trembled for the denoumeyit. lie was anxious 
n ^ whether the authoress would be tempted to her ruin 

M. Messager personally conducted the distinguished by the suggestion of showy- ori:rin all tv, or would be satisfied 
visitors through the Shades. Where there is so much with the result that, lu^callv. ihe varied action of her 
descending to be done, it is pleasant to note that the “ mount- characters must bring about ? Fortunately for the work and 
mg was worthy of the best Covent Garden traditions. for its^ readers, she has chosen well and wisely, and with 
- exquisite art has known exactly when to stop. The Baron 

wul reveal no more than this ; 

OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. no^or one instant will he set THE paroxt 

My Nautical Eeteiner writes : Whether trusting to his own sib^ dSt jEr^* the’I'l.deris' 

is a stoiy of 


wiLii iiis wuB, pleasure, it is a slorv of 

Egertoh Castle has never made a better book than his latest modern English life or morfl 
novel— Rose of the This partnership, correctly speaking, of London 

^fortunate as It IS rare, farnishes the best possible guarantee life; hut place it where vou 
for an mMe portrayal of chaa^er in both sexes. Handled wiU, it is independent of any 
mth the mcest reserve, and held always within the limits of particular time and of anv 
t^ prahable (except, perhaps, in the matter of the Enghsh particular nationality, for it is 
ofiicers disuse as a, Path^ amanuensis to the Lieutenant- and wiU ever be an old old 
Governor of the Province), it is remarkable how many theme with skilfuny efEective 

romantio dements have gone to the makmg of this delightful variations 


the BAEON 

fecfelii 
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I T was during an idle sninmer walk amid the pines and heather of a Surrey hill that Mr. Punch, on one hot day of this 
very month of June, found himself suddenly and unexpectedly at the white gate of a spacious enclosure in the midst 
of wliich he observed an extensive bun sr? low and a number of young men in strange garb — hatless, collarless, sockless, and 
tandalled — going through what =f-cir.e'l co i e organised although fantastic evolutions. 

One of them, catching sight of the Sage and instantly recognising the unexpected but always welcome figure, came 
quickly to bid him enter, and Mil. PuNon forthwith did so, and was for the first time in his life within the portals of the 
new Utopian College for the Promotion of National Efficiency. Entering the central hall of the College, Me. Punch noted 
the austere simplicity of its decorations. There were no chairs or carpets, but the walls were hung with portraits of 
various hieropliants of tlie Simple Life, amongst whom he recognised the ascetic lineaments of Mr. Arnold White, 
Lord Rosebery, Cato, Piesident Eoose\telt and tlie Hon. C. R. Spencer. In the corner was one of the Professors in the 
undress uniform of a Samurai preparing China tea in a huge Samovar. After a brief inspection of the class-rooms, 
laboratories and kitchen, over the door of which was inscribed the legend, “All meat abandon, ye who enter here,” 
Mr. Punch passed out again by the main entrance and surveyed the pupils still engaged with stoical persistence in the 
mysterious evolutions wijicli had already excited his surprise. 

“ And so it is in these playing fields,” the Sage remarked pleasantly, “ that the battles of the future are to be won ? ” 
The young man looked at him with sorrow mingled with perplexity. “ We have no playing fields,” he said. “ The 
very term strikes at the root of our scheme. A field, as we understand it, is a tract of land intended for toil and tillage.” 
“ Then you don’t play cricket ? ” Mr. Punch replied. 

“ Oh, no,” said his companion. “Professor Begbie is opposed to it. But,” he added eagerly, noting that the face of 
his companion darkened, “we skip quite a lot — half an hour every morning — and we have the most charming scientific 
breathing exercises.” 

‘“Indeed,” said the Sage ; “ and do you bathe ? ” 

“ Very seldom. Since the condenmation of Shower Baths by the Dean of Canterbury our code of ablutions has 
been revised.” 

“ And have you any indoor recreations ? You read novels, I suppose ? ” 

“Novels,” said the young man fiimly, “are forbidden, as tending to impair the moral fibre and interfere with that 
control of nature which has recently and wisely been said to be man’s destiny and his greatest need,” 

“I see,” said Mr. Punch, “that I am touching on painful subjects.^ Permit me to apologise and to request you 
to instruct me upon the more serious side of your life in this strenuous Utopia.” 
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More Daily Days ... ... 268 

More Gastronomic Divagations . 386 

More Letters on Crmohne Revival 305 
Mr. Henry James’s Nevr Novel. .. 122 

Musical Fish 152 

Musical Notes 433 

New Departure at the Halls 135 

New Enghsh (The) . 146 

Passive Resistance in Music 279 

Path to Parnassus (The) 115 

Post OflS'ie 283 

Pioi L-: 1 1 .* A id ' i 

"Ll'h * Ml ' Lii ...t Pntuie .Tlif* '>‘il 
S.rJ! .e L fc 1 t I-S* 3 

b D.i’- li..‘ ..332 

Spr.Mr-,‘lLar.in_ Hir.r* 28 

'mar.' E '-^-n Miij.Is . 

Tr.i.n.ph ;fV'--*.o 4i»j 

True r.'C - 'U : .. Ln -I- ihr 1.53 

XJmversai Adviser (The; 24U 

Veggers in Conclave .. . . 452 

Vincent Crummies : New Style 428 
Viscount and the Big Game (The).. 344 

Wandering Words 143 

Why I am a Socialist 188 

Why Liberal 1 320 

Woman’s World (The) 280 

Wood Notes Tame 459 

Guthrie, Anstey 
A t a Moment’s Notice ... 142, 160, 178, 
186, 214, 232, 250 

Bohemian Bag (A) 26 

Busmess Meeting of the Somety of 

Penguins (A) 419 

“ Expressly lor Children ” 8 

Lmum among the Ruins 322 

Magic H’s(&e) 437,457 
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Guthrie, Anstey 

Mrs. Brassington-Claypott’s CM- 

dien’s Party 106, : 

On Certam DismalJemmies . . ! 

Our Booking-Office 

“ Paper” in tlie Stalls i 


Playing the Game 
Why I have Given Up Writing 

Novels 368 , 1 

Hankin, St. John 

Ode to Spring S 

Bemonstrance (A) c 

Sweets of Pame (The) 

Harris, G. W. 

Imperialism; Its Price S 

Hodge, H. S. Verb 

Lady Day. 3Iarch25 5 

Home, Alice 

PasMons for Pighters 5 

Ijay Helpers 

Hopkins, E. T. 

Offensive (The) 5 

World’s Appeal for Peace (Thej . i 
Hughes, C. E, 

’Ero of our ’Ome (An) .. 1 

Literary Clothmg t 

Londoniana < 

Hutchinson, A. S. M. 

Awful Outlook for the Smart Set . ] 
First Aid for Heroes and Villains . 
Great Waistcoat Question ^.The) 
Hotel Sinus, Ltd. .... 

Imperial Chit-chat . . 

“My Motto” 

New Mode m Honeymoous (The) . : 
Open Letter .. 

why I am Beautiful 1 

Kendall, Captain 

Army Bef orm 

ArsPoetica ■< 

Consolation i 

MflnhnTng. |j 

Sad Contrasts 


Simple Life (The) 

To tne Sun 

Truth of It (The) 

Knox, E. G. V. 

Back to the Lists 

Diseases for Dukes 

Drama of Drugs (A) 

Heads and Hearts 

Knowledge in Nuggets 

“Not Ummpossible She ” (The) ... 

Biposte (The) 

BuralF^city 

Lehmann, R. C. 

Berlin Agam 

Bnti^ Breakfast (The) 

Cabriolets 


Lehmann, R. G. 

Cambridge Bedmaker (A) 218 

Contentment 460 

1 For the Bnxton Children . . 206 

> In Berlin 326, 350, 362 

i Little Things (The) — 172 

I Our Booking-Office 180, 252 

Putney to Mortlake , . 243 

t Queen «vMa . ... 2, 32, 44, 56, 74, 98 

T*j Beiiin 320 

. To the Office of Works 114 

To the Queen 380 

I Ver! 150 

' Wanderer (The) 293 

Lewis, E. H. S. 

When? 63 

, Lucas, E. Y. 

Life’s Little Difficulties 6, 42, 62, 86, 

96, 116 

: Lucy, H. W. 

> Essence of Parliament 122, 139, 157, 

175, 193, 211, 229, 247, 265, 288, 337, 
, 355, 373, 391, 409, 455 

, “ On Half a Sheet of Note-paper”. 103 

' i Our Booking-Office 18, 36, 54, 72, 108, 
12G, 144, 162, 180, 198, 216, 234, 252, 
) 270, 288, 306, 324, 342, 360, 378, 396, 

^ 414, 432, 450 

* Lumley, Ltulph 

^ Diary of the late Bussian Navy ...454 

5 Lyons, A. Neil 

) Pree-tectionist (The) . ... 223 

3 Maeston, Ellis 

^ Little Father (The) 95 

j Martin, N R 

t Daily Bawl (The) . 170 

J Newspaper Circulations at Mugshy 272 

Menzies, G. K. 

I Another Queer Galling 261 

5 Another Burned Industry 37 

I rr 163 

5 S T2-.. . 252 

) C.- r-i.p.lrh 45 

I F r.. •' s:.. Am rie 152 

> Frozen Soul (The) 275 

5 Household Hints ... .14 

Invitation of Venus (The) ... .... 442 

! Lo.stJo5S 415 

I Mighty Pen (The) 347 

I New Order (The) 144 

' Pinch of Gentihty (The) 7 

; Oil. :.‘ii 886 

) 1 := Tee 114 

I Toilet Hmts 320 

j Weddmg Presents 85 

Wobbler (The) 224 

! Milne, A. A. 

5 Aerated Idyll (An) 301 

) Album (The) 80 


Milne, A. A. 

Art of Eating (The) 404 

Australian Team (The) 319 

Pa!2a‘’o Modem Conver?ation 128 
B T Mv-.ae The 402 

I tie of the Future ..365 

ZvNm.: N'.ilr.: 127 

G. B. S 204 

Mr. Punch’s Prize Story 180 

Poets at Bridge (The) 50 

Very Hard Case (A) 113 

Monro, H H. 

From Our St. Petersburg Corre- 
spondent 189 

Parkinson, J C. 

Oe'‘U‘rTenee in the Life 


c: u D-n ^ u- Tra'.eL-rr 

430 

Pope, Jessie 

Apiil Antidotes 


Baths 

109 

Crumbs of Comfort 

33a 

D-5 D ’i.-s 

298 

Ml - ' D— '.j’le 

91 

M'.’ ■ . 

149 

M •: • T ‘-r 

. 424 

. J ' 

34 

boiecisms 

394 


Powell, G. H. 

Beproduction of Environment (The) 

Risk, R. K. 

Hamlet, Pnnee of Brmsers 3 

Of Violet, Placing 

Buhng Passion (The) 

Rombing, j L. 

Descent of Man (The) 5 

Rowan, Hill 

“Sidelines” 3 

Seaman, Owen 

“ A dmirals All ” 3 

Cicero do Oratore . . .... 2 

Coming of the Pigmies (The) ... S 

End of Dancing (An) 4 

General Elections and Colomal Con- 
ferences . 4 

Growing Impotence of the Press . 

“ Home Thoughts from Abroad S 

Ignorance of Arthur (The) 3 

In Praise of Fog . . 

Kmg’s Speech— Amended Version.. 3 
Literary Style m Departmental 

Reports 4 

Multum ex Parvo J 

No Offence Intended 3 

0'’T r-Offioo 19, 36, 90, 234 , 4 

O.yL rjon/Pi^aii-si' 

Ihiots that want Dropping 

Placanda est Chicago 

Pour leMerite 

Psychological Moment (The) i 


Seaman, Owen 

Besioration of Eng’-ind ''The' 308 

Bern a’ oi the TK*:-. 397 

B m L 1 cu -k V. L j: ri 20 

^cfietoi Eng’.an.Vs Cxircsm.s-. The; 236 
alomp lU Po-tx .... .56 

Teuton to Tartar 74 

Twenty-first Cherry-stone (The) ... 182 

Senior, W. 

JEJsop on Tour 108 

County Councils, Please Copy . 208 
What may he in a Name 127 

Smith, C. T. 

Eton Correspondence 217 

Sykes, A. A. 

Conversational Playhouses 439 

Excuses ad libitum 152 

Hansom Belle (The) 298 

Importance of IDaily Detergence .. 348 

Musical Honorific*! 14 

Mute Admner '/Fne) ... 31 

New RL:ii.ii!r->.i.!iLe (A) .. 53 

Our Dental Deficit 278 

Peace to its Cmders 1 226 

Psnobisme'? . 109 

Railway Draught (The) 206 

Should Motorists be Shot ? 379 

Vicarious Citizeuslup 239 

Talbot, G. L. 

Nightfall in the Woods 55 

Taylor, Sydney J. 

Disillusioned 241 

Modem Lucifer (A) 278 

Ticket Sea.son (The) 19 

Thomas, Leslie 

New Buies for “Pit” 151 

Turner, Denis 

Exemplary Duke (The) 114 

Walshe, j. 0. 

Smoked Beauties 280 

Watt, H. 

Among the Motors 134 

Webb, Fred G. 

Wireless Message Intercepted (A).. 302 
White, R. F. 

Disillusion 136 

Love Charm (A) 170 

Whitnell, S. E. 

Diary and Notebook of a Field 
Naturalist (The) 312 

WODEHODSE, P. G. 

First Paying Guest (The) 430 

Force of Impulse m Sport 445 

Our Cricketmg Sybarites 306 

Wood, Laurence 
T inkling Symbol (The) 307 


Aldin, Cecil... 10, 51, 87, 109, 141, 159, 195, 
231, 235, 271 

Aldridge, Sydney 151 

Armour, G. Denholm... 7, 19, 46, 55, 73, 105, 
121, 127, 169, 213, 226, 249, 262, 285, 
293, 319, 329, 375, 401, 427, 441, 459 

Baumer, Lewis 59, 95, 217, 305 

Bowring, W. A 397 

Brook, C. E. ... 61, 113, 275, 333, 383, 405 

Browne, Gordon 23 

Browne, Tom .79, 115, 185, 307, 337, 343, 367 

Carter, R. C 17, 53, 89, 107, 179, 233 

Cowham, Hilda 13 

Gill, Arthur 431 

Hardy, Dudley 52, 70, 88, 97, 341, 359, 

377, 395, 413 

Harrison, Charles 71 

Humphries, A ... 199 

Ince, Charles 37, 315, 361 

Jalland, G. H 25, 63 

King, Edward 189 

King, Gunning... 33, 99, 239, 267, 311, 347, 

385, 421, 437, 463 

Klempner, E. G 161 

Lander, E 430 

MoHutohon, F 287 

Mills, A. Wallis 27, 45, 171, 205, 225, 

261, 279, 301, 369, 403, 423, 439, 457 

Patterson, Malcolm 365 

Pears, Charles 197 


Pictures and Sketches. 

95, Pegi 
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Pegram, Feed 9, 181 

Pirkis 259 

Pritohard, Stanger 143 

Pryse, Spencer 251, 280 

Raven-Hill, L 15, 28, 64, 82, 100, 118, 

136, 154, 172, 190, 208, 269, 298, 316, 
334, 357, 370, 406, 419, 442, 400 

Read, Hope 131 

Reed, E. T. .. 5, 24, 31, 49, 67, 68, 85, 103, 

104, 123, 125, 139, 140, 157, 158, 175, 

176, 193, 194, 211, 212, 229, [230, 247, 

248, 265, 266, 268, 283, 284, 303, 321, 

339, 340, 355, 356, 358, 373, 374, 376, 

391, 392, 394, 409, 410, 429, 447, 455, 456 

Sambourne, E. Ltnley 1 

Shepperson, C 207, 424 

Smith, A. T 163, 187, 297, 379, 445 

Somerville, Howard... 69, 81, 117, 153, 167, 
203, 221, 241, 257, 331, 388, 411,451 
Stampa, G. 1 16, 43, 91, 133, 215, 223, 

243, 253, 304, 349, 387, 415 

Thomas, Bert > 289 

Townsend, F. H 41, 77, 135, 149, 177, 

244, 277, 313 

Williams, F. A 449 

Williamson, C. Fleming 323 

Williamson, F. M •. 34, 35, 178, 322 

Wilson, David 351 

Woodville,.R. Caton 295, 352 

Wrioht, Frank 145, 325, 433 
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